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THE INNOCENCE OF FATHER BROWN 


l 

THE BLUE CROSS 

Between the silver ribbon ol morning and the green glittering ribbon of 
sea, the boat touched Harwich and let loose a swarm of folk like flies, 
among whom the man we must follow was by no means conspicuous 
nor wished to be. There was nothing notable about him, except a slight 
contrast between the holiday gaiety of his clothes and the official gravity 
of his face. His clothes included a slight, pale grey jacket, a white waist¬ 
coat, and a silver straw hat with a grey-blue ribbon. His lean face was 
dark by contrast, anti ended in a curt black beard that looked Spanish and 
UL ^ u ;i ‘ Elizabethan ruff. He was smoking a cigarette with the 
fousness of an idler. There was nothing about him to indicate the fact 
that the grey jacket covered a loaded revolver, that the white waistcoat 
covered a police card, or that the straw hat covered one of the most 
powerful intellects in Europe. For this was Valentin himself, the head of 
^ u ' police and the most famous investigator oi the world; and he was 

coming from Brussels to London to make the greatest arrest of the 
century. 

Flambeau was in England. The police of three countries had tracked 
* e S rcat c^Hminal at last from Ghent to Brussels, from Brussels to the 
ook of Holland; and it was conjectured that he would take some advan¬ 
tage of the unfamiliarity and confusion of the Eucharistic Congress, then 
ta mg p ace in London. Probably he would travel as some minor clerk 
or secretary connected with it; but, of course, Valentin could not be 
certain; nobody could be certain about Flambeau. 

t is many \ears now since this colossus of crime suddenly ceased keep- 
lng t c ^°r|d in a turmoil; and when he ceased, as they said after the 
oeath of Roland there was a great quiet upon the earth. But in his best 
ays ( mean, of course, his worst) Flambeau was a figure as statuesque 
internationalI as the Kaiser. Almost every morning the daily paper 
announce that he had escaped the consequences of one extraordinary 

i ri ?f 7 cornm hting another. He was a Gascon of gigantic stature and 
t ° i y aring and the wildest tales were told of his outbursts of athletic 
^umour, ow e turned the juge d instruction upside down and stood him 

• i ,S C ?- ’ l ° C Car k* s m * n d ; how he ran down the Rue de Rivoli 

tAhk? ICema . n unc ^ er eac h arm. It is due to him to say that his fantastic 
P >«cal strength was generally employed in such bloodless though undig- 
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nined scenes; his real crimes were chiefly those of ingenious and wholesale 
robbery. But each of his thefts was almost a new sin, and would make a 
story by itself It was he who ran the great Tyrolean Dairy Company in 
London, with no dairies, no cows, no carts, no milk, but with some 
thousand subscribers. These he served by the simple operation of moving 
the little milk-cans outside people's doors to the doors of his own cus¬ 
tomers. It was he who had kept up an unaccountable and close corres¬ 
pondence with a young lady whose whole letter-bag was intercepted, by 
the extraordinary trick of photographing his messages infinitesimally 
small upon the slides of a microscope. A sweeping simplicity, however, 
marked many of his experiments. It is said he once repainted all the 
numbers in a street in the dead of night merely to divert one traveller into 
a trap. It is quite certain that he invented a portable pillar-box, which he 
put up at comers in quiet suburbs on the chance of strangers dropping 
postal orders into it. Lastly he was known to be a startling acrobat; despite 
his huge figure, he could leap like a grasshopper and melt into the tree- 
tops like a monkey. Hence the great Valentin, when he set out to find 

Flambeau, was perfectly well aware that his adventures would not end 
when he had found him. 



But how was he to find him? On this the great Valentin's ideas were 
11 in process of settlement. 

There was one thing which Flambeau, with all his dexterity of disguise, 
could not cover, and that wa$ his singular height. If Valentin's quick eye 
had caught a tall apple-woman, a tall grenadier, or even a tolerably tall 
uchess, he might have arrested them on the spot. But all along his train 
there was nobody that could be a disguised Flambeau, any more than a cat 
could be a disguised giraffe. About the people on the boat he had already 
satisfied himself; and the people picked up at Harwich or on the journey 
limited themselves with certainty to six. There was a short railway 
official travelling up to the terminus, three fairly short market-gardeners 
picked up two stations afterwards, one very short widow lady going up 
from a small Essex town, and a very short Roman Catholic priest going 
up from a small Essex village. When it came to the last case, Valentin 
gave it up and almost laughed. The little priest was so much the essence 
of those Eastern flats: he had a face as round and dull as a Norfolk dump¬ 
ling;, he had eyes as empty as the North Sea; he had several brown-paper 
parce which he was quite incapable of collecting. The Eucharistic 
ongress zq doubtless sucked out of their local stagnation many such 
crea 1 ^ es > blind and helpless, like moles disinterred. Valentin was a sceptic 
in thawere style of France, and could have no love for priests. But he 
could have pity- for them, and this one might have provoked pity in any- 
bpdy : He had a large shabby umbrella, which constantly fell on the floor. 
He did not seem to know which was the right end o! his return ncket. 
He explained with a moon-calf simplicity to everybody in the carnage 
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tliat he had to be careful, because he had something made of real silver 
v. uli blue stones m one of bis brown-paper parcels. 1 1 is quaint blending 
of Essex Harness with saintly simplicity continuously amused the French¬ 
man till the priest arrived (somehow) at Stratford with all his parcels, and 
came back for his umbrella. When he did the last, Valentin even had the 
good nature to warn him not to take care of the silver by telling everybody 
about it. But to whomever he talked, Valentin kept his eye open for 
someone else; he looked out steadily for anyone, rich or poor, maV» 0 r 

female, who was well up to six feet; for Flambeau was four inches 
above it. 

He alighted at Liverpool Street, however, quite conscientiously secure 
that he had not missed the criminal so far. He then went to Scotland Yard 
to regularize his position and arrange for help in case of need; he then lit 
another cigarette and went for a long stroll in the streets of London. As he 
was walking in the streets and squares beyond Victoria, he paused sud¬ 
denly and stood. It was a quaint, quiet square, very typical of London, full 
0 311 accidental stillness. The tali, flat houses round looked at once pros- 
1 ' " 1 and uninhabited; the square of shrubbery in the centre looked as 

, rte L d 35 a g, rcen Pacific islet. One of the four sides was much higher 
than the rest, like a dais; and the line of this side was broken by one of 

London s admirable accidents—a restaurant that looked as if it had strayed 
trom Soho It was an unreasonably attractive object, with dwarf plants in 
pots and long, striped blinds of lemon yellow and white. It stood 
speci y igh above the street, and in the usual patchwork way of 
London, a flight of steps from the street ran up to meet die front door 
almost as a fire-escape might run up to a first-floor window. Valentin 

diem hng ^ ° f ^ y elJow ' whjte blinds and considered 

The most incredible thing about miracles is that diey happen. A few 
clouds m heaven do come together into the staring shape of P one human 

exarr »J K \ ^ Up ? landsca P e °1 a doubtful journey in the 

these thinl^ 0 ^ If ^ ° f u a T e r° f mterr °g ation - I have seen both 
instmTf 8 ' mySC f W ! thui the laSt feW da y 3 ' Nelson does die in the 

name ^ Wllli r on -. « sounds like a sort of infant^ 

se pressed in the paradox of Poe, wisdom should reckon on the unfore- 

is M^ aS u f at bomably French; and the French intelligence 

that i« A cespcciafly and solely. He was not “a thinking machine”; for 

only is a P t la5e ° f m ° dem fatalism and materialism. A machine 

and a nl! ; r nc u ecausc ,t . Cannot But he was a thinking man 

P man at the same time. All his wonderful successes, that looked* 



12 


THE FATHER BROWN STORIES 


like conjuring, had been gained by plodding logic, by clear and common¬ 
place French thought. The French electrify the world not by starting any 
paradox, they electrify it by carrying out a truism. They carry a truism 
so far—as in the French Revolution. But exactly because Valentin under¬ 
stood reason, he understood the limits of reason. Onlv a man who knows 
nothing of motors talks of motoring without petrol; only a man who 
knows nothing of reason talks of reasoning without strong, undisputed 
first principles. Here he had no strong first principles. Flambeau had been 
missed at Harwich; and if he was in London at all, he might be anything 
from a tall tramp on Wimbledon Common to a tall- toastmaster at the 
Hotel Metropole. In such a naked state ot nescience, Valentin had a view 
and a method of his own. 

In such cases he reckoned on the unforeseen. In such cases, when he 
could not follow the train of the reasonable, he coldly and carefully fol¬ 
lowed the train of the unreasonable. Instead of going to the right places— 
banks, police-stations, rendezvous—he systematically went to the wrong 
places; knocked at every empty house, turned down every cul de sac, went 
up every lane blocked with rubbish, went round every crescent that led 
him uselessly out of the way. He defended this crazy course quite logic¬ 
ally. He said that if one had a clue this was the worst way; but if one had 
no clue at all it was the best, because there was just the chance that any 
oddity that caught the eye of the pursuer might be the same that had 
caught die eye of the pursued. Somewhere a man must begin, and it had 
better be just where another man might stop. Something about that 
flight of steps up to the shop, something about the quietude and quaintness 
of the restaurant, roused all the detective’s rare romantic fancy and made 
him resolve to strike at random. He went up the steps, and sitting down 
by the window, asked for a cup of black coffee. 

It was half-way through the morning, and he had noc breakfasted; the 
slight litter of other breakfasts stood about on the table to remind him of 
his hunger; and adding a poached egg to his order, he proceeded musingly 
to shake some white sugar into his coffee, thinking all the time about 
Flambeau. He remembered how Flambeau had escaped, once by a pair of 
nail scissors, and on.c by a house on fire; once by having to pay for an 
unstamped letter, and once by getting people to look through a telescope 
at a comet that might destroy die world. He thought his detective brain 
as good as the criminal’s, which was true. But he fully realized the dis- 
advantage. “The criminal is the creative artist; the detective only the 
critic, lie said with a sour smile, and lifted his coffee cup to his lips 
slowly, and put it down very quickly. He had put salt in it. 

He looked at the vessel from which the silvery powder had come; it was 
certainly a sugar-basin; as unmistakably meant for sugar as a champagnc- 

1 ° a* c ^ am P a 8 ne> wondered why they should keep salt in it. He 
looked to see if there were any more orthodox vessels. Yes, there were 
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two salt-cellars quite full. Perhaps there was some speciality in the condi¬ 
ment in the salt-cellars. I le tasted it; it was sugar. Then he looked round 
at me restaurant with a refreshed air 0 interest, to see if there were any 
0 her traces oi: that singular artistic taste which puts the sugar in die salt¬ 
cellars and the salt in the sugar-basin. Except for an odd splash of some 
dai fluid on one of the white-papered walls, the whole place appeared 
neat, cheerful and ordinary. He rang the bell for the waiter. 

When that official hurried up, fuzzy-haired and somewhat blear-eyed 
at that early hour, the detective (who was not without an appreciation of 
the simpler forms of humour) asked him to taste die sugar and see if it was 

up to the high reputation of the hotel. The result was that the waiter 
yawned suddenly and woke up. 

'you play this delicate joke on your customers every' morning?' * 

inquired Valentin. Does changing the salt and sugar never pall on vou as 
a jest?'* 

The waiter, when tins irony grew clearer, stammeringly assured him 

that the establishment had certainly no such intention; it must be a most 

curious mistake. He picked up the sugar-basin and looked at it; he picked 

up the salt-cellar and looked at that, his face growing more and more 

bewildered. At last he abruptly excused himself, and hurrying away, 

returned in a few seconds with die proprietor. The proprietor also 

examined the sugar-basin and then the salt-cellar; the proprietor also 
looked bewildered. 


Suddenly the waiter seemed to grow inarticulate with a rush of words. 

t } 2 * n k> he stuttered eagerly, “1 zink it is those two clergymen.” 
What two Clergymen?” 

^ The two clergymen,” said the waiter, “that threw soup at die wall.” 

Threw soup at the wall?” repeated Valentin, feeling sure diis must be 

some Italian metaphor. 

% 1 1 

5 es » saJC * the attendant excitedly, and pointing at the dark splash 
cn t e white paper; threw it over there on the wall.” 

Valentm looked his query at the proprietor, who came to his rescue 
with fuller reports. 

H-m m A 

.. j 1 ’ he said, it s quite true, though I don’t suppose it has any- 

tlung to do with the sugar and salt. Two clergymen came in and drank 
soup here very early, as soon as the shutters were taken down. They 
were both very quiet, respectable people; one of them paid the bill and 
ent out; the other, who seemed a slower coach altogether, was some 
minutes longer getting his things together. But he went at last. Only 
e instant before he stepped into the street he deliberately picked up hrs 
p, w ich he had only half emptied, and threw the soup slap on the 

_ 1 y' ras m ^ e t> ac k room myself, and so was the waiter; so 1 could 
omy rush out in time to find the wall splashed and the shop empty It 

awn t do any particular damage, but it was confounded cheek; and I 
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tried to catch the men in the street. They were too far off though; I only 
noticed they went round the comer into Carstairs Street/* 

The detective was on his feet, hat settled and stick in hand. He had 
already decided that in the universal darkness of his mind he could only 
follow the first odd finger that pointed; and this finger was odd enough. 
Paying his bill and clashing the glass doors behind him, he was soon 
swinging round into the other street. 

It was fortunate that even in such fevered moments his eye was cool 
and quick. Something in a shop-front went by him like a mere flash; 
yet he went back to look at it. The shop was a popular greengrocer and 
fruiterer’s, an array of goods set out in the open air and plainly ticketed 
with their names and prices. In the two most prominent compartments 
were two heaps, of oranges and of nuts respectively. On the heap of 
nuts lay a scrap of cardboard, on which was written in bold, blue chalk, 
‘Best tangerine oranges, two a penny.” On the oranges was the equally 
clear and exact description, “Finest Brazil nuts, 4d. a lb.” M. Valentin 
looked at these two placards and fancied he had met this highly subtle 
form of humour before, and that somewhat recently. He drew the 
attention of the red-faced fruiterer, who was looking rather sullenly up 
and down the street, to this inaccuracy in Ins advertisements. The 
fruiterer said nothing, but sharply put each card into its proper place. 
The detective, leaning elegantly on his walking-cane, continued to 
scrutinize the shop. At last he said: “Pray excuse my apparent irrelevance, 
my good sir, but I should like to ask you a question in experimental 
psychology and the association of ideas,” 

The red-faced shopman regarded him with an eye of menace; but he 
continued gaily, swinging his cane. “Why,” he pursued, “why are two 
tickets wrongly placed in a greengrocer’s shop like a shovel hat that has 
come to London for a holiday? Or, in case I do not make myself clear, 
what is the mystical association which connects the idea of nuts marked 
as oranges with the idea of two clergymen, one tall and the other short?” 

The eyes of the tradesman stood out of his head like a snail’s; he really 
seemed for an instant likely to fling himself upon the stranger. At last 
he stammered angrily: I don t know what you ’ave to do with it, but 
if you’re one of their friends, you can tell ’em from me that I’ll knock 
their silly eads off, parsons or no parsons, if they upset my apples again.” 

Indeed? pked the detective, with great sympathy. “Did they upset 
your apples?” 

One of em did, said-the heated shopman; ‘rolled ’em all over the 
street. I d ave caught the fool but for havin’ to pick ’em up.” 

“Which way did these parsons go?” asked Valentin. 

second road on the left-hand side, and then across the square,” 
said the other prompdy. 

Thanks, said Valentin, and vanished like a fairy. On die other side 
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of the second square he round a policeman, and said: “This is urgent, 
constable; have you seen two clergymen in shovel hats?” 

The policeman began to chuckle heavily. “I ’ave, sir; and it'you arst 

me, one of em was drunk. He stood in the middle of the road that 
bewildered that-” 

Which way did they go?” snapped Valentin. 

"They took one of them yellow buses over there,” answered the man; 
“them that go to Hampstead.” 

Valentin produced his official card and said very rapidly: “Call up two 

of your men to come with me in pursuit,” and crossed the road with 

i’ h contagious energy that the ponderous policeman was moved to 

almost agile obedience. In a minute and a half die French detecdve was 

joined on die opposite pavement by an inspector and a man in p lain 
clothes. 

Well, sir,” began the former, with smiling importance, “and what 
may-?” 

Valentin pointed suddenly with his cane. “I’ll tell you on the top of 

that omnibus,” he said, and was darting and dodging across the tangle 

ofthe traffic. When all three sank panting on the top seats of the yellow 

vehicle, the inspector said: “We could go four times as quick in a taxi.” 

Quite true, replied their leader placidly, “if we only had an idea of 
where we were going.” 

Well, where are you going?” asked die other, staring. 

Valentin smoked frowningly for a few seconds; then, removing his 
cigarette, he said: If you know what a man’s doing, get in front of him; 
ut if you want to guess what he’s doing, keep behind him. Stray when 

VT* st0 P w ^ en he stops; travel as slowly as he. Then you may see 

what he saw and may act as he acted. All we can do is to keep our eyes 
skinned for a queer thing.” 

What sort of a queer thing do you mean?” asked the inspector. 

• of queer thing, answered Valentin, and relapsed into ob¬ 
stinate silence. 

* y ell °w omnibus crawled up die northern roads for what seemed 
Wee hours on end; the great detective would not explain further, and 
per laps his assistants felt a silent and growing doubt of his errand. 

erhaps, also, they felt a silent and growing desire for lunch, for the 
ours crept long past the normal luncheon hour, and the long roads of 
e orth London suburbs seemed to shoot out into length after length 

e 411 ** 1 ,^ telescope. It was one of those journeys on wliich a man 
perpetually feels that now at last he must have come to die end of the 
universe, and then finds he has only come to the beginning of Tufnell 
ar . ondon died away in draggled taverns and dreary scrubs, and 
len was unaccountably born again in blazing high streets and blatant 
otets. it was like passing through thirteen separate vulgar cities all just 
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touching each other. But though the winter twilight was already threaten¬ 
ing the road ahead of them, the Parisian detective still sat silent and 
watchful, eyeing the frontage of the streets that slid by on either side. 
By the time they had left Camden Town behind, the policemen were 
nearly asleep; at least, they gave something like a jump as Valentin leapt 

erect, struck a hand on each man’s shoulder, and shouted to the driver 
to stop. 

They tumbled down the steps into the road without realizing why 
they had been dislodged; when they looked round for enlightenment 
they found Valentin triumphantly pointing his finger towards a window 
on the left side of the road. It was a large window, forming part of the 
long facade of a gilt and palatial public-house; it was the part reserved 
for respectable dining, and labelled “Restaurant.” This window, like all 
the rest along the frontage of the hotel, was of frosted and figured glass, 
but in the middle of it was a big, black smash, like a star in the ice. 

Our cue at last, cried Valentin, waving his stick; “the place with the 
broken window.” 

What window' What cue?” asked his principal assistant, 
what proof is there that this has anything to do with them?” 

Valentin almost broke his bamboo stick with rage. 

Proof! he cried, “Good God! the man is looking for proof! Why, 
of course, the chances arc twenty to one that it has nothing to do with 

them. But what else can we do? Don t you see we must either follow 
one wild possibility or else go home to bed?’ He banged his w r ay into 
the restaurant, followed by his companions, and they were soon seated 
at a late luncheon at a little table, and looking at the star of smashed 

glass from the inside. Not that it was very informative to them even 

then. 

“Got your window broken, 1 see,” said Valentin to the waiter, as he 
paid his bill. 

Yes, sir, answ ; cred the attendant, bending busily over the change, to 
which Valentin silently added an enormous tip. The waiter straightened 
himself with mild but unmistakable animation. 

“Ah, yes, sir,” he said, “Very odd thing, that, sir.” 

^Indeed? Tell us about it, said the detective with careless curiosity. 

Well, two gents in black came in, said the w r aiter; “two of those 

oreign parsons that are running about. They had a cheap and quiet 

little lunch, and one of them paid for it and w 7 ent out. The other was 

just going out to join him when I looked at my change again and found 

hed paid me more than three times too much. ‘Here, 5 I says to the chap 

who was nearly out of the door, you’ve paid too much.' ‘Oh,' he says, 

very coo!, have we? Yes ’ I says, and picks up the bill to show him. 
Well, that was a knock-out 

What do you mean?” asked his interlocutor. 




But 


, I d have sworn on seven Bibles that I’d put 4s. on that 
now I saw I d put 14s., as plain as paint.” 

^ WeU?” cried Valentin, moving slowly, but with burning eyes, “and 



a the d°or he says, all serene, ‘Sorry to confuse your 

accounts, but it 11 pay for the window.’ ‘What window?’ I says. ‘The one 

umbrella” K ’ 6 SayS ’ and sir) ashed that blessed pane with his 


hi m < q 4 Ulrers made an exclamation; and the inspector said under 

lie U / CSCa P ed lunatlcs? ’’ waiter went on with 

some relish foi the ridiculous story: 

n 1 yas so knocked silly for a second, 1 couldn’t do anything. The man 

Then tb U P aC< i and J 01ned his friend just round the corner. 

^ 1 • e y went so quick up Bullock Street that I couldn’t catch them, 
though 1 ran round the bars to do it. 

ciuicklvA Stre f et ’” Said th f deteCtlVC ’ and shot U P that thoroughfare as 
^ TK ^ ^ stran S e couple he pursued. 

street""* 7 iT ^ them bare bnck ways like tunnels; 

built out of d ' if U l f nd , eVe ? Wltb bew wmJ ows; streets that seemed 
deepe^H , ° f em ? hing and Ywbere. Dusk was 

in wlnt fva A- WaS n ? t eaS ^ Cven bor dle London policemen to guess 
pret ert 1^ tlT ** The ™P«or. however?wa, 

Heath. Abn.n l they k W ,° uld cvemua % strik o some part of Hampstead 
light like a hnllf 0ne bul S in 8 anci g^'ht window broke the blue twi- 

'fed r e Tl s t Aftc / r “ m ? M ' s h “ iutio " '* *“ ■«: 

XX ZZ:^ JIT W “ h J a ^ wa,'clearly 

1 J - d 1 0 pcmng; but he did not need one. 

elegan^appear'ance v/itb y ° Ung , WOman m . the sho P regarded his 

the door behind him blorf 0 ] ere \ a P to fP atIC 'nqtnry; but when she saw 

eyes seemed to wake up. C ^ tbe blue nmform of the inspector, her 

already.” S3 * d ’ y ° U Ve come about that parcel, I’ve sent it off 

“fmean k Cpeated Valentin; and it was his turn to look inquiring 

“For goodn e ss a ’ rC s i th ” T ^ 7 ^ cler g> man gentleman.” 
real confession 0 f itl' Said ., f Vale ” tm > k ‘ ini "B f °rward with his first 

exactly.” ® mcss ’ bor Heaven s sake tell us what happened 

Xu’cLt ZTa; “r dol,btf,,ll ''' '' thc ^ 

^ then went nfft 8 J d ^°^g ht some peppermints and talked a bit 

™ s badlo ,h! rX H ?u' ^ f a sec °" d afe . one of them 

shop and says, Have I left a parcel?’ Well, I looked 
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everywhere and couldn’t see one; so he says, ‘Never mind; but if it 
should turn up, please post it to this address,’ and he left me the address 
an d a shilling for my trouble. And sure enough, though I thought I’d 
looked everywhere, I found he’d left a brown-paper parcel, so I posted 
it to the place he said. I can’t remember the address now; it was some¬ 
where in Westminster. But as the thing seemed so important, I thought 
perhaps the police had come about it.” 

“So they have,” said Valentin shortly. “Is Hampstead Heath near 
here?” 

“Straight on for fifteen minutes,” said the woman, “and you’ll come 
right out on the open.” Valentin sprang out of the shop and began to 
run. The other detectives followed him at a reluctant trot. 

The street they direaded was so narrow and shut in by shadows that 
when they came out unexpectedly into the void common and vast sky 
they were startled to find the evening still so light and clear. A perfect 
dome of peacock-green sank into gold amid the blackening trees and the 
dark violet distances. The glowing green tint was just deep enough to 
pick out in points of crystal one or two stars. All that was left of the 
daylight lay in a golden glitter across the edge of Hampstead and that 
popular hollow which is called the Vale of Health. The holiday makers 
who roam this region had not wholly dispersed: a few couples sat shape¬ 
lessly on benches; and here and there a distant girl still shrieked in one of 
the swings. The glory of heaven deepened and darkened around the 
sublime vulgarity of man; and standing on the slope and looking across 
the valley, Valentin beheld the thing which he sought. 

Among the black and breaking groups in that distance was one 
especially black which did not break—a group of two figures clerically 
clad. Though they seemed as small as insects, Valentin could see that 
one of them was much smaller than the other. Though the other had 
a student s stoop and an inconspicuous manner, he could see that the man 
was well over six feet high. He shut his teeth and went forward, whirling 
his stick impatiently. By the time he had substantially diminished the 
distance and magnified the two black figures as in a vast microscope, he 
had perceived something else; something which startled him, and yet 
which he had somehow expected. Whoever was the tall priest, there 
could be no doubt about the identity of the short one. It was his* friend 
of the Harwich train, the stumpy little cur<? of Essex whom he had 
warned about liis brown-paper parcels. 

Now, so far as this went, everydiing fitted in finally and rationally 
enough. Valentin had learned by his inquiries that morning that a Father 
Brown from Essex was bringing up a silver cross with sapphires, a relic 
of considerable value, to show some of the foreign priests at the congress. 
Thu undoubtedly was the “silver with blue stones”; and Father Brown 
ou tedly was the little greenhorn in the train. Now there was nothing 
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wonderful about die fact that what Valentin had found out Flambeau 
had also found out; Flambeau found out everything. Also there was 
nothing wonderful in the fact that when Flambeau heard of a sapphire 
■ nc should try to steal it; that was the most natural tiling in all natural 

7 ry ‘ Anc ‘ most certainly there was nothing wonderful about the fact 
that Flambeau should have it all his own way with such a silly sheep as 
the man with the umbrella and the parcels. He was the sort of man whom 
3 iiy o y could lead on a string to the North Pole; it was not surprising 
that an actor like Flambeau, dressed as another priest, could lead him to 
l j=ni)]otead 1 leant. So far the crime seemed clear enough; and while the 
detective pitied the priest for his helplessness, he almost despised Flambeau 
or condescending to so gullible a victim. But when Valentin thought 
ot ah that had happened in between, of all that had led him to his triumph, 
e racked his brains for the smallest rhyme or reason in it. What had the 
stealing ot a blue-and-silver cross from a priest from Essex to do with 
C UC . 8 S0 “P at wallpaper? What had it to do with calling nuts oranges 
? I j W1 paying for windows first and breaking them afterwards 7 He 

oft C °w/U t0 t r nC ) °, f ^ chase; yet somehow he had missed the middle 
rW k, He ( wluch was seldom), he had usually grasped the 

mminli neVer !ii eSS T Sed the criminal - H crc he had grasped the 
cnmuial, but still he could not grasp the clue. 

arrn« d ® UreS tbat tbey h° dow cd were crawling like black flies 
le . u 8 e 8 reen contour of a hill. They were evidently sunk in 
tliMr ersatton , and perhaps did not notice where they were going; but 

C l rtainly t0 wilder and more silent heights of the 

dSr“i PU r U , erS P ned 00 them > the latter had to use the un- 
and even f^ UU ^ ° deer ~ stadcer > t0 crouch behind clumps of trees 

the Inmr ° Craw prostr f te in dee P g rass ‘ By these ungainly ingenuities 

Xrr r e close r ush to ^ ^ ^ 

“reason” re h ? n ° T rd COuld bc dls tinguished except the word 

over a^ 1 ^ " ld almost childlsh voice - Once, 

of a !\Z aU r 8 k°n Zmg , Cen , minutcs > and then it led round the brow 
sunset scenerr if l’ OVerlookl ! 1 8 an am phitheatre of rich and desolate 
an old ramsLkV ndCr “ ch ^ co ™nandmg yet neglected spot was 

darkenin?^ . t0 8 et h er - The gorgeous green and gold still clung to the 
cock-»r ^ onzon; but the dome above was turning slowly from pea- 

mo^c" 8 hke n sS• I ^ eaCOC ^" blU ^ e, an i d dlC SUrS detached themselves more and 
After he had listened for a minute and a half he was gripped by a 
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devilish doubt. Perhaps lie had dragged the two English policemen to 
the wastes of a nocturnal heath on an errand no saner than seeking figs 
on thistles. For the two priests were talking exactly like priests, piously, 
with learning and leisure, about the most aerial enigmas of theology. 
The little Essex priest spoke the more simply, with his round face turned 
to the strengthening stars; die other talked with his head bowed, as if he 
were not even worthy to look at them. But no more innocently clerical 
conversation could have been heard in any white Italian cloister or black 
Spanish cathedral. 

The first he heard was the tail of one of Father Brown’s sentences, 
which ended: “. . . what they really meant in the Middle Ages by the 
heavens being incorruptible.” 

The taller priest nodded liis bowed head and said: 

“Ah, yes, these modem infidels appeal to their reason; but who can 
look at those millions of worlds and not feel that diere may well be 
wonderful universes above us where reason is utterly unreasonable?” 

“No,” said the other priest; “reason is always reasonable, even in the 
last limbo, in the lost borderland of things. I know that people charge 
the Church with lowering reason, but it is just the other way. Alone 
on earth, the Church makes reason really supreme. Alone on earth, the 
Church affirms that God Himself is bound by reason. 

The other priest raised his austere face to the spangled sky and said: 

“Yet who knows if in that infinite universe-?” 

“Only infinite physically,” said the httle priest, turning sharply in his 
seat, “not infinite in the sense of escaping from the laws of truth.” 

Valentin behind his tree was tearing his finger-nails with silent fury. 
He seemed almost to hear the sniggers of the English detectives whom 
he had brought so far on a fantastic guess only to listen to the meta¬ 
physical gossip of two mild old parsons. In his impatience he lost the 
equally elaborate answer of the tall cleric, and when he listened again it 
was again Father Brown who was speaking: 

“Reason and justice grip the remotest and the loneliest star. Look at 
those stars. Don t they look as if they were single diamonds and sapphires? 
Well, you can imagine any mad botany or geology you please. Think 
of forests of adamant with leaves of brilliants. Think the moon is a blue 
moon, a single elephantine sapphire. But don’t fancy that all that frantic 
astronomy would make the smallest difference to the reason and justice 
of conduct. On plains of opal, under cliffs cut out of pearl, you would 
still find a notice-board, ‘Thou shalt not steal.’ ” 

Valentin was just in the act of rising from his rigid and crouching 
attitude and creeping away as softly as might be, felled by the one great 
folly of his life. But something in the very silence of the tall priest made 
hjm stop until the latter spoke. When at last he did speak, he said simply, 
his head bowed and his hands on his knees: 
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“Well, I still think that other worlds may perhaps rise higher than our 

reason. The m\ si cr y of heaven is unfathomable, and I for one can only 
bow my head.” 7 

Then, with brow yet bent and without changing by the faintest shade 
his attitude or voice, he added: 

Just hand over that sapphire cross of yours, will you? We’re all alone 
here, and I could pull you to pieces like a straw doll.” 

The utterly unaltered voice and attitude added a strange violence to 

that shocking change of speech. But the guarder of the relic only seemed 

to turn his head by the smallest section of the compass. He seemed still 

to have a somewhat foolish face turned to the stars. Perhaps he had not 

understood.. Or, perhaps, he had understood and sat rigic! with terror. 

Yes, said the tall priest, in the same low voice and in the same still 
posture, yes, I am Flambeau.” 

Then, after a pause, he said: 

W '^ y ou gi ye me that cross?” 

No, said the other, and the monosyllable had an odd sound, 
ambeau suddenly flung off all his pontifical pretensions. The great 
ro cr |^ e d back in his seat and laughed low but long. 

o, he cried; you won t give it me, you proud prelate. You 

won t give it me, you little celibate simpleton. Shall I tell vou whv you 

won t give it me? Because I’ve got it already in my own breast-pocket.” 

ne small man from Essex turned what seemed to be a dazed face in 

dusk, and said, with the timid eagerness of “The Private Secretary”: 
Are —are you sure?” 

Flambeau yelled with delight. 

hm? ea ! ly ’ y ° U rC aS good as a three ~ acc kree,” he cried. “Yes, you 
n ?’ ^ ^ U ' te SUrC '. 1 ^ sense t0 make a duplicate of the right 

jewel s' A "lTj "} y Wend * you ’ ve got thc du plicate, and I’ve got the 
J «y ' d dodge ’ Father Brown—a very old dodge.” 

the ! Father Brown ’ and passed his hand through his hair with 

me strange vagueness of manner. “Yes, I've heard of it before.” 
of sudden Interest Cr * me ^ eancd over to ^ rustic priest with a sort 

Y<>« have heard of it?” he asked. “Where have you heard of it?” 

simnlv “u Stn C teU yOU his name ’ of c °urse,” said the little man 
ahnn» He Was a P enitent - y°u know. He had lived prosperously for 

you see yc r s cnurc ' y on duplicate brown-paper parcels. And so, 

dohgTt aTdnce ” n *° SUSpCCt y ° U ’ 1 th ° Ught ° f ’ this P oor cha P’ s wa Y 

“J/r t0 i S , US ? CCt n ^ e? " re P eate d the outlaw with increased intensity, 
you un tn ^ L aVC gumption to suspect me just because I brought 

y °““P t0 bare part of the heath?” S 

o. no, said Brown with an air of apology. “You see, I suspected 
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you when we first met. It s that little bulge up the sleeve where you 
people have the spiked bracelet.” 

How in Tartarus, cried Flambeau, “did you ever hear of the spiked 
bracelet?” 

Oh, ones little flock, you know!” said Father Brown, arching his 

eyebrows rather blankly. When 1 was a curate in Hartlepool, there 

were three of them with spiked bracelets. So, as I suspected you from 

the first, don t you see, I made sure that the cross should go safe, anyhow. 

I m afraid I watched you, you know. So at last I saw you change the 

parcels. Then, don't you see, I changed them back again. And then I 
left the right one behind.” 

Left it behind? repeated Flambeau, and for the first time there was 
another note in his voice beside his triumph. 

Well, it warlike this, said the little priest, speaking in the same un¬ 
affected way. I went back to that sweet-shop and asked if Ed left a 
parcel, and gave them a particular address if it turned up. Well, I knew 
I hadn t, but when I went away again I did. So, instead of running after 
me with that valuable parcel, they have sent it flying to a friend of mine 
in Westminster. ’ Then he added rather sadly: “I learnt that, too, from 
a poor fellow in Hartlepool. He used to do it with handbags he stole at 
railway stations, but he s in a monastery now. Oh, one gets to know, 
you know, he added, rubbing his head again with the same sort of 

desperate apology. “We can't help being priests. People come and tell 
us these things ” r 

Flambeau tore a brown-paper parcel out of his inner pocket and rent 
it in pieces. There was notliing but paper and sticks of lead inside it. He 
sprang to his feet with a gigantic gesture, and cried: 

I don t believe you. I don t believe a bumpkin like you could manage 
all that. I believe you’ve still got the stuff on you, and if you don’t give 
it up—why, we’re all.alone, and I’ll take it by force!” 

“No,” said Father Brown simply, and stood up also; “you won’t take 

it by force, First, because I really haven t still got it. And, second, because 
we are not alone.” 

Flambeau stopped in his stride forward. 

Behind that tree, said Father Brown, pointing, *are two strong 
policemen and the greatest detective alive. How did they come here, 
do you ask? Why, I brought them, of course! How did I do it? Why! 

111 tell you if you like! Lord bless you, we have to know twenty such 
things when we work among the criminal classes! Well, I wasn’t sure 
you were a thief, and it would never do to make a scandal against one 
of our own clergy. So I just tested you to see if anything would make 
you sho wyourself. A man generally makes a small scene if he finds salt 
in his coffee; if he doesn’t, he has some reason for keeping quiet. I 
changed the salt and sugar, and you kept quiet. A man generally objects 
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if his bill is three times too big. I f he pays it, he has some motive for 
W unnoticed. I altered your bill, and you paid it.” 

The world seemed waiting for Flambeau to leap like a tiger. But he 

W „ be d ^ ^ by a spell; be was stunned with the utmost curiosity. 
Well, went on Father Brown, with lumbering lucidity, “as you 

wouldn t leave any tracks for the police, of course somebody had to. At 
tui-y place we went to, I took care to do something that would get us 

1 I brokcn but I saved the cross, as the cross will 

diS ; saved ‘. L ,S at Wes , tmmster b y now. I rather wonder you 
idn t stop it with the Donkey’s Whistle ’’ 

‘With the what?” asked Flambeau. 

•‘if;rte ,ve ; ever heard . of it; ’ said the priest - makin ? a face - 

couldn’t W™ g ‘ m j SUfe y ° U rC t0 ° good a man for a Whistler. I 

in rhe" “ ** S P« *** ''tn "« -tong 

“S' “ yon talking about?” asked the other. 

ably wntled 1 “Oh V ° U J k ”T StK>B '” Sa ‘ d Fa ‘ her Br0wn ’ a ? ree - 

«u m P . ,, 0b » y° u can t have gone so very wrong yet 

TheThld. aZC f d ° y °, U kn ° W aH these horrors? ” cried Flambeau, 
opponent * Cr0SSed the round > simple fa ce of his clerical 

strud'vou dm"! 3 S i m P leton > 1 su PP ose >” he said. “Has it never 
is not likclv to be" 131 ?, Tl ° d ° eS nCXC r not h' n g hut hear men’s real sins 

“What?” alLd l™! tr r d< 7 t0 °’ made me sure y ou weren ’t a priest.” 
“v ' ^ lc t )ie ^» a ^niost gaping. 

And'even^h r !f SOn j' Said Father Brown - “ Ic ’ s had theology.” 
men came out tUr °j d a Y ay t0 , collect his property, the three police- 
a sporrtr ^ tWi gk trees - Flambeau was an a ^st and 

“Let us bother - m ° n Said Valentln > siI ver clearness. 

wi'aSut forts 0 ! “bieT' while the Me Ess « P*« 
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rfh?™' C t hie f »f 4= Pnris Police, was lare for his dinner. 

reassured by his^eonf A C§ M '° ar '' Ve ^ Fore Irrm. These were, however, 

by hts confidcntral servant, Ivan, the old man with a scar and 
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a face almost as grey as his moustaches, who always sat at a table in the 
entrance hall—a hall hung with weapons. Valentin’s house was perhaps 
as peculiar and celebrated as its master. It was an old house, with high 
walls and tall poplars almost overhanging the Seine; but the oddity—and 
perhaps the police value—of its architecture was this: that there was no 
ultimate exit at all except through this front door, which was guarded 
by Ivan and the armoury. The garden was large and elaborate, and there 
were many exits from the house into the garden. But there was no exit 
from the garden into the world outside; all round it ran a tall, smooth 
unscalable wall with special spikes at the top; no bad garden, perhaps, 
for a man to reflect in whom some hundred criminals had sworn to kill. 

As Ivan explained to the guests, their host had telephoned that he was 
detained for ten minutes. He was, in truth, making some last arrange¬ 
ments about executions and such ugly things; and though these duties 
were rootedly repulsive to him, he always performed them with pre¬ 
cision. Ruthless in the pursuit of criminals, he was very mild about their 
punishment. Since he had been supreme over French—and largely over 
European—police methods, his great influence had been honourably used 
for the mitigation of sentences and the purification of prisons. He was 
one of the great humanitarian French freethinkers; and the only thing 
wrong with them is that they make mercy even colder than justice. 

When Valentin arrived he was already dressed in black clothes and the 
red rosette—an elegant figure, his dark beard already streaked with grey. 
He went straight through his house to his study, which opened on the 
grounds behind. The garden door of it was open, and after he had care¬ 
fully locked his box in its official place, he stood for a few seconds at the 
open door looking out upon the garden. A sharp moon was fighting with 
the flying rags and tatters of a storm, and Valentin regarded it with a 
wistfulness unusual in such scientific natures as his. Perhaps such scientific 
natures have some psychic prevision of the most tremendous problem of 
their lives. From any such occult mood, at least, he quickly recovered, 
for he knew he was late and that his guests had already begun to arrive. 
A glance at his drawing-room when he entered it was enough to make 
certain that his principal guest was not there, at any rate. He saw all the 
other pillars of the little party: he saw Lord Galloway, the English Ambas¬ 
sador—a choleric old man with a russet face like an apple, wearing the 
blue ribbon of the Garter. He saw Lady Galloway, slim and thread-like, 
with silver hair and a face sensitive and superior. He saw her daughter, 
Lady Margaret Graham, a pale and pretty girl with an elfish face and 
copper-coloured hair. He saw the Duchess of Mont St. Michel, black- 
eyed and opulent, and with her her two daughters, black-eyed and 
opulent also. He saw Dr. Simon, a typical French scientist, with glasses, 
a. pointed brown beard, and a forehead barred with those parallel wrinkles 
which are the penalty of superciliousness, since they come through con- 
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stantly elevating the eyebrows. He saw Father Brown of 
Essex, whom he had recently met in England. He saw—perhaps witn 
more interest than any of those—a tall man in uniform, who had bowed 
to the Galloways without receiving any very hearty acknowledgment, and 
now advanced alone to pay his respects to his host. This was Com¬ 
mandant O Brien, of the French Foreign Legion. He was a slim yet 
somewhat swaggering figure, clean-shaven, dark-haired, and blue-eyed, 
stn as seemed natural in an officer of that famous regiment of victorious 
i 5J 1 successful suicides, he had an air at once dashing and melan¬ 
choly. He was by birth an Irish gentleman, and in boyhood had known 
■ ' mo ways- especially Margaret Graham. He had left his country 

a er some crash of debts, and now expressed his complete freedom from 
n is i etiquette by swinging about in uniform, sabre and spurs. When 

^ Ambassador ’ s family, Lord and Lady Galloway bent 
stiffly, and Lady Margaret looked away. 

hm |or whatever old causes such people might be interested in each 

__ lsCln g uls hed host was not specially interested in them. No 

exnerhW* ^ V s m ^ eyeS the 8 uest of the evening. Valentin was 
shin i . | b ’j ° r s P ec ^ a | reasons, a ™n of world-wide fame, whose friend- 

in the nl Se ,T d dl,I S g S ° me ofhis S rcat detective tours and triumphs 
millionaire wL StateS ’ , He , was expecting Julius K. Brayme, that multi- 
relipionc b h ° SC C °°f J ^ cven crusilin g endowments of small 

Mr Bro ^ En g ]]S h papers. Nobody could quite make out whether 
was readl l ^ "" atheiSt ° f a Mormon - or a Christian Scientist; but he 

rnuried vJTn T °u any mteUeCtUal VeSSe1 ’ S0 lon S as ic wa ^ an 

p care _ t 11 * ne 0 ^°^hies was to wait for the American Shakes- 

but thou.hr th f ” 0r [ pat ' C ' U than an ? Im g- He admired Walt Whitman, 
than Wilt LU , ke R Tanner , of Paris, Pa., was more “progressive” 

He though™Valendn^nro? a ?7 tbin g tbathetbou g ht “progressive.” 

a dinner bell P H?L a T, JuhUS K ‘ ? rayUe in the room wa ' a s decisive as 
that his presence wafd v Sre r wHjcH Very fcw of us can claim - 

watch-chain tV C ° m £ Ct [ evcnin S blac k- without so much relief as a 
German’s- his fa ^lis hair was white and well brushed back like a 

the lowers rhalr 5 ^ cherubic > wit h one dark tuft under 

theatrical and n nt? P that otherwise infantile visage with an effect 

mcrcly'stare at the ^ophekan. Not long, however, did that salon 
a domestic nrnKl lebr f tcd American; his lateness had already become 

wh Lady G.lC;“ « hS'“r Wi,ha]> Sp " d im ° *' ‘‘““Vaoom 

l:,c Glllo ™ys were gcraal and caaual enough. So 
ay Margaret did not take the arm of that adventurer O’Brien 
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her father was quite satisfied; and she had not done so; she had decorously 

gone in with Dr. Simon. Nevertheless, old Lord Galloway was restless 

and almost rude. He was diplomatic enough during dinner, but when, 

over the cigars, three of the younger men—Simon the doctor, Brown the 

priest, and the detrimental O Brien, the exile in a foreign uniform—all 

inciteu away to mix with the ladies or smoke in the conservatory, then 

the English diplomatist grew very undiplomatic indeed. He was stung 

eve. y sixty seconds with the thought that the scamp O’Brien might be 

signalling to Margaret somehow; he did not attempt to imagine how. 

He was left over the coffee with Brayne, the hoary Yankee who believed 

in all religions, and Valentin, the grizzled Frenchman who believed in 

none. They could argue with each other, but neither could appeal to him. ■ 

After a time tins “progressive” logomachy had reached a crisis of tedium; 

Lord Galloway got up also and sought the drawing-room. He lost his 

way in long passages for some six or eight minutes: till he heard the high- 

pitched, didactic voice of the doctor, and then the dull voice of the 

priest, followed by general laughter. They also, he thought with a curse, 

were probably arguing about ‘science and religion.” But the instant he 

opened the salon door he saw only one thing—he saw what was not there. 

He saw that Commandant O’Brien was absent, and that Lady Margaret 
was absent, too. 

Rising impatiently from the drawing-room, as he had from the dining¬ 
room, he stamped along the passage once more. His notion of protecting 
his daughter from the Irish-Algerian ne er-do-wecl had become some¬ 
thing central and even mad in his mind. As he went towards the back of 
t e house, where was Valentin s study, he was surprised to meet 

s daughter, who swept past with a white, scornful face, which was a 

S f l If she had been with O’Brien, where was O’Brien? If 

she had not been with O Brien, where had she been? With a sort of 
seni e and passionate suspicion he groped his way to the dark back parts 
of the mansion, and eventually found a servants’ entrance that opened on 
to the garden. The moon with her scimitar had now ripped up and rolled 
away all the storm-wrack. The argent light lit up all four corners of the 
garden. A tall figure in blue was striding across the lawn towards the 

study door; a glint of moonlit silver on his facings picked him out as 
Commandant O’Brien. 

He vanished through the french windows into the house, leaving Lord 
Galloway in. an indescribable temper, at once virulent and vague. The 

ue an si ver garden, like a scene in a theatre, seemed to taunt him with 
ah that tyrannic tenderness against which his worldly authority was at 
war. The length and grace of the Irishman’s stride enraged him as if he 
were a rival instead of a father; the moonlight maddened him. He was 
trapped as if by magic into a garden of troubadours, a Watteau fairyland; 
and, willing to shake off such amorous imbecilities by speech, he stepped 
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brisldy after his enemy. As he did so he tripped over some tree or stone 

in the grass; looked down at it first with irritation and then a second time 

with curiosity. The next instant the moon and the tall poplars looked at 

an unusual sight an elderly English diplomatist running hard and crying 
or bellowing as he ran. 

i jii hoaise shouts brought a pale face to the study door, the beaming 
glasses and worried brow of Dr. Simon, who heard the nobleman’s first 
clear words. Lord Galloway was crying: “A corpse in the grass—a blood¬ 
stained corpse. O Brien at least had gone utterly from his mind. 

We must tell Valentin at once, said the doctor, when the other had 
brokenly described all that he had dared to examine. “It is fortunate that 
e is here ; and even as he spoke the great detective entered the study, 
attracted by the cry. It was almost amusing to note his typical transforma¬ 
tion, he had come with the common concern of a host and a gentleman 

tearing that some guest or servant was ill. When he was told the gory 

tact, he turned with all his gravity instantly bright and business-like; for 
this, however abrupt and awful, was his business. 

t P’ gentlemen,” he said, as they hurried out into the garden, 
at 1 should have hunted mysteries all over the earth, and now one 
comes and settles in my own backyard. But where is the place?” They 
crossed the lawn less easily, as a slight mist had begun to rise from the 
er; but under the guidance of the shaken Galloway they found the 

; >0 y ; 11 * n dee P grass—the body of a very tall and broad-shouldered 

man. He lay face downwards, so they could only see that his big shoulders 
re c ad in black cloth, and that his big head was bald, except for a wisp 

ruf hak that clun § to his skul1 hke wet seaweed. A scarlet 
pnt of blood crawled from under his fallen face. 

none oS party ” lm ° n ’ Witl ' 1 deep ^ singu,ar “ uonanon - “ he is 

be ctad^ him ’ d0Ct0r ’” cried Valemin rather sharply. “He may not 

e n iy» C t° r bem do 7 n - “ He is not quite cold, but I am afraid he is dead 
Tf 1 8 iT he J a f SWered . >t help me to lift him up.” 
tohi/lL; tC j m carefully an inch from the ground, and all doubts as 

away hlf 7 ^ T C SC ? led at once ^d frightfully. The head fell 
thro I;i”, been f ntirel y sundered from the body; whoever had cut his 

shoelr^ C ,° Sever the neck as welk Even Valentin was slightly 

Not witl 1 He , mU L S - have , bccn , as stron g as a gorilla,” he muttered. 

Simon lift V 1 j Cr l dl0u gh he was used to anatomical abortions, Dr. 

once snnl hstantially unhurt. It was a ponderous, yellow face, at 
of a wicked 1 RomaT Uen ’ W ' th ahawk ' like nose a «d heavy lids—the face 

P • present seemed to look at it with the coldest eye of ignor- 
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ance. Nothing else could be noted about the man except that, as they had 
lifted his body, they had seen underneath it the white gleam oi a shirtfront 
defaced with a red gleam of blood. As Dr. Simon said, the man had never 

been of their party. But he might very well have been trying to join it, 
for he had come dressed for such an occasion. 


Valentin went down on his hands and knees and examined with his 
closest professional attention the grass and ground for some twenty yards 
round the body, in which he was assisted less skilfully by the doctor, and 
quite vaguely by the English lord. Nothing rewarded their grovellings 
except a few twigs, snapped or chopped into very small lengths, which 
Valentin lifted for an instant s examination, and then tossed away. 

“Twigs,” he said gravely; “twigs, and a total stranger with his head cut 
off; that is all there is on this lawn.” 

There was an almost creepy stillness, and then the unnerved Galloway 
called out sharply: 


Who s that? Who’s that over there by the garden wall?” 

A small figure with a foolishly large head drew wavcringly near them 
in the moonlit haze; looked for an instant like a goblin, but turned out 
to be the harmless little priest whom they had left in the drawing-room. 

I say, he said meekly, ‘‘there are no gates to this garden, do you 
know. 


\ aleniin s black brows had come together somewhat crossly, as they 
1 on principle at the sight of the cassock. But he was far too just a man 
to deny the relevance of the remark. "You are right,” he said. “Before 
we in out how he came to be killed, we may have to find out how he 
came to be here. Now listen to me, gentlemen. If it can be done without 

preju ice to my position and duty, we shall all agree that certain dis¬ 
tinguished names might well be kept out of this. There are ladies, gentle¬ 
men, and there is a foreign ambassador. If we must mark it down as a 
crime, then it must be followed up as a crime. But till then I can use my 
own discretion. I am the head of the police; I am so public that I can 
a or to e private. Please Heaven, I will clear every one of my own 
guests e ore I call in nry men to look for anybody else. Gentlemen, upon 
your honour, you will none of you leave the house till to-morrow at 
noon, ere are bedrooms for all. Simon, I think you know where to 
imd my man Ivan, in the front hall; he is a confidential man. Tell him 
to leave another servant on guard and come to me at once. Lord Gal¬ 
loway, you are certainly the best person to tell the ladies what has hap¬ 
pened, and prevent a panic. They also must stay. Father Brown and I 
will remain with the body. 

When this spirit of the captain spoke in Valentin he was obeyed like a 
bug e. Dr. Simon went through to the armoury and routed out Ivan, the 

, ; C ,i e !f CtlVC S ,p n ate detective. Galloway went to the drawing-room 
t ic tciri e news tactfully enough, so that by the time the com- 
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pany assembled there the ladies were already startled and already soothed. 
Meanwhile the good priest and the good atheist stood at the head and 
foot of the dead man motionless in the moonlight, like symbolic statues 
of their two philosophies of death. 

Ivan, the confidential man with the scar and the moustaches, came out 
of the house like a cannon ball, and came racing across the lawn to Valen¬ 
tin like a dog to his master. His livid face was quite lively with the glow' 
of this domestic detective story, and it was with almost unpleasant eager¬ 
ness that he asked his master’s permission to examine the remains. 

Yes; look, if you like, Ivan,” said Valentin, “but don’t be long. Wc 
must go in and thrash this out in the house.” 

Ivan lifted his head, and then almost let it drop. 

Why, he gasped, it s—no, it isn t; it can’t be. Do you know this 
man, sir?"’ 

No, said Valentin indiTerentiy; “we had better go inside.” 

etween them they carried the corpse to a sofa in the'study, and then 
aU made their way to the drawing-room. 

The detective sat down at a desk quietly, and even with hesitation; but 
IS eye was the iron eye of a judge at assize. He made a few rapid notes 
upon paper in front of him, and then said shortly: “Is everybody here?” 

r ou n J 0t ^ r * ® ra y ne > M sa id the Duchess of Mont St. Michel, looking 

N iryp^° rd GalIowa y* in a hoarse, harsh voice. “And not Mr. 

n en, I fancy. I saw that gentleman walking in the garden when 
the corpse was still warm.” 

Ivan, said the detective, “go and fetch Commandant O’Brien and 

r* rayne. Mr. Brayne, I know, is finishing a cigar in the dining-room; 

ommandant O Brien, I think, is walking up and down the conservatory 
1 am not sure. 7 

stir C k^ful attendant flashed from the room, and before anyone couid 
exposition^ ^ a ^ endn went on with the same soldierly swiftness of 

U: , A C D one here knows that a dead man has been found in the garden, 

von frk* ean k° m body. Dr. Simon, you have examined it. Do 
r\ r ' Ulat tu cu t a mans throat like that would need great force? 

<; P e ^ r u Pj» °nly a very sharp knife?” 

pale doctor Say tHat “ C ° uld n0t be d ° nc with a knifc at a11 " said the 
« irdone"” th ° Ught ” resumcd Valentin, “of a tool with which 

J 0 i? Cakin .S W1 , thin modern probabilities, I really haven’t,” said the 
even rl ^ *i m ^ \ P a ' n ful brows. “It’s not easy to hack a neck through 

battli* Umsi y* anc | this was a very clean cut. It could be done with a 
-axe or an old headsman’s axe, or an old two-handed sword.” 
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But, good heavens! cried the Duchess, almost in hysterics; "there 
aren’t any two-handed swords and battle-axes round here.” 


Valentin was still busy with the paper in front of him. “Tell me,” he 

said, still writing rapidly, “could it have been done with a long French 
cavalry sabre?” 

^ l° w knocking came at the door, which for some unreasonable 
reason, curdled everyone s blood like the knocking in Macbeth . Amid 

that frozen silence Dr. Simon managed to say: “A sabre—yes, I suppose 
it could.” 

“Thank you,” said Valentin. “Come in, Ivan.” 

The confidential Ivan opened the door and ushered in Commandant 
Neil O Brien, whom he had found at last pacing the garden again. 

The Irish officer stood disordered and defiant on the threshold. “What 
do you want with me?” he cried. 


Please sit down, said Valentin in pleasant, level tones. “Why, you 
aren’t wearing your sword! Where is it?” 

I left it on the library table, said O Brien, his brogue deepening in 
his disturbed mood. “It was a nuisance, it was getting_” 

Ivan, said Valentin: please go and get the Commandant’s sword 

from the library. Then, as the servant vanished: “Lord Galloway says 

he saw you leaving the garden just before he found the corpse. What 
were you doing in the garden?” 

The Commandant flung himself recklessly into a chair. “Oh,” he cried 

in pure Irish; admirin the moon. Communing with Nature, me 
boy.” 


A heavy silence sank and endured, and at the end of it came again that 
trivial and terrible knocking. Ivan reappeared, carrying an empty steel 
scabbard. This is all I can find,” he said. 

Put it on the table,” said Valentin, without looking up. 

There was an inhuman silence in the room, like that sea of inhuman 
silence round the dock of the condemned murderer. The Duchess’s weak 
exclamations had long ago died away. Lord Galloway’s swollen hatred 
was satisfied and even sobered. The voice that came was quite unexpected. 

I think I can tell you,” cried Lady Margaret, in that clear, quivering 
voice with which a courageous woman speaks publicly. “I can tell you 
what Mr. O Brien was doing in the garden, since he is bound to silence. 
He was asking me to marry him. I refused; I said in my family circum¬ 
stances I could give him nothing but my respect. He was a little angry 
at that, he did not seem to think much of my respect. I wonder,” she 
added, with rather a wan smile, “if he will care at all for it now. For I 

offer^it him now. I will swear anywhere that he never did a thing like 
this. ° 


Lord Galloway had edged up to his daughter, and was intimidating her 
m a 7 at he imagined to be an undertone. “Hold your tongue, Maggie,” 
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he said in a thunderous whisper. “Why should you shield the fellow? 
where s his sword? Where’s his confounded cavalry_’’ 

He stop >ed because of the singular stare with which his daughter was 
regarding him, a look that was indeed a lurid magnet for the whole group. 

“ ,°H od ^ 00 * s he said, in a low voice without pretence of piety; 

what do you suppose you are trying to prove? I tell you this man was 

innocent while with me. But if he wasn’t innocent, he was still with me. 

, e 11111 r dcred a man in the garden, who was it who must have seen_ 

who must at least have known? Do you hate Neil so much as to put 
your own daughter_” F 

Lady Galloway screamed. Everyone else sat tingling at the touch of 
ose satanic tragedies that have been between lovers before now They 
saw the proud, white face of the Scotch aristocrat and her lover the 
^ hh acmenturer, like old portraits in a dark house. The long silence was 

p :! ramoui! n taS “ St0ncaI memoncs of murdered husbands and poisonous 

11 ' 'long^dglr?”^^ m0r k^ Silence an innoccnt voic e said: “Was it a 

W “ S ° sbr P that the >' hld '» look round to 

mean^W V "“VFather Brown, from the corner of the room. “I 
walkirig-sticlf’^ Brayne IS Pushing. seems nearly as long as a 

faceaThe liftedSead theFC ^ “ WeI! 3S irritation in Valentin’s 

BraynTagdn^and h 6 . rem u arkc ^ sllar ply- ‘‘/van, go and see about Mr. 

. S ln > an< l bnng him here at once. 

girl , faCt0tUm had closed the d oor, Valentin addressed the 

<if i n entlr ely new earnestness. 

admiration for von he Said ’ " wea11 teei > 1 ani sure . both gratitude and 
the Commandant’^ ^ ^ nSm I ako L VC y ° Ur * ower dignity and explaining 
I understand Zl COniuct B c m there is a hiat ns still. Lord Galloway, 
it was only some I? U ^ aSSm / f fom the study to the drawing-room, and 

c rc ti" rds ,hM he found 

voice°“tU I r , rememker -” f c P lied Margaret, with a faint irony in her 
atm in arm H^ 1 refuS , ed hlm ’ $ ° , WC Sll0uId scarcel y hav e come back 

50 ,got charged ^h^urde?’ 11 ’ ^ ^ 

ThetckT m ° mentS ’" Sa , id Valen tin gravely, “he might really 
“Be? rnrrl m^ 111 ’ ?n d Ivan put in his scarred face. 

“Lef £ cried’V^l’ Said ; <but Bra yne has left the house.” 

‘Gone y Va ! ent ! n ’ 311(1 rose for th e first time to his feet. 

cooted. Evaporated,” replied Ivan, in humorous French. 


)) 
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“His hat and coat are gone, too; and I’ll tell you something to cap it all. 
I ran outside the house to find any traces of him, and I found one, and 
a big trace, too.” 

“What do you mean?” asked Valentin. 

“I’ll show you,” said his servant, and reappeared with a flashing naked 
cavalry sabre, streaked with blood about the point and edge. Everyone 

in the room eyed it as if it were a thunderbolt; but the experienced Ivan 
went on quite quietly: 

“I found this,” he said, “flung among the bushes fifty yards up the road 
to Paris. In other words, I found it just where your respectable Mr. 
Brayne threw it when he ran away.” 

There was again a silence, but of a new sort. Valentin took the sabre, 
examined it, reflected with unaffected concentration of thought, and then 
turned a respectful face to O’Brien. “Commandant,” he said, “we trust 
you will always produce this weapon if it is wanted for police examina¬ 
tion. Meanwhile,” he added, slapping the steel back in the ringing 
scabbard, “let me return you your sword.” . 

At the military symbolism of the action the audience could hardly 
refrain from applause. 

For Neil O Brien, indeed, that gesture was the turning-point of 
existence. By the time he was wandering in the mysterious garden again 
in the colours of the morning the tragic futility of his ordinary mien had 
fallen from him; he was a man with many reasons for happiness. Lord 
Galloway was a gentleman, and had offered him an apology. Lady 
Margaret was something better than a lady, a woman at least, and had 
perhaps given him something better than an apology, as they drifted 
among the old flower-beds before breakfast. The whole company was 
more light-hearted and humane, for though the riddle of the death re¬ 
mained, the load of suspicion was lifted off them all, and sent flying off 
to Paris with the strange millionaire—a man they hardly knew. The 
devil was cast out of the house—he had cast himself out. 

Still, the riddle remained; and when O’Brien threw himself on a garden 

seat beside Dr. Simon, that keenly scientific person at once resumed it. 

He did not get much talk out of O’Brien, whose thoughts were on 
pleasanter things. 

I can t say it interests me much,” said the Irishman frankly, “especially 
as it seems pretty plain now. Apparently Brayne hated this stranger for 
some reason; lured him into the garden, and killed him with my sword. 
Then he fled to the city, tossing the sword away as he went. By the way, 
Ivan tells me the dead man had a Yankee dollar in his pocket. So he was 

a countryman of Brayne’s, and that seems to clinch it. I don’t see any 
difficulties about the business.” 

There are five colossal difficulties,’ said the doctor quietly; “like high 
walls within walls. Don t mistake me. I don’t doubt that Brayne did it; 
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his flight, 1 fancy, proves that. But as to how he did it. First difficulty: 

W y should z man kill another man with a great hulking sabre, when he 

can almost kill him with a pocket knife and put it back in his pocket? 

Second difficulty: Why was there no noise or outcry? Does a man 

commonly see another come up waving a scimitar and offer no remarks? 

Third difficulty: A servant watched the front door all the evening; and 

a rat cannot get into Valentin s garden anywhere. How did the dead 

man get into the garden? Fourth difficulty: Given the same conditions 
how did Brayne get out of the garden?’’ 

And the fifth, said Neil, with eyes fixed on die English priest, who 
was coming slowly up the path. 

Is a trifle, I suppose, said the doctor, “but I dunk an odd one. When 
tirst saw how the head had been slashed, I supposed the assassin had struck 
more than once. But on examination I found many cuts across the 
mmcated section . m other words, they were struck after the head was off 

moonhght?’ atC ^ ^ S ° flCndishl> ' that he St °° d Sabrin g his b ° d Y >n the 

■n^r^ 6 ' Sa * d O Brien, and shuddered. 

• f”? 1, Brown ’ had arnved whilc they were talking, and had 
artwj Jy h chlrac,cris,ic rill they had finished Then he said 

-I , iiy ’ A," 1 sorr y •» interrupt. But I was sent to tell you the news!" 
his gSs rCpeaUC Slmon - and starcd at him rather painfully through 

,nurd“’. you know"“ id "***’ “ ThCTC ’ ! bcal anothcr 

Both men on the seat sprang up, leaving it rocking. 

the rh!j Z 3 j S Stra ?.? e , r Std *’" continued the priest, with his dull eyes on 
i hcv fn ° *j S , the Same dis g ustin 8 sort; it’s another beheading 

alonl £ ^ ^ ' 1Cad aCCUal) y bleedm 8 in thc a ^w y2 
g Brayne s road to Paris; so they suppose that he-” 

«~£ Cat eaven ! cried O’Brien. “Is Brayne a monomaniac?” 

added Amencatl vendet tas,” said the priest impassively. Then he 

hr\ want you to come to the library and see it.” 

ll ; c O'''; 1 ’ towards the inquest, feeling 
sut As 1 soldier, he loathed all this secretive carnage- where 

hacked rf ™. rl y a * ant ampt'tat'ons going to stop? First one head was 

he almo st ' ^ ^ ‘ h f 0,,e ' As he cros « d 'he study 

V&" 0f ^ a pi'J Weeding head; and it was the headT 
paper called Thp r nT^ 8 o ? slK>wctl him " w as only a Nationalist 

pponents wtth rolling eyes and writlung feature, just after execull!n 
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for Valentin was an anti-clerical of some note. But O’Brien was an 
Irishman, with a kind of chastity even in his sins; and his gorge rose 
against that great brutality of the intellect which belongs only to France. 
He felt Paris as a whole, from the grotesques on the Gothic churches to 
the gross caricatures in the newspapers. He remembered the gigantic jests 
of the Revolution. He saw the whole city as one ugly energy, from the 
sanguinary sketch lying on Valentin’s table up to where, above a moun¬ 
tain and forest of gargoyles, the great devil grins on Notre Dame. 

The library was long, low, and dark; what light entered it shot from 
under low blinds and had still some of the ruddy tinge of morning. 
Valentin and his servant Ivan were waiting for them at the upper end of 
a long, slightly-sloping desk, on which lay the mortal remains, looking 
enormous in the twilight. The big black figure and yellow face of the 
man found in the garden confronted them essentially unchanged. The 
second head, which had been fished from among the river reeds that 
morning, lay streaming and dripping beside it; Valentin’s men were still 
seeking to recover the rest of this second corpse, which was supposed to 
be afloat. Father Brown, who did not seem to share O’Brien’s sensibilities 
in the least, went up to the second head and examined it with liis blinking 
care. It was little more than a mop of wet, white hair, fringed with silver 
fire in the red and level morning light; the face, which seemed of an ugly, 
empurpled and perhaps criminal type, had been much battered against 
trees or stones as it tossed in the water. 

Good morning, Commandant O’Brien,” said Valentin, with quiet 

cordiality. You have heard of Brayne’s last experiment in butchery, I 
suppose?” 

Father Brown was still bending over the head with white hair, and he 
said, without looking up: 

I suppose it is quite certain that Brayne cut off this.head, too.” 

Well, jt seems common sense,” said Valentin, with his hands in his 

pockets. Killed in the same way as the other. Found within a few yards 

of the other. And sliced by the same weapon which we know he carried 
away.” 

Yes, yes; 1 know,” replied Father Brown, submissively. “Yet, you 
know, I doubt whether Brayne could have cut off this head.” 

Why not?” inquired Dr. Simon, with a rational stare. 

“Well, doctor,” said the priest, looking up blinking, “can a man cut 
off his own head? I don’t know.” 

O brien felt an insane universe crashing about his ears; but the doctor 

sprang forward with impetuous practicality and pushed back the wet, 
white hair. 

Oh, there s no doubt its Brayne,” said the priest quietly. He had 
exactly that chip in the left ear.” 

The detective, who had been regarding the priest with steady and 
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glittering eyes, opened his clenched mouth and said sharply: “You seem 
to know a lot about him, Father Brown.” 

“I do,” said the little man simply. “I’ve been about with him for some 
weeks. He was thinking of joining our church.” 

! tj S| - 1 1! the fanatic sprang into Valentins eyes; he strode towards 
" I ’ c ' with clenched hands. “And, perhaps,” he cried, with a blasting 
sneer, perhaps he was also thinking of leaving all his money to your 

rrmrrh * 



Krhaps he was,” said Brown stolidly; “it is possible.” 

In that case, cried Valentin, with a dreadful smile: “you may i 

now a great deal about him. About his life and about his-” 

^nmunilant O mien laid a hand on Valentin’s arm. “Drop that 

sanderous rubbish, Valentin,” he said: “or there may be more swords 
yet. 

But Valentin (under the steady, humble gaze of the priest) had already 

reco\ered himself. Well, he said shortly: “people’s private opinions 

can wait. You gentlemen are still bound by your promise to stay; you 

must enforce it on yourselves—and on each other. Ivan here will tell you 

anyt ing more you want to know; I must get to business and write to 

• e authorities. We can’t keep this quiet any long er. 1 shall be writing 
m my study if there is any more news.” 

h . there any more news, Ivan?” asked Dr. Simon, as the chief of police 
strode out of the room. 

Only one more thing, I think, sir,” said Ivan, wrinkling up his grey 
° f U ’ j ™ t ^ at s i m portant, too, in its way. There’s that old buffer 
^ 0U . °L. n ^ L on the ^ awn >'and he pointed without pretence of reverence 
at t e ig black body with the yellow head. “We’ve found out who he 

is. anyhow.” 

^Indeed! cried the astonished doctor; “and who is he?” 

is name was Arnold Becker,” said the under-detective, “though he 

t( V ' ' r , man ,y a * iases - He was a wandering sort of scamp, and is known 
o ave been in America; so that was where Brayne got his knife into him. 

c i n t have much to do with him ourselves, for he worked mostly 

B ve COmmun icated, of course, with the German police, 

ut, oddly enough, there was a twin brother of his, named Louis Becker, 

om we had a great deal to do with. In fact, we found it necessary to 
guiJlotme him only yesterday. Well, it’s a rum thing, gentlemen, but 

If l k ™ at k ow on ^ awn I the greatest jump of my life. 

a . n 1 seen Lou ’ s Becker guillotined with my own eyes, I’d have 

1 Bec * ccr in the grass. Then, of course, 

t j uc _p u ere d his twin brother in Germany, and following up the 

wI h .l eXplanat °7 Ivan sto PP e ^> ^ or the excellent reason that nobody 
was listening to him. The Commandant and the doctor were both 
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staring at Father Brown, who had sprung stiffly to his feet, and was 
holding his temples tight like a man in sudden and violent pain. 

“Stop, stop, stop!” he cried; “stop talking a minute, for I see half. 
Will God give me strength? Will my brain make the one jump and see 
all? Heaven help me! I used to be fairly good at thinking. I could 
paraphrase any page in Aquinas once. Will my head split—or will it 
see? 1 see half—I only see half.” 

He buried his head in his hands, and stood in a sort of rigid torture of 
thought or prayer, while the other three could only go on staring at this 
last prodigy of their wild twelve hours. 

When Father Brownes hands fell they showed a face quite fresh and 
serious, like a child’s. He heaved a huge sigh, and said: “Let us get this 
said and done with as quickly as possible. Look here, this will be the 
quickest way to convince you all of the truth/* He turned to the doctor. 
“Dr. Simon/* he said, “you have a strong head-piece, and I heard you 
this morning asking the five hardest questions about this business. Well, 
if you will now ask them again, I will answer them.” 

Simon’s pince-nez dropped from his nose in his doubt and wonder, but 
he answered at once. “Well, the first question, you know, is why a man 

should kill another with a clumsy sabre at all when a man can kill with a 
bodkin?” 

“A man cannot behead with a bodkin,” said Brown, calmly, “and for 
this murder beheading was absolutely necessary.” 

“Why?” asked O’Brien, with interest. 

“And the next question?” asked Father Brown. 

m Well, why didn t the man cry out or anything?” asked the doctor; 
“sabres in gardens are certainly unusual.” 

Twigs, said the priest gloomily, and turned to the window which 
looked on the scene of death. “No one saw the point of the twigs. Why 
should they lie on that lawn (look at it) so far from any tree? They were 
not snapped off; they were chopped off The murderer occupied his 
enemy with some tricks with the sabre, showing how he could cut a 
branch in mid-air, or what not. Then, while his enemy bent down to 
see the result, a silent slash, and the head fell.” 7 

Well,” said the doctor slowly, “that seems plausible enough. But 
my next two questions will stump anyone.” 

The priest still stood looking critically out of the window and 
waited. 

how all the garden was sealed up like an air-tight 

chamber,” went on the doctor. “Well, how did the stranee man eet 
into the garden?” 

Without turning round, the little priest answered: “There never was 
any strange man in the garden.” 

There was a silence, and then a sudden cackle of almost childish laughter 
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relieved die strain. The absurdity of Brown's remark moved Ivan to 
open taunts. 

“Oh!” he cried; “then we didn’t lug a great fat corpse on to a sofa last 
night? He hadn t got into the garden, I suppose?” 

Got into the garden?” repeated Brown reflectively. ‘‘No not 
entirely.” 

Hang it all,” cried Simon, “a man gets into a garden, or he doesn’t.” 

Not necessarily,” said the priest, with a faint smile. “What is the 
next question, doctor?” 

I fancy you re ill, exclaimed Dr. Simon sharply; “but 1 11 ask the 
next question if you like. How did Brayne get out of the garden?” 

He didn’t get out of the garden,” said the priest, still looking out of 
the window. 

Didnt get out of the garden?” exploded Simon. 

Not completely, ’ said Father Brown. 

Simon shook his fists in a frenzy of French logic. A man gets out of 
a garden, or he doesn’t,” he cried. 

Not always, said Father Brown. 

Dr. Simon sprang to his feet impatiently. “I have no time to spare on 
such senseless talk,” he cried angrily. “If you can’t understand a man 
eing on one side of the wall or the other, I won’t trouble you further.” 
octor, said the cleric very gendy, “we have always got on very 

pleasantly together. If only for the sake of old friendship, stop and tell 

me your fifth question.” 

"Th h* m J at ' ent ^ mon san k ' nt0 a chair by the door and said briefly: 

‘c lead and shoulders were cut about in a queer wav. It seemed to 

be done after death.” 

es, said the motionless priest, “it was done so as to make you 
suine exactly the one simple falsehood that you did assume. It was 
one to make you take for granted that the head belonged to the body.” 

l •ui °. da nd the brain, where all the monsters are made, moved 
h n y m the Gaelic O’Brien. He felt the chaotic presence of all the 
■ e-n ^ n ai jd fish-women that man’s unnatural fancy has begotten. A 
ice o er than his first lathers seemed saying in his ear: “Keep out of 

evil m0n ? r ° US . garc kn where grows the tree with double fruit. Avoid the 

si g f!i en 7 h ? re , died the man two heads.” Yet, while these 
liis Fr Vfj °' C S,a P es P assed across the ancient mirror of his Irish soul, 

as clnll j mtell 1 ec , t WaS ^ uite alcrt > and was wat ching the odd priest 
S p lc f l y ^d incredulously as all the rest. F 

tu , rned round at last, and stood against the window 

was ml 3CC T x C shadow ; but even in that shadow they could see it 

no Gaelir 3 ! Ncvert heless, he spoke quite sensibly, as if there were 

uaeuc souls on earth. 

endemen, he said; “you did not find the strange body of Becker 
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in the garden. You did not find any strange body in the garden. In face 
of Dr. Simon's rationalism, I still affirm that Becker was only partly 
present* Look here! ^pointing to the black bulk of the mysterious 
corpse); “you never saw that man in your lives. Did you ever see this 

y» 

man? 

He rapidly rolled away the bald-yellow head of the unknown, and put 
in its place the white-maned head beside it. And there, complete, unified, 

unmistakable, lay Julius K. Brayne. 

“The murderer,” went on Brown quietly, hacked offhis enemy s head 

and flung the sword far over the wall. But he was too clever to fling the 
sword only. He flung the head over the wall also. Then he had only to 
clap on another head to the corpse, and (as he insisted on a private inquest) 

you all imagined a totally new man.” 

“Clap on another head!” said O’Brien, staring. “What other head? 

Heads don’t grow on garden bushes, do they? ’ 

“No,” said Father Brown huskily, and .looking at his boots; “there is 
only one place where they grow. They grow in the basket of the guillo¬ 
tine, beside which the Chief of Police, Aristide Valentin, was standing 
not an hour before the murder. Oh, my friends, hear me a minute more 
before you tear me in pieces. Valentin is an honest man, if being mad for 
an arguable cause is honesty. But did you ever see in that cold, grey eye 
of his that he is mad? He would do anything, anything , to break what he 
calls the superstition of the Cross. He has fought for it and starved for it, 
and now he has murdered for it. Brayne’s crazy millions had hitherto 
been scattered among so many sects that they did little to alter the 
balance of things. But Valentin heard a whisper that Brayne, like so 
many scatter-brained sceptics, was drifting to us; and that was quite a 
different thing. Brayne would pour supplies into the impoverished and 
pugnacious Church of France; he would support six Nationalist news¬ 
papers like The Guillotine . The battle was already balanced on a point, 
and the fanatic took flame at the risk. He resolved to destroy the million¬ 
aire, and he did it as one would expect the greatest of detectives to commit 
his only crime. He abstracted the severed head of Becker on some 
criminological excuse, and took it home in his official box. Be had that 
last argument with Brayne, that Lord Galloway did not hear the end of; 
that failing, he led him out into the sealed garden, talked about swords¬ 
manship, used twigs and a sabre for illustration, and-” 

Ivan of the Scar sprang up. “You lunatic,” he yelled; “you’ll go to 

my master now, if 1 take you by-” 

“Why, I was going there,” said Brown heavily; “I must ask him to 
confess, and all that.” 

Driving the unhappy Brown before them like a hostage or sacrifice, 
they rushed together into the sudden stillness of Valentin’s study. 

The great detective sat at his desk apparently too occupied to hear their 
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turbulent entrance. They paused a moment, and then something in the 
look of that upright and elegant back made the doctor run or ward 
suddenly. A touch and a glance showed him that there was a small box 
■ pills at Valentin’s elbow, and that Valentin was dead in his chair; and 
on the blind face of the suicide was more than the pride of Cato. 


THE QUEER FEET 

If you meet a member of that select club, "The Twelve True Fishermen/’ 
entering the Vernon Hotel for the annual club dinner, you will observe, 
he takes off his overcoat, that his evening coat is green and not black, 
j (supposing that you have the star-defying audacity to address such a 
. JCnij t) V° u as k him why, he will probably answer that he does it to avoid 
eing mistaken for a waiter. You will then retire crushed. But you will 
eave behind you a mystery as yet unsolved and a tale worth telling. 

^ ( t0 P ursue the same vein of improbable conjecture) you were to 
meet a mild, hard-working little priest, named Father Brown, and were 
to ask him what he thought was the most singular luck of his life, he 
would probably reply that upon the whole his best stroke was at the 
ernon Hotel, where he had averted a crime and, perhaps, saved a soul, 
merely by listening to a few footsteps in a passage. He is perhaps a little 

k an< ^ won ^ er ^ g uess his, and it is possible that he 

might refer to it. But since it is immeasurably unlikely that you will ever 

rise high enough in the social world to find "The Twelve True Fisher- 

men, or that you will ever sink low enough among slums and criminals 

to ind Father Brown, I fear you will never hear the story at all unless 
you hear it from me. 

* Jj \ y. cln °n Hotel, at which The Twelve True Fishermen held their 
ann . u dinners, was an institution such as can only exist in an oligarchical 
° ut h 1 which has almost gone mad on good manners. It was that topsy¬ 
turvy product an “exclusive” commercial enterprise. That is, it was a 
t mg which paid, not by attracting people, but actually by turning 
peop e away. In the heart of a plutocracy tradesmen become cunning 

S* t0 more fastidious than their customers. They positively create 
| jcu ties so that their wealthy and weary clients may spend money and 
T omacy in overcoming them. If there were a fashionable hotel in 

n i ? n no man could enter who was under six foot, society would 
^ ee y make up parties of six-foot men to dine in it. If there were an 

pensive restaurant which by a mere caprice of its proprietor was only 
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open on Thursday afternoon, it would be crowded on Thursday after¬ 
noon. The Vernon Hotel stood, as if by accident, in the corner of a 
square in Belgravia. It was a small hotel; and a very inconvenient one. 
But its very inconveniences were considered as walls protecting a parti¬ 
cular class. One inconvenience, in particular, was held to be of vital 
importance, the fact that practically only twenty-four people could dine 
in the place at once. The only big dinner table was the celebrated terrace 
table, which stood open to the air on a sort of veranda overlooking one 
o the most exquisite old gardens in London. Thus it happened that even 
e twenty-four scats at this table could only be enjoyed in warm weather; 
and this making the enjoyment yet more difficult made it yet more de¬ 
sired. The existing owner of the hotel was a Jew named Lever; and he 
made nearly a million out of it, by making it difficult to get into. Of 
course he combined with this limitation in the scope of his enterprise the 
most careful polish in its performance. The wines and cooking were 
re y as good as any in Europe, and the demeanour of the attendants 
exactly mirrored the fixed mood of the English upper class. The pro¬ 
prietor new all his waiters like the fingers on his hand; there were only 
i teen o t em all told. It was much easier to become a Member of 
Parliament than to become a waiter in that hotel. Each waiter was 
trained in terrible silence and smoothness, as if he were a gentleman’s 

servant. Ana, indeed, there was generally at least one waiter to every 
gentleman who dined. 

The club of The Twelve True Fishermen would not have consented to 
ine an^v, iere but in such a place, for it insisted on a luxurious privacy; 
air w ou i ave been quite upset by the mere thought that any other 
c u was even dining in the same building. On the occasion of their 
annua inner the Fishermen were in the habit of exposing all their 
treasures, as if they were in a private house, especially the celebrated set 

° / S f_ nives and fo 1 rks w hich were, as it were, the insignia of the society, 
each being exquisitely wrought in silver in the form of a fish, and each 

? a c i, at t 11 C one l ar g e pearl. These were always laid out for 
r e is course, and the fish course was always the most magnificent in 

at magni icent repast. The society had a vast number of ceremonies 

an o servances, but it had no history and no object; that was where it 

was so very aristocratic. You did not have to be anything in order to 

one o tie Twelve Fishers; unless you were already a certain sort of 

IT * .i been in existence twelve 

years. Its president was Mr. Audley. Its vice-president was the Duke of 


,il f .i h j aVC in a 7 d , Cgree “nveyed the atmosphere of this appalling hotel, 
the reader may feel a natural wonder as to how I came to know anything 

r • j p’ even s P e culate as to how so ordinary a person as my 

mend Father Brown came to find himself in that golden gallery. As far 
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as that is concerned, my story is simple, or even vulgar. There is in die 
world a very aged rioter and demagogue who breaks into the most 
refined retreats with the dreadful information that all men are brothers, 
and wherever this leveller went on his pale horse it was Father Brown’s 
trade to follow. One of the waiters, an Italian, had been struck down 
with a paralytic stroke that afternoon; and his Jewish employer, marvel¬ 
ing mildly at such superstitions, had consented to send for the nearest 
Popish priest. With what the waiter confessed to Father Brown we are 
not concerned, for the excellent reason that the cleric kept it to himself; 
but apparently it involved him in writing out a note or statement for the 
conveying of some message or the righting of some wrong. Father 
rown, therefore, with a meen impudence which he would have shown 
equally in Buckingham Palace, asked to be provided with a room and 
writing materials. Mr. Lever was torn in two. He was a kind man, and 
nad also that bad imitation of kindness, the dislike of any difficulty or 
scene. At the same time the presence of one unusual stranger in his hotel 
t iat evening was like a speck of dirt on something just cleaned. There 
was never any borderland or ante-room in the Vernon Hotel, no people 
waiting in the hall, no customers coming in on chance. There were 
teen waiters. There were twelve guests. It would be as startling to find 
anew guest in the hotel that night as to find a new brother taking break- 
ast or tea in one s own family. Moreover, the priest’s appearance was 
secon -rate and his clothes muddy; a mere glimpse of him afar off might 
precipitate a crisis in the club. Mr. Lever at last hit on a plan to cover, 

whh l! 1 n0t °kk terate > the disgrace. When you enter (as you never 

fe hi C u m ° n ^ otc ^’ y° u P ass d° wn a short passage decorated with a 
1 in 8 y important pictures, and come to the main vestibule and 
unge which opens on your right into passages leading to the public 

offlr ’ ,° n your left to a similar passage pointing to the kitchens and 

Hass thC Immediatel y on your left hand is the corner of a 

SDeak 111*’ ui j ^ UtS , ?P° n l° un ge—a house within a house, so to 
P In m ke jf* 0k ll0tel bar whlth probably once occupied its place. 

D l». A 1S ° ftlce sat , d)e representative of the proprietor (nobody in this 
offio* VCr ?PP eared ' n person if he could help it), and just beyond the 

room’ i T y t0 , the servailts ’ quarters, was the gentlemen’s cloak- 
office boundary of the gentlemen’s domain. But between the 

scmiefi 1 C c °, roorn was a sni all private room without other outlet 

such aTr d i^ e P ro P rietor P° r delicate and important matters, 
Dence ,. n . g a duhe a thousand pounds or declining to lend him six- 

Pemi»e^k- a i m ; irk . of tlle n,a g nificent tolerance of Mr. Lever that he 
Driest liu 10 y P ace t0 P° r a bout halt an hour profaned by a mere 
was L;" lb j 8 2Wa y on a P icce of P a P er - The story wliich Father Brown 
it will n« n ^ , °^ n was very likely a much better story than this one, only 
ever be known. I can merely state that it was very nearly as long. 
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and that the last two or three paragraphs of it were the least exciting and 
absorbing. 

For it was by the time he had reached these that the priest began a 
little to allow his thoughts to wander and his animal senses, which were 
commonly keen, to awaken. The time of darkness and dinner was draw¬ 
ing on; his own forgotten little room was without a light, and perhaps 
the gathering gloom, as occasionally happens, sharpened the sense of 
sound. As Father Brown wrote the last and least essential part of his 
document, he caught himself writing to the rhythm of a recurrent noise 
outside, just as one sometimes thinks to the tune of a railway train. 
When he became conscious of die thing he found what it was: only the 
ordinary patter of feet passing the door, which in an hotel was no very 
unlikely matter. Nevertheless, he stared at the darkened ceiling, and 
listened to the sound. After he had listened for a few seconds dreamily, 
he got to his feet and listened intendy, with his head a little on one side. 
Then he sat down again and buried his brow in his hands, now not 
merely listening, but listening and thinking also. 

The footsteps outside at any given moment were such as one might 
hear in any hotel; and yet, taken as a whole, there was something very 
strange about them. There were no other footsteps. It was always a 
very silent house, for the few familiar guests went at once to their own 
apartments, and the well-trained waiters were told to be almost invisible 
until they were wanted. One could not conceive any place where there 
was less reason to apprehend anything irregular. But these footsteps were 
so odd that one could not decide to call them regular or irregular. Father 
Brown followed them wi th his finger on the edge of the table, like a man 
trying to learn a tune on the piano. 

First, there came a long rush of rapid little steps, such as a light man 
might make in winning a walking race. At a certain point they stopped 
and changed to a sort of slow-swinging stamp, numbering not a quarter 
of the steps, but occupying about the same time. The moment the last 
echoing stamp had died away would come *again the run or ripple of 
light, hurrying feet, and then again the thud of the heavier walking. It 
was certainly the same pair of boots, partly because (as has been said) there 
were no other boots about, and partly because they had a small but un¬ 
mistakable creak in them. Father Brown had the kind of head that cannot 
help asking questions; and on this apparently trivial question his head 
almost split. He had seen men run in order to jump. He had seen men 
run in order to slide. But why on earth should a man run in order to 
walk? Or, again, why should he walk in order to run? Yet no other 
description would cover the antics of this invisible pair of legs. The man 
was either walking very fast down one half of the corridor in order to 
walk very slow down the other half; or he was walking very slow at one 
end to have the rapture of walking fast at the other. Neither suggestion 
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Kfs roo™ kC mUCH Seme ' Hi$ bfain growing darker and darker, 

Yet as he began to think steadily, the very blackness of his cell seemed 
o make his thoughts more vivid; he began to see as in a kind of vision 

atimdT W feCt T n r 8 al °, ng the C ° rri(ior in unnatural or embolic 

Z at lCr B '° Wn began t0 ask himself with more 

was nn 7 at tk TF SUggCStcd ' Takin S the slow step first; it certainlv 
wSr !l P ° f 'If P ro P rietor - Men of his type walk with a rapid 

CdX eS it rC V b0Ut When they ar f slightly driin k, but generally, and 
tudes No- g0rgeous scen es, they stand or sit in constrained atti- 
mt LTn that heavy yet springy step, with a kind of careless emphasis, 

one of the y ti n0lS 7’ y r e V n0t Ca [ mg what noise it ma de, belonged to only 

and Itir °i ^ f rth - h WaS a genticnia!1 western Europe 
P robab *y °ne who had never worked for his living 

orieatvl CamC C ,° S0Hd CerUinty > the stc P changed to the quicker 

SrXr AC d °° r “ f Ver ? hly “ a rat Th * remarked 

almost as $ ^ WaS mL l^ it was also much more noiseless, 

his minrl VI man w * re walkm g On tiptoe. Yet it was not associated in 

not rememhp but ^ so "? c 1 thin g else-somefhing that he could 

make a m b f i H l maddenc d by one of those half-memories that 
wal kin a ^ ^ ba f" wittcd - Surely he had heard that strange, swift 

his head anT^lW, Suddei ] ly he s P rang t0 his fect with a new idea in 
passage bmled * ^ t0 . tbe door - H l s room ,lad n « direct outlet on the 
cloak-r™ U S ‘ de mt ° tbe glass office ’ and on the other into the 

locked Thenh y °i nd ’u l [ lcd tb j d °° r ' nt ° tbe offlce ’ and Pound it 
cloud deft bv S° ked 3t tb c window, now a square pane full of purple 

rats y bVld sunset > and P° r an instant he smelt evil as adogsmells 

suSmacJ 101 ?! Pan ° f L blm j (r hcther tbe wiser or not ) ^gained its 
should lo?k tWA rCmembercd * at the proprietor had told him that he 

self that twin tu° T ' ^ d , W °, U d COme later to release him - He told him- 
sounds outside^ ul 8 ' th°nght of might explain the eccentric 

'« S the ?r pr0pcr work - ^"8 P>I*M0 Ae window lo t 

into die almost cT 'j'"'" 8 ll J 8ht ’ llc resol “"ly Ponged once more 

minutes bendinc ^ ^ , rCC , 0rd ' Had Wntten for about twen ty 
then sudden] v h C ° Ser and closer t0 . his paper in the lessening light; 
more. y e Sat u P n g^ lt He had heard the strange feet once 

walked, with^evitv^ d ^’ 7 ' Prev,ousl y tbe unknown man had 

> indeed and lightning quickness, but he had walked. 
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This time he ran. One could hear the swift, soft, bounding steps coming 
along the corridor, like the pads of a fleeing and leaping panther. Who¬ 
ever was coming was a very strong, active man, in still yet tearing excite¬ 
ment. Yet, when the sound had swept up to the office like a sort of 
whispering whirlwind, it suddenly changed again to the old slow, 
swaggering stamp. 

Father Brown flung down his paper, and, knowing the office door to 
be locked, went at once into the cloak-room on the other side. The 
attendant of this place was temporarily absent, probably because the only 
guests were at dinner, and his office was a sinecure. After groping through 
a grey forest of overcoats, he found that the dim cloak-room opened on 
the lighted corridor in the form of a sort of counter or half-door, like 
most of the counters across which we have all handed umbrellas and 
received tickets. There was a light immediately above the semi-circular 
arch of this opening. It threw little illumination on Father Brown him¬ 
self, who seemed a mere dark outline against the dim sunset window 
behind him. But it threw an almost theatrical light on the man who 
stood outside the cloakroom in the corridor. 


He was an elegant man in very plain evening-dress; tall, but with an 
air of not taking up much room; one felt that he could have slid along 
like a shadow where many smaller men would have been obvious and 
obstructive. His face, now flung back in the lamplight, was swarthy and 
vivacious, the face of a foreigner. His figure was good, his manners good- 
humoured and confident; a critic could only say that his black coat was 
a shade below his figure and manners, and even bulged and bagged in 
an odd way. The moment he caught sight of Brown's black silhouette 
against the sunset, he tossed down a scrap of paper with a number and 

called out with amiable authority: “I want my hat and coat, please; I find I 
have to go away at once.” 

Father Brown took the paper without a word, and obediently went to 
look for the coat; it was not the first menial work he had done in his life. 
He brought it and laid it on the counter; meanwhile, the strange gentle¬ 
man who had been feeling in his waistcoat pocket, said, laughing: “I 

haven t got any silver; you can keep this.” And he threw down half a 
sovereign, and caught up his coat. 

Father Brown’s figure, remained quite dark and still; but in that instant 
he had lost his head. His head was always most valuable when he had 
lost it. In such moments he put two and two together and made four 
million. Often the Catholic Church (which is wedded to common sense) 

^ not a PP rove h* Often he did not approve of it himself But it was 
area inspiration important at rare crises—when whosoever shall lose 
his head the same shall save it. 


I think, sir, he said civilly, that you have some silver in your 
pocket. J 
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The tall gentleman stared. “Hang it,” he cried. “If I give you gold, 
why should you complain?” 

Because silver is sometimes more valuable than gold/’ said the priest 
mildly; * that is, in large quantities.” 

The stranger looked at him curiously. Then he looked still more 
curiously up the passage towards the main entrance. Then he looked 
ack at Brown again, and then he looked very carefully at the 
window beyond Brown’s head, still coloured with the after-glow of the 
storm. Then he seemed to make up his mind. He put one hand on the 
counter, vaulted over as easily as an acrobat and towered above the priest, 
putting one tremendous hand upon his collar. 

Stand still, he said, in a hacking whisper. 1 1 don’t want to threaten 
you, but-” 

I do want to threaten you,” said Father Brown, in a voice like a 

ro ling drum. I want to threaten you with the worm that dieth not 
and the fire that is not quenched/’ 

( You re a rum sort ot cloak-room clerk,” said the other, 
am a priest, Monsieur Flambeau, > said Brown, and I am ready to 

near your confession.” 

T e other stood gasping for a few moments, and then staggered back 
into a chair. 


e , ^ courses of the dinner of The Twelve True Fishermen had 

P^ acit ^ success * 1 do not possess a copy of the menu; and 
i it would not convey anything to anybody. It was written in a 
sort o super-French employed by cooks, but quite unintelligible to 

sh^Lu^ .^ lere was a tra dition in the club that the hors d\mvres 
ou e various and manifold to the point ot madness. They were taken 

enousy because they were avowedly useless extras, like the whole 

pinner and the whole club. There was also a tradition that the soup 

vi^iTf S ur kg^t and unpretending—a sort of simple and austere 
slight ° t ii/ le 1 ^5 ast that was to come. The talk was that strange, 

and * ta k governs the British Empire, which governs it in secret, 

ov lv 1W . ^ scarcel y en hghten an ordinary Englishman even if he could 
er ear it. Cabinet Ministers on both sides were alluded to by their 

of r? r CS a sort of bored benignity. The Radical Chancellor 

ine f C u* ' e ^ Uer * w k° m the whole Tory party was supposed to be curs- 
thr K° r * e ^ tor ^ ons » w as praised for his minor poetry, or his saddle in 
hat Unt:in g^eld. The Tory leader, whom all Liberals were supposed to 

It seem WaS ^ scussec ^ an ^> on the whole, praised—as a Liberal, 

eme somehow that politicians were very important. And yet, any- 

the ^i Seeme< ^ hftportant about them except their politics. Mr. Audley, 

collare # f* Was an amiable, elderly man who still wore Gladstone 
rs » ic was a kind of symbol of ail that phantasmal and yet fixed 




46 


THE FATHER BROWN STORIES 


society. He had never done anything—not even anything wrong. He 

was not fast; he was not even particularly rich. He was simply in the 

thing; and there was an end of it. No party could ignore him, and if he 

had wished to be in the Cabinet he certainly would have been put there. 

The Duke of Chester, the vice-president, was a young and rising politician. 

That is to say, lie was a pleasant youth, with flat, fair hair and a freckled 

face, with moderate intelligence and enormous estates. In public his 

appearances were always successful and his principle was simple enough 

When he thought of a joke he made it, and was called brilliant. When 

he could not think of a joke he said that this was no time for trifling, and 

was called able. In pnvate, in a club of his own class, he was simply quite 

pleasantly frank and silly, like a schoolboy. Mr. Audley, never having 

been m politics, treated them a little more seriously. Sometimes he even 

embarrassed the company by phrases suggesting that there was some 

difference between a Liberal and a Conservative. He, himself, was a 

Conservative, even in pnvate life. He had a roll of grey hair over the 

ac of his collar hke certain old-fashioned statesmen, and seen from 

behind he looked like the man the empire wants. Seen from the front he 

looked like a mild, self-indulgent bachelor, with rooms in the Albany— 
which he was. 7 


As has been remarked, there were twenty-four seats at the terrace 
table, and only twelve members of the club. Thus they could occupy the 
terrace in the most luxurious style of all, being ranged along the inner side 

^ ^ no one opposite, commanding an uninterrupted view 

or the garden, the colours of which were still vivid, though evening was 
closing m somewhat luridly for the time of year. The chairman sat in 
the centre of the line, and the vice-president at the right-hand end of it. 
When the twelve guests first trooped into their seats it was the custom 
(tor some unknown reason) for all the fifteen waiters to stand fining the 
wail like troops presenting arms to the king, while the fat proprietor stood 
and bowed to the club with radiant surprise, as if he had never heard of 
them before. But before the first chink of knife and fork this army of 
retainers had vanished, only the one or two required to collect and dis¬ 
tribute the plates darting about in deathly silence. Mr. Lever, the pro¬ 
prietor, of course had disappeared in convulsions of courtesy long before. 
It would be exaggerative, indeed irreverent, to say that he ever positively 
appeared again. But when the important course, the fish course was 
being brought on, there was—how shall I put it?—a vivid shadow, a 
projection of his personality, which told that he was hovering near. The 
sacred fish course consisted (to the eyes of the vulgar) in a sort of mon¬ 
strous pudding, about the size and shape of a wedding cake, in wliich 
some considerable number of interesting fishes had finally lost the shapes 
which God had given to them. The Twelve True Fishermen took up 
their celebrated fish knives and fish forks, and approached it as gravely as 
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* **" I 1 tj 

r he P nn mg C0St f S much “ the Sllver fork it was eaten 

devounngsilence; andit was only when his plate was nearly empty 

Sk bJtZe- ritUal rCmark: “ They ^ do tlus 4- 

Nowhere, said Mr. Audley, in a deep bass voice, turning to the 
4 ^akcr and nodding his venerable head a number of times. “Nowhere 

S foi/’ e ” Ce ^ t ^ ^ WaS represcnted t0 me tkat at the Cafi 

r P !r| lle n. Wa VTT ed and even a g ltated for a moment by the 
removal of his plate but he recaptured the valuable thread of Ins thoughts. 

A r \T re u ente m t0 me tkat tke same could be done at the Cafe 

a hanging judge. “Nothing like it.” y ’ C 

look nf P ^ a f C ’ r sa * d a c ^ rtam Colonel Pound, speaking (by die 

l°ok of hm) fo r the fi rs t time for some months . V S 1 X 

“it’s iollv t>nod F ° W ’ tke ^ Uke ? hester > wko was 111 optimist, 

J y good for some things. You can’t beat it at_” 

stonj^ Came . swifti y alon g the room, and then stopped dead. His 
'men P w 8 ^ f tnt ^ hls treaJ ; but all those vague and kindly gentle- 

surrounded 0 U d d t0 thC smoothness of the unseen machinery which 

Eat wo mT r 1 VN Th u cy felt 15 y°“ “<* 1 E’feel ?f the 

animate world disobeyed-if a chair ran away from us. 
face at St °° d star ‘ n g a fow seconds, while there deepened on every 

It h d,e col Strange Sh r C whoU y the produ « of our time 

modem aK mklnatlon f modern humamtarianism with the horrible 

aristocrat J! J vccn ^ soul t s op ^ ^ch and poor. A genuine historic 
bottles and U ^ I lr L ^ wn t lin g s at tke waiter, beginning with empty 
would have f r 0 bab ly L endin g with money. A genuine democrat 

devil he wasIdL it ^ " COm ^ ade - ll , ke clcarness of speech . what the 
man near rn A g ' ^ ^ ? lodem plutocrats could oot bear a poor 
gone wrnn rt ^ “ 2 slave or as a b riend - That something had 

Thev did nnt WU1 dle , se , rvants was merely a dull, hot embarrassment. 

lent Tb wa nt to be bfutal, and they dreaded the need to be benevo- 

Swlfe ^ ^ wWv “ il w “' “ b ' over - h was over! 

round and ran m St ,‘f nduig f ° r , some second s rigid, like a cataleptic, turned 
«u and ran madly out of the room. 

compMv*:? PP T d m tke room ’ or ratker in [ be doorway, it was in 
with^southern J n ° ther Waiter - with whom he whispered and gesticulated 
second waiter Th f n tke first waiter went away, leaving the 

waiter had mini r f appeared with a third waiter. By the time a fourth 

break the silent? in^f hUmcd Sy r° d ’ Mr ‘ Audiey felt “ necessar y to 

suence m the interests of Tact. He used a very loud cough, 
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instead of the presidential hammer, and said: “Splendid work young 

Moocher’s doing in Burmah. Now, no other nation in the world could 
have-” 

A fifth waiter had sped towards him like an arrow, and was whispering 
in his ear: “So sorry. Important! Might the proprietor speak to you?” 

The chairman turned in disorder, and with a dazed stare saw Mr. Lever 
coming towards them with his lumbering quickness. The gait of the good 
proprietor was indeed his usual gait, but his face was by no means usual. 
Generally it was a genial copper-brown; now it was a sickly yellow. 

You will pardon me, Mr. Audley,” he said, with asthmatic breath¬ 
lessness. “I have great apprehensions. Your fish-plates, they are cleared 
away with the knife and fork on them!” 

Well, I hope so,” said the chairman, with some warmth. 

You see him?” panted the excited hotel keeper; “you see the waiter 
who took them away? You know him?” 

“Know the waiter?” answered Mr. Audley indignantly. “Certainly 
not!” 

Mr. Lever opened his hands with a gesture of agony. “I never send 
him,” he said. “I know not when or why he come. I send my waiter to 
take away the plates, and he fmd them already away.” 

Mr. Audley still looked rather too bewildered to be really the man the 
empire wants; none of the company could say anything except the man 
of-wood—Colonel Pound—who seemed galvanized into an unnatural 
life. He rose rigidly from his chair, leaving all the rest sitting, screwed 
his eyeglass into his eye, and spoke in a raucous undertone as if he had 

half-forgotten how to speak. Do you mean,” he said, “that somebody 
has stolen our silver fish service?” 

The proprietor repeated the open-handed gesture with even greater 

helplessness, and in a flash all the men at die table were on their feet. 

Are all your waiters here? demanded the colonel, in his low, harsh 
accent. 

\es, they re all here. I noticed it myself,” cried the young duke, 

pushing his boyish face into the inmost ring. “Always count cm as I 

copie in, they look so queer standing up against the wall.” 

But surely one cannot exacdy remember,” began Mr. Audley, with 
heavy hesitation. 7 

I remember exacdy, I tell you,” cried the duke excitedly. “There 
never have been more than fifteen waiters at this place, and there were 
no more than fifteen to-night, I’ll swear; no more and no less.” 

(< P r °prietor turned upon him, quaking in a kind of palsy of surprise. 
You say—you say,” he stammered, “that you see all my fifteen waiters?” 
^As usual, ^ assented the duke. “What is the matter widi that?” 
Nothing, said Lever, with a deepening accent, “only you did not. 

For one of zem is dead upstairs ” 
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1 ' lcre was a shocking stillness for an instant in that room. It may be 

(so supernatural is die word death) that each of those idle men looked 

for a second at his soul, and saw it as a small dried pea. One of them 

duke, I think—even said with the idiotic kindness of wealth: “Is 
anything we can do?” 

*, K ‘ ! i|! : pncst, said the Jew, not untouched. 

Then, as to the clang of doom, they awoke to their own position. For 
a ew weird seconds they had really felt as if the fifteenth waiter might 
be the ghost of the dead man upstairs. They had been dumb under that 
oppression, for ghosts were to them an embarrassment, like beggars. But 
the remembrance of the silver broke the spell of the miraculous; broke 
it a nip y and with a brutal reaction. The colonel flung over his chair 

an , e th e door. If there was a fifteenth man here, friends,” he 
sai , that fifteenth fellow was a thief. Down at once to the front and 

ack doors and secure everything; then we’ll talk. The twenty-four 
pearls are worth recovering.” 

Mx. Audley seemed at nrst to hesitate about whether it was gentle- 
? y to be in such a hurry about anydring; but, seeing the duke dash 

motion Stain Wlth y0Uthful Cnergy ’ he fol!owed Wlth a more mature 

1 h dl l SJIIIC imcant a sixth waiter ran into the room, and declared that 
silver ° Und t le P de °t ^h plates on a sideboard, with no trace of the 

t ] h*! (rov ' dot Thiers and attendants that tumbled helter-skelter down 
e passages divided into two groups. Most of the Fishermen followed 

Pou^d 0 ^ 116 !? 1 u° ^ r0ut room t0 demand news of any exit. Colonel 

dartVrl' Vltl 1 ^ a ' rman > the vice-president, and one or two others, 
Ijr I ,. OW Pl dle corridor leading to die servants’ quarters, as the more 

of tlf | C U esca P e - they did so they passed the dim alcove or cavern 
art-onj C ° a ' ro ° m ’ an< ^ saw a short, black-coated figure, presumably an 
“H l] 11 ' St ] andd )S a little way back in the shadow of it. 
pass?” ° * Cre * ca ^ e< ^ ou t the duke. “Have you seen anyone 


1 —- - 

“Perlf S ^ r [% ure Aid nor answer the question directly, but merely said: 

The^ a ^ C y° u are ^ 0 °king for, gentlemen. M 

bacp e ^T^ U i * v/aver ing and wondering, while he quietly went to the 

silver h I k ^" r00rn * anc ^ canie back with both liands full of shining 

the for W T j out on counter as calmly as a salesman. It took 
“ Yo ^ ° a dozen quaintly shaped forks and knives. 

last. The ^h U ^~ began the colonel, quite thrown otf Iris balance at 

ti j ut the h C T er f (1 ^ lt0 ^ ie room and saw two things: first, 

that thf> S ac ^“ c l a d n^an was dressed like a clergyman; and, second, 

passed ? W i°^ ^ le room beliind him was burst, as if someone had 
violently through. 


50 


THE FATHER BROWN STORIES 


14 Valuable things to deposit in a cloak-room, aren’t they?” remarked 
the clergyman, with cheerful composure. 

“Did—did you steal those things?” stammered Mr. Audley, with 


staring eyes. 

If I did, said the cleric pleasantly, “at least I am bringing them back 


again. 

“But you didn’t,” 
window r . 


said Colonel Pound, still staring at the broken 


To make a clean breast of it, I didn’t,” said the other, with some 
humour. And he seated himself quite gravely on a stool. 

“But you know who did,” said the colonel. 

I don t know' his real name,’ said the priest placidly; “but I know 
something of his fighting weight, and a great deal about his spiritual 
difficulties. I formed the physical estimate when he was trying to throttle 
me, and the moral estimate when he repented.” 

Oh, I say repented! cried young Chester, with a sort of crow of 
laughter. 

Father Brown got to his feet, putting his hands behind him. “Odd, 
isn t it, he said, that a thief and a vagabond should repent, when so 
many who are rich and secure remain hard and frivolous, and without 
fruit for God or man? But there, if you will excuse me, you trespass a 
little upon my province. If you doubt the penitence as a practical fact, 
there are your knives and forks. You are The Twelve True Fishers, and 
there are all your silver fish. But He has made me a fisher of men.” 

Did you catch this man? asked the colonel, frowning. 

Father Brown looked him full in his frowning face. “Yes,” he said, “I 

caught him, with an unseen hook and an invisible line which is long 

enough to let him wander to the ends of the world, and still to bring him 
back with a twitch upon the thread.” 

There was a long silence. All the other men present drifted away to 

carry the recovered silver to their comrades, or to consult the proprietor 

about the queer condition of affairs. But the grim-faced colonel still sat 

sideways on the counter, swinging his long, lank legs and biting his dark 
moustache. 

At last he said quietly to the priest: “He must have been a clever fellow, 
but I think I know a cleverer.” 

t c 

He was a clever fellow,’ answered the other, “but I am not quite sure 
of what other you mean.” 

I mean you, said the colonel, with a short laugh. “I don’t want to 

get the fellow jailed; make yourself easy about that. But I’d give a good 

many silver forks to know exactly how you fell into this affair, and how 

you got the stuff out of him. I reckon you’re the most up-to-date devil 
of the present company.” 

Father Brown seemed rather to like the satu rnin e candour of the 
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soldier. “Well,” he said, smiling, “I mustn’t tell you anything of the 
: identity or his own story, of course; but there’s no particular 

reason why I shouldn’t tell you of the mere outside facts winch I found 
out tor myself.’ ’ 

! topped over the barrier with unexpected activity, and sat beside 
Colonel Pound, lacking his short legs like a little boy on a gate. He began 
to tell the story as easily as if he were telling it to an old friend by a 

Christmas fire. 1 

You see, colonel, he said, I was shut up m that small room there 
omg some writing, when I heard a pair of feet in this passage doing a 
aiice that was as queer as the dance of death. First came quick, fumy 
e steps, like a man walking on tiptoe for a wager; then came slow, 

.l CSS ’ , 8 st fP s > as °f a big man walking about with a cigar. But 
c r JT K ot 1 ™ ade b Y tbe sa me feet, I swear, and they came in rotation; 

first \AU then , tke walk ’ then the ruJ1 again. I wondered at 

Oik* wIlW L wildly why a man should act these two parts at once. 

well-fo/1 I 1 ™’ was .J ust like yours, colonel. It was the walk of a 
because , gende . man waiting for something, who strolls about rather 
kn :;; ( . ';^> lVcally alert than because he is mentally impatient. I 

it was w/k neM i otber wa lb, too, but I could not remember what 
tiDtop in a cr , eature liac l 1 met on my travels that tore along on 

where-l!| a I eXtra0rduiary Style? Then 1 heard a cllak of P lates ^nre- 

a waiter_ t-k^ an$ ,Y er St ° od up as P lani as St ’ Peter ’ s - [t was the walk of 

down th» kfi Wlth tlle b° d V slanted forward, the eyes looking 

naokh. Hvin 311 i the , t0 ? s P lirnin g awa )’ the ground, the coat tails and 
believe I g- l Cn thought for a minute and a half more. And I 

commit it^ " C mailIier dle crim e, as clearly as if I were going to 

were*fivfJ^° Und ) ooked at him keenly, but the speaker’s mild grey eyes 
“» C u ], h ’ 11 ti* c ceiling witli almost empty wistfulness. 

s llrnriseA me, • 6 sa ^ d I s ^ 0W iy» like any other work of art. Don’t look 
an mfemAl Cnm ? ? re 110 means the only works of art that come from 

htdispensabf ° rksh i° P ’. But CVery work of aiC > divine or Jiab ohc, has one 
much rlu fVi lar mean, that the centre of it is simple, however 

die grotesnn ment r ? ay be com plicated. Thus, in Hamlet, let us say, 

fantastic fiL!w n ** f ravc " dl g8 er > the dowers of the mad girl, the 
are all oddiri y ° l ° SnC ’ t lC pador ot tbc S bosc an< d the grin of the skull 

of a man in black 1 ? ng ! cd .^f eath i ; oulld one P lain tra 8 ic b gure 

Ycs .” he went« mdC ’- t ^ S a s ° 1? tbe P lain tragedy ot a man in black, 
of tliis tale rum n ’ Sec . 11 ?8, c c,, lonel look up in some wonder, “the whole 
ex crescence< ona ack coat. In this, as in Hamlet, there are the rococo 

there when Zl°u ^ Ves ’, lct , us sa y- There is the dead waiter, who was 

° d not be dtere. There is the mvisibic hand that swept 
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your tabic Gear of silver and melted into air. But every clever crime is 
founded ultimately oil some one quite simple fact—some fact that is not 
itself mysterious. The mystification comes in covering it up, in leading 
nun s thoughts away from it. This large and subtle and (in the ordinary 
course) most profitable crime, was built on the plain fact that a gentle¬ 
man s evening dress is the same as a waiter’s. All the rest was acting, and 
thundering good acting, too.” 

C € "IK j ^ ^ C/ 

Still, said the colonel, getting up and frowning at his boots. “I am 
not sure that I understand/’ 

Colonel, said Father Brown, I tell you that this archangel of im- 
pu ence.who stole your forks walked up and down this passage twenty 
times in the blaze of all the lamps, in the glare of all the eyes. He did not 
go an hide in dim corners where suspicion might have searched for him. 
He kept constantly on the move in the lighted corridors, and everywhere 
that he went he seemed to be there by right. Don’t ask me what he was 
Uce, you nave seen him yourself six or seven times to-night. You were 
waiting wit all the other grand people in the reception room at the end 
0 / K P assa S e dure, with the terrace just beyond. Whenever he came 
among you gentlemen, i:e came in the lightning style of a waiter, with 
ent ea , apping napkin and flying feet. He shot out on to the terrace, 

1 j s< ? met -g * le ta ble-cloth, and shot back again towards the office 
an t e w aiters quarters. By the time he had come under the eye of the 

?. waiters he had become another man in every inch of 

m °i7’ i ever y instinctive gesture. He strolled among the servants 
witl tie a sent-minded insolence which they have all seen in their 

patrons, t was no new thing to them that a swell from the dinner party 
should pace all parts of the house like an animal at the Zoo; they know . 
t iat not nng marks die Smart Set more than a habit of walking where 
one chooses. When he was magnificently weary of walking down that 
particu ar passage he w ould wdieel round and pace back past the office; 
m tie s a ow of the arch just beyond he w r as altered as by a blast of 
magic, and went hurrying forward again among the Twel ve Fishermen, 
an o sequious attendant. Why should the gentlemen look at a chance 
wai er. y s^ou d the waiters suspect a first-rate walking gentleman? 

nee or twice e played the coolest tricks. In the proprietor’s private 
quarters \e ca e out breezily for a syphon of soda water, saying he was 

* e Sa i 1 i S erL ^ a y he would carry it himself, and he did; he 
came it quickly and correctly through the thick of you, a waiter with 

an obvious errand. Of course, it could not have been kept up long, but 
it only had to be kept up till the end of the fish course. 

is worst moment was when the waiters stood in a row; but even 
en e contrive to lean against the wall just around the corner in such 
a wa) tiat or tiat important instant the waiters thought him a gentle¬ 
man, w i e t e gentlemen thought him a waiter. The rest went like 
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winking. If any waiter caught him away from the table that waiter 
before the fifh anS , t0Cr ?\ He Had 0nly C ° dme himself iwo minutes 

Hi , the P lates do ^ n on a sideboard, stuffed the silver in his breast 
l ,1 l ’ glVing f a bulgy look, and ran like a hare (I heard him comine) 

-a h Z m cra^le *** t had ° nly » be a pl-ocri 

come t h On ^"T”? f ttCndan j’ and 8° out a g ain elegantly as^e had 
“What A A ^ T 7 1 b. a PP^ ned t0 be the cloak-room attendant.” 

“What did he'teU you?”^"^ ^ ^ C ° lonc1 ’ Wlth unusual ^tensity, 
story Hnds 7 ” 111 pardon,,, Said the P riest immovably, “that is where the 

o-n'l ill" f tereSti ? 8 st °T begins ” muttered Pound. “I think I under- 

“l •.*"- k ; ^ 1 d ° n>t $eem t0 have hoId oPyours.” 

i must be going, said Father Brown. 

they e s L W f d ^berafong the passage to the entrance hall, where 

you ”™hefe' P Th n<i d’’ hC • ned breatl:lessl y- UVc been looking for 

Audlevhlsii T I C g0 ' ng agam in s P ankin g style, and old 

want to starr ° ma ^ C a SpeeC1111 honour of the forks being saved. We 

the occasion T° me ^ C % emon y> don, t 7 0u know - to commemorate 

“Whv ” C ,-J a 7’ y °, U fe ^ y g0t t ie g° ods back, what do you suggest?” 
"I shonU the L C0 onel > eyein g him with a certain sardonic approval. 
One never U k gCSt C ^ at henceforward we wear green coats instead of black, 
waiter.” W Ut mistakes may arise when one looks so like a 

a waiter/ ,3ng ** Sa ‘ d thc young man > “ a gentleman never looks like 

the same lowering 6 * p ndeman > J suppose, said Colonel Pound, with 

have been verv 8 au ghter on his face. ‘‘Reverend sir, your friend must 

Fathe r 7 ? art t0 act the gentleman.” 

e night ~°- d j P his commonplace overcoat to the neck, for 
stand. b y ’ and took his commonplace umbrella from the 

“Yes ” h 

you know YhLL 11 mUSt be \ CTy bard work to be a gentleman; but, do 
to be a waiter ” S ° metlmes thought that it may be almost as laborious 

And * 

palace of ’ ” hc pu ^ ed °P en die heavy doors of that 

a brisk walk thm.^K §° den g a t es closed behind him, and he went at 

ugh the damp, dark streets in search of a penny omnibus. 
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IV 


THE FLYING STARS 


“The most beautiful crime I ever committed,” Flambeau would say in 
his highly moral old age, “was also, by a singular coincidence, my last. 
It was committed at Christmas. As an artist I had always attempted to 
provide crimes suitable to the special season or landscapes in which I 
found myself, choosing tliis or that terrace or garden for a catastrophe, 
as if for a statuary group. Thus squires should be swindled in long rooms 
panelled with oak; while jews, on the other hand, should rather find 
themselves unexpectedly penniless among the light and screens of the 
Cafe Riche. Thus, in England, if I wished to relieve a dean of his riches 
(which is not so easy as you might suppose), I wished to frame him, if I 
make myself clear, in the green lawns and grey towers of some cathedral 
town. Similarly, in France, when I had got money out of a rich and 
wicked peasant (which is almost impossible), it gratified me to get his 
indignant head relieved against a grey line of clipped poplars, and those 
solemn plains of Gaul over which broods the mighty spirit of Millet. 

Wei, my last crime was a Christmas crime, a cheery, cosy, English 
middle-class crime, a crime of Charles Dickens. I did it in a good old 
middle-class house near Putney, a house with a crescent of carriage drive, 
a house with a stable by the side of it, a house with the name on the two 
outer gates, a house with a monkey tree. Enough, you know the species. 

I really think my imitation of Dickens s style was dexterous and literary. 
It seems almost a pity I repented the same evening.” 

Flambeau would then proceed to tell the story from the inside; and 
even rom the inside it was odd. Seen from the outside it was perfectly 
incomprehensible, and it is from the outside that the stranger must study 
it. From this standpoint the drama may be said to have begun when the 
front doors of the house with the stable opened on the garden with the 
monkey tree, and a young girl came out with bread to feed the birds on 

e a temoon o Boxing Day. She had a pretty face, with brave brown 
eyes; but her figure was beyond conjecture, for she was so wrapped up 
m rown furs that it was hard to say which was hair and which was fur. 
But tor the attractive face she might have been a small toddling bear. 

The winter afternoon was reddening towards evening, and already a 
ruby hght was rolled over the bloomless beds, filling them, as it were, 
with the ghosts of the dead roses. On the one side of the house stood the 
stabk on the other an alley or cloister oflaurels led to the larger garden 
behind. The young lady, having scattered bread for the birds (for the 

rh!wn 4, 1 l 1 0r f ^ 1 at | because the dog ate it), passed unobtrusively 
down the lane of laurels and into a glimmering plantation of evergreen 
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Here she gave an exclamation of wonder, real or ritual, and 
looking up at the high garden wall above her, beheld it fantastically 
bestridden by a somewhat fantastic figure. 

“Oh, don’t jump, Mr. Crook,” she called out in some alarm; “it’s 
much too high.” 

The individual riding the party wall like an aerial horse was a tall, 
angular young man, with dark hair sticking up like a hair brush, intelli¬ 
gent and even distinguished lineaments, but a sallow and almost alien 
complexion. This showed the more plainly because he wore an aggressive 
red tie, the only part of his costume of which he seemed to take any 
care. Perhaps it was a symbol. He took no notice of the girl’s alarmed 
adjuration, but leapt like a grasshopper to the ground beside her, where 

might very well have broken his legs. 

I think I was meant to be a burglar,” he said placidly, “and I have no 
doubt I should have been if I hadn’t happened to be born in that nice 
house next door. I can’t see any harm in it, anyhow.” 

How can you say such things?” she remonstrated. 

- ell, said the young man, “if you’re born on the wrong side of the 
wall, I can t see that it’s wrong to climb over.” 

J never know what you will say or do next,” she said. 

1 don t often know myself,” replied Mr. Crook; “but then I am on the 
right side of the wall now.” 

And which is the right side of the wall?” asked the young lady, 

smiling. 

er side you are on,” said the young man named Crook. 

As they went together through the laurels towards the front garden a 
motor horn sounded thrice, coming nearer and nearer, and a car of 
splendid speed, great elegance, and a pale green colour swept up to the 
font doors like a bird and stood throbbing. 

U j u ^ 0 ’ hullo!” said the young man with the red tie; “here’s sorne- 
0 y h°rn on the right side, anyhow. I didn’t know, Miss Adams, that 
your Santa Claus was so modem as this.” 

Oh, that’s my godfather, Sir Leopold Fischer. He always comes on 
Boxing Day.” 

Then, after an innocent pause, which unconsciously betrayed some lack 
0 enthusiasm, Ruby Adams added: 

He is very kind.” 

John Crook, journalist, had heard of that eminent City magnate; and 
Was not his fault if the City magnate had not heard of him; for in 
certain articles in The Clarion or The New Age Sir Leopold had been 

loacT austere hy* But he said nothing and grimly watched the un- 
oa ing of the motor-car, which was rather a long process. A large, neat 

• au eur m green got out from the front, and a small, neat manservant 
grey got out from the back, and between them they deposited Sir 
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Leopold on the doorstep and began to unpack him, like some very care¬ 
fully protected parcel. Rugs enough to stock a bazaar, furs of all the beasts 
Oi. the torest, and scarves of all the colours of the rainbow were un¬ 
wrapped one by one, rill they revealed something resembling the human 
form, the form of a friendly, but foreign-looking old gentleman, with a 

g re > gOdt-like beard and a beaming smile, who rubbed his bi^ fur gloves 
together. & & 

Long befoie this revelation was complete the two big doors of the porch 

had opened in the middle, and Colonel Adams (father of the furry young 

had come out himself to invite his eminent guest inside. He was a 

tall, sunburnt and very silent man, who wore a red smoking-cap like a 

fez, making him look like one oi the English Sirdars or Pashas in Egypt 

With him was his brother-in-law, lately come from Canada, a biglfld 

rather boisterous young gentleman-farmer, with a yellow beard, by name 

James Blount. With him also was the more insignificant figure of the 

priest from the neighbouring Roman church; for the colonels late wife 

had been a Catholic, and the children, as is common in such cases, had 

been trained to follow her. Everything seemed undistinguished about the 

priest, even down to his name, which was Brown; yet the colonel had 

always found something companionable about him, and frequently asked 
him to such family gatherings. 

In the large entrance hall of the house there was ample room even for 
Sir Leopola and the iemoval of his wraps. Porch and vestibule, indeed, 
were unduly large in proportion to the house, and formed, as it were, 
a big room with the front door at one end, and the bottom of the stair¬ 
case at the other. In front of the large hall fire, over which hung the 
colonel s sword, the process was completed and the company, including 
the saturnine Crook, presented to Sir Leopold Fischer. That venerable 
financier, however, still seemed struggling with portions of his well- 
lined attire, and at length produced from a very interior tail-coat pocket, 
a black oval case which he radiantly explained to be his Christmas present 
for his god-daughter. With an unaffected vainglory that had something 
disarming about it he held out the case before them all; it flew open at a 
touch and half-blinded them. It was just as if a crystal fountain had spurted 
in their eyes* In a nest of orange velvet lay like three eggs, three white 
and vivid diamonds that seemed to set the very air on fire all round them. 
Fischer stood beaming benevolently and drinking deep of the astonish¬ 
ment and ecstasy of the girl, the grim admiration and gruff thanks of the 
colonel, the wonder of the whole group. 

^ k^ck now, my dear, said Fischer, returning the case to 

L e ^ s of his coat. I had to be careful of em coming down. TheyTe 
die three great African diamonds called ‘The Flying Stars/ because they’ve 
been stolen so often. All the big criminals are on the track; but even the 
rough men about in the streets and hotels could hardly have kept their 
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hands off them. I might have lost them on the road here. It was quite 

nr\ecil*la ” I 



Quite natural, I should say, growled the man in the red tic "I 
shouldn’t blame ’em if they had taken ’em. When they ask for bread, 

; , ou don,t even g ive th em a stone, I think they might take the stone 
for themselves.” 

7 wor y’ t y° u taJldn g like that,” cried the girl, who was in a 
curious glow. “You’ve only talked like that since you became a horrid 

what s-his-name. You know what) mean. What do you call a man who 
wants to embrace the chimney-sweep?” 

A saint, said Father Brown. 

I think.” said Sir T pnnn M tintk ^ A..* -_*1 _ t~\ i 

means a 



A Radical does not mean a man who lives on radishes,” remarked 
Wook with some impatience; “and a Conservative does not mean a 

I 5 rKetTO j™-, Ndlh «. I. a , ssurc y»“. does 1 Socialise mean a 
means m S0C “ ev '"! n 8 tile chimney-sweep. A Socialist 

Chim ” eys SWe P' “ d a “ chimney- 

yom o'™ s°„™"’* lll0W y ° U ” PUt ^ ' he prieS ‘ “ ' ,OW V0ice ’ ““ 

one wan/m ” *“"1 ,"! ith “ c / e of intereit an<J cven respect. “Does 
ne v,ant to own soot? he asked. r 

lior/Jl ^we^d Brown, with speculation in his eye. “I’ve 

Christma? Jh rdei u rS me tt ‘ And 1 oncc macle six children happy at 

externally.”^ 00 ^ COn j Urer didn,t come > cndrel y with soot-applied 

Ru by. “Oh, I wish you’d do it to this company ” 
Ae 1 ZT C r^ c Mr - B1 T'' I* loud voke’in 

monltcy-treT’and h ° We ? *P“ J* 1 ' flont 6 a ^'> of evergreens, 
sunset. The scen/rh "? W ga , therm S 8 !oom a g ain st a gorgeous violet 
in a pi y d, f T d *? ” C °'° Urcd a " d like a back 

a c »mm« mestenL d “?>’- lookln8 “ d “ a ^ coat, evidauly 
and held forward a 8 ?L ^ny of you gentlemen Mr. Blount?” he asked, 

his ^out of atem R Mr. Blount started, and stopped in 

he read it- his f, ’ , P ^ m 8 U P ( h e envelope with evident astonishment 

^d°“h«. 1 Uttlc ’ ,hen dMd - “ d “™ d » 

“H^nvc^on- S “E h , a coloncl '” hc “id. with the cheers 

c *j on me herl to It V °u “ “ P f y ° U if a " old ^““"tance 

night on business? In point of fact it’s Florian, that 
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famous French acrobat and comic actor; I knew him years ago out West 
(he was a French-Canadian by birth), and he seems to have business for 
me, though I hardly guess what.” 

“Of course, of course/’ replied the colonel carelessly. “My dear chap, 
any friend of yours. No doubt he will prove an acquisition/* 

“He’ll black his face, if that’s what you mean,” cried Blount, laughing. 
“I don’t doubt he’d black everyone else’s eyes. 1 don’t care; I’m not re¬ 
fined. I like the jolly old pantomime where a man sits on his top hat.” 

“Not on mine, please,” said Sir Leopold Fischer, with dignity. 

Well, well, observed Crook, airily, “don’t let’s quarrel. There are 
lower jokes than sitting on a top hat” 

Dislike of the red-tied youth, both of his predatory opinions and 
evident intimacy with the pretty god-child, led Fischer to say, in his most 
sarcastic, magisterial manner: No doubt you have found something 
much lower than sitting on a top hat What is it, pray?” 

“Letting a top hat sit on you, for instance,” said the Socialist 

Now, now, now, cried the Canadian farmer with his barbarian 

benevolence, don t let s spoil a jolly evening. What I say is, let’s do 

something for the company to-night. Not blacking faces or sitting on 

hats, if you don’t like those—but something of the sort. Why couldn’t 

we have a proper old English pantomime—clown, columbine, and so on. 

I saw one when I left England at twelve years old, and it’s blazed in my 

brain like a bonfire ever since. I came back to the old country only last 

year, and I find the thing s extinct. Nothing but a lot of snivelling fairy 

plays. I want a hot poker and a policeman made into sausages, and they 

give me princesses moralizing by moonlight, Blue Birds, or something. 

Blue Beard s more in my line, and him I liked best when he turned into 
the pantaloon.” 

‘Tm all for making a policeman into sausages,” said John Crook. “It’s 
a better definition of Socialism than some recently given. But surely the 
get-up would be too big a business.” 

Not a scrap, cried Blount, quite carried away. “A harlequinade’s 
the quickest thing we can do, for two reasons. First, one can gag to any 
degree, and, second, all the objects are household things—tables and 
towel-horses and washing baskets, and things like that.” 

4i ^^at s t ruc J admitted Crook, nodding eagerly and walking about. 

But I m afraid I can’t have my policeman’s uniform! Haven’t killed a 
policeman lately.” 

Blount frowned thoughtfully a space, and then smote his thigh. “Yes, 
we can! he cried. I ve got Florian s address here, and he knows every 
costumier in London. 111 phone him to bring a police dress when he 
comes. And he went bounding away to the telenhone 

;‘Oh it’s glorious, godfather ” cried Ruby, almost dancing. “I’ll be 
columbine and you shall be pantaloon.” 
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The millionaire held himself stiif with a sort of heathen solemnity, “l 
;i inlc, my dear,” he said, “you must get someone else for pantaloon.” 

I will be pantaloon, if you like, said Colonel Adams, taking liis 
cigar out of his mouth, and speaking for the first and last time. 

you ought to have a statue,” cried the Canadian, as he came back, 
radiant, from the telephone. “There, we are all fitted. Mr. Crook shall 
be down; he’s a journalist and knows all the oldest jokes. I can be harle¬ 
quin, that only wants long legs and jumping about. My friend Florian 
phones he s bringing the police costume; he’s changing on the way. 

• in act it in this very hall, the audience sitting on those broad stairs 
opposite, one row above another. These front doors can be the back 
scene, either open or shut. Shut, you see an English interior. Open, a 

ten' 5 f. a ^ en ^ § oes ^7 ma -gic- And snatching a chance piece of 
i iard chalk from his pocket, he ran it across the hall floor, half-way 

_etween the front door and the staircase, to mark the line of the foot¬ 
lights. 

How even such a banquet of bosh was got ready in the time remained 
an le. But they went at it with that mixture of recklessness and industry 
at ives when youth is in a house; and youth was in that house that 

wkiA °<q ' 10t a ^ ma y bave ' so ^ atec ^ die two faces and hearts from 

it flamed. As always happens, the invention grew wilder and 

i. / . rou S^ ^e very tameness of the bourgeois conventions from 

in V* 1 l t0 ' rcate ‘ ^ be columbine looked charming in an outstand- 
"y '- 11 1 that strangely resembled the large lamp-shade in the drawing- 

the m W *" C ^° Wn anc ^ P ant aloon made themselves white with flour from 
fl k C °n ’ 3tl< ^ re ^- rou S c ftom some other domestic, who remained 
dad 1 benefactors) anonymous. The harlequin, already 

ffi siver paper out of cigar boxes, was, with difficulty, prevented 
1 m smashing the old Victorian lustre chandeliers, that he might cover 
so j , " u,) K 'splendent crystals. In fact he would certainly have done 

Worn 1 not Rub Y ula earthed some old pantomime paste jewels she had 
at a fancy-dress party as die Queen of Diamonds. Indeed, her 

he was IT 165 ^ y >unt ’ was g ctt 'ng almost out of hand in his excitement; 
Father* R C 4 Schoolb °y- ' P ut a paper donkey’s head unexpectedly on 
ttianne l ? Wn ’ w b° bore it patiently, and even found some private 
tail m fk° mov ‘ n S ears - He even essayed to put the paper donkey’s 
down ?■ i c y at '‘ ta ih of Sir Leopold Fischer. This, however, was frowned 

should, , T j S t0 ° absur d>” cried Ruby to Crook, round whose 
wild?” S C Seriousl y P^ acc d a string of sausages. “Why is he so 

whttal” £ oYdVkem binC ^ Cr ° 0k am 0nly th ' 

svvin ging ^° U ^ bar ^ e fl u ‘ n -” she said, and left the string of sausages 
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Father Brown, though he knew every detail done behind the scenes, 
and had even evoked applause by his transformation of a pillow into a 
pantomime baby, went round to the front and sat among the audience 
with all the solemn expectation of a child at his first matinee. The 
spectators were few, relations, one or two local friends, and the servants; 
Sir Leopold sat in the front seat, his full and still fur-collared figure largely 
obscuring the view of the little cleric behind him; but it has never been 
settled by artistic authorities whether the cleric lost much. The panto¬ 
mime was utterly chaotic, yet not contemptible; there ran through it a 
rage of improvisation which came chiefly from Crook the clown. 
Commonly he was a clever man, and he was inspired to-night with a 
wild omniscience, a folly wiser than the world, that which comes to a 
young man who has seen for an instant a particular expression on a 
particular face. He was supposed to be the clown, but he was really almost 
everything else, the author (so far as there was an author), the prompter, 
the scene-painter, the scene-shifter, and, above all, the orchestra. At 
abrupt intervals in the outrageous performance he would hurl himself in 

full costume at the piano and bang out some popular music equally 
absurd and appropriate. 

1 he climax of this, as of all else, was the moment when the two front 
doors at the back of the scene flew open, showing the lovely moonlit 
garden, but showing more prominently the famous professional guest; 
the great Florian, dressed up as a policeman. The c.own at the piano 
played the constabulary chorus in the Pirates of Penzance , but it was 
drowned in the deafening applause, for every gesture of the great comic 
actor was an admirable though restrained version of the carriage and 
manner of the police. The harlequin leapt upon him and hit him over the 
helmet; the pianist playing “Where did you get that hat?” he faced about 
in admirably simulated astonishment, and then the leaping harlequin hit 
hi ni^ a gain (the pianist suggesting a few bars of “Then we had another 
one”). Then the harlequin rushed right into the arms of the policeman 
and fell on top of him, amid a roar oi applause. Then it was that the 
strange actor gave that celebrated imitation of a dead man, of which the 

fame still lingers round Putney. It was almost impossible to believe that 
a living person could appear so limp. 

The athletic harlequin swung him about like a sack or twisted or tossed 
him like an Indian club; all the time to the most maddeningly ludicrous 
tunes from the piano. When the harlequin heaved the comic constable 
heavily off the floor the clown played “I arise from dreams of thee. 
When he shuffled him across his back, “With my bundle on my 
shoulder, and when the harlequin finally let fall the policeman with a 
most convincing thud, the lunatic at the instrument struck into a jingling 
measure with some words which are still believed to have been, “I sent a 
letter to my love and on the way I dropped it.” 


At about this limit of mental anarchy Father Brown’s view was 
obscured altogether; for the City magnate in front of him rose to his full 
height and thrust his hands savagely into all his pockets. Then he sat 
down nervously, still fumbling, and then stood up again. For an instant 
it seemed seriously likely that he would stride across the footlights; then 

he turned a glare at the clown playing the piano; and then he burst in 
silence out of the room. 

The priest had only watched for a few more minutes the absurd but 
not inelegant dance of the amateur harlequin over his splendidly uncon¬ 
scious foe. With real though rude art, the harlequin danced slowly back¬ 
wards out of the door into the garden, which was full of moonlight and 
stillness. The vamped dress of silver paper and paste, which had been too 
glaring in the footlights, looked more and more magical and silvery as 
it anccd away under a brilliant moon. The audience was closing in with 
a cataract of applause, when Brown felt his arm abruptly touched, and 
he was asked in a whisper to come into the colonel’s study. 

He followed his summoner with increasing doubt, which was not dis- 
pc ed by a solemn comicality in the scene of the study. There sat Colonel 
i amS ’ jj unaffectedly dressed as a pantaloon, w'ith the knobbed whale- 
ne nodding above his brow but with his poor old eyes sad enough to 

inanteW^ a . S f turna ^ ia> , Sir Leopold Fischer was leaning against the 
« T , p ^° e and having with all the importance of panic. 

trurhi/Jk 2 V j 1 ^ pa “^ maUer . Father Brown,” said Adams. “The 

from mv f° Se T- am °i nds WC a11 Saw this afternoon seem to have vanished 
ttom myfaend s tail-coat pocket. And as you_” 

supplemented Father Brown, with a broad grin, “was sitting 



man 


ver 


just behind him 

htt^fe S e SOrt , shaU b 5 said Colonel Adams, wuh a 

suggested “i ^ 7 HCh Iather ,mplled that some such thing had been 
migl lt give ” 00 ^ ^ ^° U t0 &’ vc mc tke assistance that any gentle 

t0 so, displaying seve^f^ Br °Y n ’ and P rocecde d 
crucifix a S J»11 k 8 , slx P ence > a return ticket, a small sil 

Thc cnl n b , rev , lar y- and a sdc k Of chocolate. 

llkc ‘o see the S i h ‘ m Said: “ Do V ou kliow - 1 should 

% daughter is ^ your kead more than the inside of your pockets, 
and he stopped C y ° Ur P eo P le > 1 know; well, she lias lately ” 

cut-throt*Sockl’ist C wll! ° UC ° ld F i he [’ <<0pcned her father ’ s house to a 

■Her." h ‘ S " Ae “ d <> f Here is the richer man-and none the 

< held i y °“ C “ haVC sald F othet 

y - WHattt. worth you can say afterwards. But 
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the first thing I find in that disused pocket is this; that men who mean to 
steal diamonds don’t talk Socialism. They are more likely,” he added 
demurely, “to denounce it.” 

Both the others shifted sharply, and the priest went on: 

“You see, we know these people, more or less. That Socialist would 
no more steal a diamond than a Pyramid. We ought to look at once to the 
one man we don’t know. The fellow acting the policeman—Florian. 
Where is he exactly at this minute, I wonder?” 

The pantaloon sprang erect and strode out of the room. An interlude 
ensued, during which the millionaire stared at the priest, and the priest at 
his breviary; then the pantaloon returned and said, with staccato gravity: 
“The policeman is still lying on the stage. The curtain has gone up and 
down six times; he is still lying there.” 

Father Brown dropped his book and stood staring with a look of blank 
mental ruin. Very slowly a light began to creep back in his grey eyes, 
and then he made the scarcely obvious answer. 

“Please forgive me, colonel, but when did your wife die?” 

“My wife!” replied the staring soldier, “she died this year two months. 
Her brother James arrived just a week too late to see her.” 

The little priest bounded like a rabbit shot. “Come on!” he cried in 
quite unusual excitement. “Come on! We’ve got to go and look at that 
policeman!” 

They rushed on to the now curtained stage, breaking rudely past the 
columbine and clown (who seemed whispering quite contentedly), and 
Father Brown bent over the prostrate comic policeman. 

“Chloroform,” he said as he rose; “I only guessed it just now.” 

There was a startled stillness, and then the colonel said slowly: “Please 
say seriously what all this means.” 

Father Brown suddenly shouted with laughter, then stopped, and only 
struggled with it for instants during the rest of his speech. “Gentlemen, * 
he gasped, “there’s not much time to talk. I must run after the criminal. 
But this great French actor who played the policeman—this clever 
corpse the harlequin waltzed with and dandled and threw about—he was 
-” His voice again failed him, and he turned his back to run. 

“He was?” called Fischer inquiringly. 

“A real policeman,” said Father Brown, and ran away, into the dark. 

There were hollows and bowers at the extreme end of that leafy garden, 
in which the laurels and other immortal shrubs showed against sapphire 
sky and silver moon, even in that midwinter, warm colours as of the 
south. The green gaiety of the waving laurels, the rich purple indigo of 
the night, the moon like a monstrous crystal, make an almost irresponsibly 
romantic picture; and among the top branches of the garden trees a 
strange figure is climbing, who looks not so much romantic as impossible. 
He sparkles from head to heel, as if clad in ten million moons; the real 
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swings, flashing and successful, from the short 
tall, rambling tree in the other, and only stops 
under the smaller tree and has unmistakably 




in this 
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Well, Flambeau/’ says the voice, “you really look like a Flying Star; 
but that always means a Falling Star at last.’ f 

The silver, sparkling figure above seems to lean forward in the laurels 
and, confident of escape, listens to the little figure below. 

“You never did anything better, Flambeau. It was clever to come 
from Canada (with a Paris ticket, I suppose) just a week after Mrs. Adams 
died, when no one was in a mood to ask questions. It was cleverer to 
have marked down die Flying Stars and the very day of Fischer’s coming. 
But there’s no cleverness, but mere genius, in what followed. Stealn _ 
the stones, 1 suppose, was nothing to you. You could have done it by 
of hand in a hundred odier ways besides that pretence ol putting 
a paper donkey’s tail to Fischer’s coat. But in the rest you eclipsed your- 



The silvery figure among the green leaves seems to linger as it hypno¬ 
tized, hough his escape is easy behind him; he is staring at the man below. 

{ j h, yes,” says the man below, “I know all about it. I know you not 
only forced the pantomime, but put it to a double use. You were going 
Uj : ^ [ he stones quietly; news came by an accomplice that you were 
already suspected, and a capable police-officer was coming to rout you 
up that very night. A common thief would have been thankful for the 
warning and lied; but you arc a poet. You already had the clever notion 
hiding the jewels in a blaze of false stage jewellery. Now, you saw 
that if the dress were a harlequin’s the appearance of a policeman would 
be quite in keeping. The worthy officer started from Putney police- 
station to fmd you, and walked into the queerest trap ever set in this 
world. W Hen the front door opened he walked straight on to the stage 
° a ^ristmas pantomime, where he could be kicked, clubbed, stunned 
and drugged by the dancing harlequin, amid roars of laughter from all 
the most respectable people in Putney. Oh, you will never do anything 
e tter. And now, by the way, you might give me back those diamonds.” 
lhe green branch on which the glittering figure swung, rustled as if 

in astonishment; but the voice went on: 

' * T 

i want you to give them back, Flambeau, and I want you to give up 
, K ^ e ; There is still youth and honour and humour in you; don’t fancy 
1 K ) will last in that trade. Men may keep a sort of level of good, but 
no man has ever been able to keep on one level of evil. That road goes 
own and down. The kind man drinks and turns cruel; the frank man 
i ^es about it. Many a man I’ve known started like you to be an 

onest outlaw, a merry robber of the rich, and ended stamped with slime. 
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Maurice Blum started out as an anarchist of principle, a father of the 
poor; lie en ded a greasy spy and tale-bearer that both sides used and 
despised. Harry Burke started his free money movement sincerely 
enough; now he*s sponging on a half-starved sister for endless brandies 
and sodas. Lord Amber went into wild society in a sort of chivalry; now 
he’s paying blackmail to the lowest vultures in London. Captain Barillon 
was the great gentleman-apachc before your time; he died in a mad¬ 
house, screaming with fear of the ‘narks’ and receivers that had betrayed 
him and hunted him down. I know the woods look very free behind 
you, Flambeau; I know that in a flash you could melt into them like a 
monkey. But some day you will be an old grey monkey, Flambeau. 
You will sit up in your tree forest cold at heart and close to death, and 
the tree-tops will be very bare.” 

Everything continued still, as if the small man below held the other in 
the tree in some long invisible leash; and he went on: 

“Your downward steps have begun. You used to boast of doing 
nothing mean, but you are doing something mean to-night. You are 
leaving suspicion on an honest boy with a good deal against him already; 
you arc separating him from the woman he loves and who loves him. 
But you will do meaner things than that before you die.” 

Three Basiling diamonds fell from the tree to the turf. The small man 
stooped to pick them up, and when he looked up again the green cage 
of the tree was emptied of its silver bird. 

The restoration of the gems (accidentally picked up by Father Brown, 
of all people) ended the evening in uproarious triumph; and Sir Leopold, 
in his height of good humour, even told the priest that though he himself 
had broader views, he could respect those whose creed required them to 
be cloistered and ignorant of this world. 


V 

THE INVISIBLE MAN 

In the cool blue twilight of two steep streets in Camden Town, the shop 
at die corner, a confectioner’s, glowed like the butt of a cigar. One should 
rather say, perhaps, like the butt of a firework, for the light was of many 
colours and some complexity, broken up by many mirrors and dancing 
on many gilt and gaily-coloured cakes and sweetmeats. Against this one 
fiery glass were glued the noses of many gutter-snipes, for the chocolates 
were all wrapped in those red and gold and green metallic colours wliich 
are almost better than chocolate itself; and the huge white wedding-cake 
in die window was somehow at once remote and satisfying, just as if the 
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whole North Pole were good to eat. Such rainbow provocations could 
naturally collect the youth of the neighbourhood up to the ages oi ten or 
twelve. But this corner was also attractive to youth at a later stage; and 
a young man, not less than twenty-four, was staring into the same shop 
window. To him, also, the shop was of fiery charm, but this attraction 
was not wholly to be explained by chocolates; which, however, he was 
far from despising. 

He was a tall, burly, red-haired young man, with a resolute face but a 

listless manner. He carried under his arm a flat, grey portfolio of black- 

and-white sketches which he had sold with more or less success to pub- 

lishers ever since his uncle (who was an admiral) had disinherited him for 

Socialism, because of a lecture which he had delivered against that 

economic theory. His name was tohn Turnbull Angus. 

Entering at last, he walked through the confectioner’s shop into the 

back room, which was a sort of pastry-cook restaurant, merely raising his 

hat to the young lady who was serving there. She was a dark, elegant, 

alert girl in black, with a high colour and very quick, dark eyes; and after 

the ordinary interval she followed him into the inner room to take his 
order. 

His order was evidently a usual one. “I want, please/’ he said with 

**(4 l1/* * ^ 

precision, one halfpenny bun and a small cup of black conce. An instant 

before the girl could turn away he added, ‘"Also, I want you to marry 
me.” 


The young lady of the shop stiffened suddenly, and said: “Those are 
jokes I don’t allow.” 

fhe red-haired young man lifted grey eyes of an unexpected gravity. 

Really and truly,” he said, “it’s as serious—as serious as the half- 

^nny bun. It is expensive, like the bun; one pays for it. It is indigestible, 
uke the bun. It hurts.” 

The dark young lady had never taken her dark eyes off him, but seemed 

to be studying him with almost tragic exactitude. At the end of her 

scrutiny she had something like the shadow of a smile, and she sat down 
m a chair. 

Don t you think,” observed Angus, absently, “that it’s rather cruel to 
it these halfpenny buns? They might grow up into penny buns. I shall 

U P ^ lese brutal sports when we are married,” 

_he dark young lady rose from her chair and walked to the window, 
CVl , entiy in a state of strong but not unsympathetic cogitation. When 
? a ^t she swung round again with an air of resolution, she was bewil- 
to observe that the young man was carefully laying out on the 
r ® v *riou$ Ejects from the shop-window. They included a pyramid 

dec c °l° ure d sweets, several plates of sandwiches, and the two 
enters containing that mysterious port and sherry which are peculiar 

J l’ asCr y~cook$. In the middle of this neat arrangement he had carefully 


eat 
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let down the enormous load of white sugared cake which had been the 
huge ornament of the window. 

“What on earth are you doing? 1 * she asked. 

“Duty, my dear Laura,” he began. 

“Oh, for the Lord’s sake, stop a minute,” she cried, “and don’t talk to 
me in that way. I mean what is all that?” 

“A ceremonial meal, Miss Hope.” 

“And what is that?" she asked impatiently, pointing to the mountain 
of sugar. 

“The wedding-cake, Mrs. Angus,” he said. 

The girl marched to that article, removed it with some clatter, and put 
it back in the shop-window; she then returned, and, putting her elegant 
elbows on the table, regarded the young man not unfavourably, but with 
considerable exasperation. 

“You don’t give me any time to think,” she said. 

“I’m not such a fool,” he answered; “that’s my Christian 

She was still looking at him; but she had grown considerably graver 
behind the smile. 

“Mr. Angus,” she said steadily, “before there is a minute more of this 
nonsense I must tell you something about myself as shortly as I can. 

“Delighted,” replied Angus gravely. “You might tell me something 
about myself, too, while you are about it.” 

“Oh, do hold your tongue and listen,” she said. “It’s nothing that I m 
ashamed of, and it isn’t even anything that I’m specially sorry about. But 
what would you say if there were something that is no business of mine 
and yet is my nightmare?” 

“In that case,” said the man seriously, “I should suggest that you bring 
back the cake.” 

“Well, you must listen to the story first,” said Laura, persistently. “To 
begin with, I must tell you that my father owned the inn called the ‘Red 
Fish’ at Ludbury, and I used to serve people in the bar.” 

“I have often wondered,” he said, “why there was a kind of a Christian 
air about this one confectioner’s shop.” 

“Ludbury is a sleepy, grassy little hole in the Eastern Counties, and the 
only kind of people who ever came to the ‘Red Fish’ were occasional 
commercial travellers, and for the rest, the most awful people you can 
see, only you’ve never seen them. I mean little, loungy men, who had 
just enough to live on, and had nothing to do but lean about in bar-rooms 
and bet on horses, in bad clothes that were just too good for them. Even 
these wretched young rotters were not very common at our house; but 
there were two of them that were a lot too common—common in every 
sort of way. They both lived on money of their own, and were weari¬ 
somely idle and over-dressed. But yet I was a bit sorry for them, because 
1 half believe they slunk into our little empty bar because each of them 
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had a slight deformity; the sort of tiling that some yokels faugh at. It 
wasn’t exactly a deformity either; it was more an oddity. One of them 
was a surprisingly small man, something like a dwarf, or at least like a 
jockey. He was not at all jockeyish to look at, though, he had a round 
black head and a well-trimmed black beard, bright eves like a bird’s; lie 

J O' / ■ 

jingled money in his pockets; he jangled a great gold watch chain; and he 
never turned up except dressed just too much like a gentleman to be one. 
He was no fool, though, though a futile idler; he was curiously clever at 
all kinds of things that couldn’t be the Slightest use; a sort of impromptu 
conjuring; making fifteen matches set fire to each other like a regular fire¬ 
work; or cutting a banana or some such thing into a dancing doll. His 
name was Isidore Smythe; and I can see him still, with his little dark face, 

just coming up to the counter, making a jumping kangaroo out of five 
cigars. 

The otiier fellow was more silent and more ordinary; but somehow 
he alarmed me much more than poor little Smythe. He was very tall and 
slight, and light-haired; his nose had a high bridge, and he might almost 
have been handsome in a spectral sort of way; but he had one of the most 
appalling squints I have ever seen or heard of. When he looked straight 
at you, you didn’t know where you were yourself, let alone what he was 
looking at. I fancy this sort of disfigurement embittered the poor chap a 
little; for while Smythe was ready to show off his monkey tricks any¬ 
where, James Welkin (that was the squinting man’s name) never did 
anything except soak in our bar parlour, and go for great walks by 
imself in the flat, grey country all round. All the same, 1 think Smythe, 
too, was a little sensitive about being so small, though he carried it off 
mc * rc sm artly. And so it was that I was really puzzled, as well as startled, 
and very sorry, when they both offered to marry me in the same 

week. 

Well, I did what I’ve since thought was perhaps a silly thing. But, 
t ' lese breaks were my friends in a way; and 1 had a horror of their 
t inking I refused them for the real reason, which was that they were so 
impossibly ugly. So I made up some gas of another sort, about never 
^caning to marry anyone who hadn’t carved his way in the world. I said 
! ^ a P°int of principle with me not to live on money that was just 
1 icrited like theirs. Two days alter I had talked in this well-meaning 

bo*] ° f w ^°i e trouble began. The first thing I heard was that 

1 01 them had gone off to seek their fortunes, as if they were in some 
s % fairy tale. • 

1 WcM vc never seen either of them from that day to this. But I’ve 
1a two letters from the little man called Smythe, and really they were 

rather exciting.’ ’ ; 

,^er heard of the other man?” asked Angus. 

°> he never wrote,” said the girl, after an instant’s hesitation. 
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“SmytKe’s first letter was simply to say that he had started out walking 
with Welkin to London; but Welkin was such a good walker that the 
little man dropped out of it, and took a rest by the roadside. He happened 
to be picked up by some travelling show, and, partly because he was 
nearly a dwarf, and partly because he was really a clever little wretch, he 
got on quite well in the show business, and was soon sent up to the 
Aquarium, to do some tricks that I torgot. That was his first letter. His 
second was much more of a startler, and I only got it last week.” 

The man called Angus emptied his coffee-cup and regarded her with 
mild and patient eyes. Her own mouth took a slight twist of laughter as 
she resumed: ‘‘I suppose you’ve seen on the hoardings all about this 
‘Smythe’s Silent Service’? Or you must be the only person that hasn’t. 
Oh, I don’t know much about it, it’s some clockwork invention for doing 
all the housework by machinery. You know the sort of thing: ‘Press a 
button—A Butler who Never Drinks.’ ‘Turn a handle—Ten Housemaids 
who Never Flirt.’ You must have seen the advertisements. Well, what¬ 
ever these machines are, they are making pots of money; and they are 
making it all for that little imp whom I knew down in Ludbury. I can’t 
help feeling pleased the poor little chap has fallen on his feet; but the plain 
fact is, I’m in terror of his turning up any minute and telling me he’s 
carved his way in the world—as he certainly has.” 

“And the other man?” repeated Angus with a sort of obstinate quietude. 

Laura Hope got to her feet suddenly. “My friend,” she said: “I think 
you are a witch. Yes, you are quite right. I have not seen a line of the 
other man’s writing; and I have no more notion than the dead of what or 
where he is. But it is of him that I am frightened. It is he who is all about 
my path. It is he who has half driven me mad. Indeed, I think he has 
driven me mad; for I have felt him where he could not have been, and 
I have heard his voice when he could not have spoken/’ 

“Well, my dear,” said the young man, cheerfully, “if he were Satan 
himself, he is done for now you have told somebody. One goes mad all 
alone, old girl. But when was it you fancied you felt and heard our 
squinting friend?” 

“I heard James Welkin laugh as plainly as I hear you speak,” said the 
girl, steadily. “There was nobody there, for I stood just outside the shop 
at the corner, and could see down both streets at once. I had forgotten 
how he laughed, though his laugh was as odd as his squint. I had not 
thought of him for nearly a year. But it’s a solemn truth that a few seconds 
later the first letter came from his rival.” 

“Did you ever make the spectre speak or squeak, or anything?” asked 
Angus, with some interest. 

Laura suddenly shuddered, and dien said with an unshaken voice: 
“Yes. Just when I had finished reading the second letter from Isidore 
Smythe announcing his success, just then, I heard Welkin say: ‘He shan’t 
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have you, though/ It was quite plain, as if he were in the room. It is 
awful; I think I must be mad/* 

If you really were mad, said the young man, “you would think you 

must be sane. But certainly there seems to me to be something a little 

rum about this unseen gentleman. Two heads are better than one_I spare 

you allusions to any other organs—and really, if you would allow me, 

as a sturdy, practical man, to bring back the wedding-cake out of the 
window-’ 

Even as he spoke, there was a sort of steely shriek in the street outside, 
and a smail motor, driven at devilish speed, shot up to the door of the 

s op and stuck there. In the same flash of time a small man in a shiny top 
Jut stood stamping in die outer room. 

Angus, who had hitherto maintained hilarious ease from motives of 
mental hygiene, revealed the strain of his soul by striding abruptly out of 
e mner room and confronting the new-comer. A glance at him was 

t l iutc , 1iciuit t0 confirm the savage guesswork of a man in love. This 
very dapper but dwarfish figure, with the spike of black beard carried 
insolently forward, the clever unrestful eyes, the neat but very nervous 
mgcrs, could be none other than the man just described to him: Isidore 
mythe, who made dolls out of banana skins and matchboxes: Isidore 
myt e, who made millions out of undrinking butlers and unflirting 
ousemaids of metal. For a moment the two men, instinctively under- 
tan mg each other s air of possession, looked at each other with that 
-ous ,.oId generosity which is the soul of rivalry. 

r. Smythe, however, made no allusion to the ultimate ground of 

l C 1 / f nta 8 0r ^ s , m > but said simply and explosively: “Has Miss Hope seen 
that thing on the window?” 

“Tl? > w * ndow ? re P eat ed the staring Angus, 
shnrd„ ere «Tu° t > mC C ° c> 'l dam ot ^ er things,” said the small millionaire 
gated” lhCrC S S ° mC con ^ ooler y g°ing on here that has to be investi- 

hv^iK^k* walking-stick at the window, recently depleted 

ishrd f n 1 P re P arat *°ns of Mr. Angus; and that gentleman was aston- 
had rf 0 ,.^ t ° n ^ l e k° nt °f ( h e glass a long strip of paper pasted, which 
s 0tn - 7 been on the window when he had looked through it 

strew 1 w j° r , e ' following the energetic Smythe outside into the 
f..]i ’ le 0U j ,at some yard and a half of stamp paper had been care- 

charaw Umn »?r a ° n ^ t ^ e gl ass ou^i^e, and on this was written in straggly 
characters;, If you marry Smythe, he will die.” ^ X 

not mad” ““ AngU$ ’ pUtting his bi § rcd head int0 th e shop, “you’re 

haven’t^ cbat f e H° w Welkin,” said Smythe gruffly. “I 

the last • U l 1 L° r . ^f ar ?’ but be s a l wa Y s bothering me. Five times in 
ortmght he s had threatening letters left at my flat, and I can’t 
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even find out who leaves them, let alone if it is Welkin himself. The 
porter of the flats swears that no suspicious characters have been seen, and 
here he has pasted up a sort of dado on a public shop window, while the 
people in the shop-” 

“Quite so,” said Angus modestly, “while the people in the shop were 
having tea. Well, sir, I can assure you I appreciate your common sense 
in dealing so directly with the matter. We can talk about other things 
afterwards. The fellow cannot be very far off yet, for I swear there was 
no paper there when I went last to the window, ten or fifteen minutes 
ago. On the other hand, he's too far off to be chased, as we don’t even 
know the direction. If you’ll take my advice, Mr. Smythe, you’ll put this 
at once in the hands of some energetic inquiry man, private rather than 
public. I know an extremely clever fellow, who has set up in business 
five minutes from here in your car. His name’s Flambeau, and though his 
youth was a bit stormy, he’s a strictly honest man now, and his brains 
are worth money. He lives in Lucknow Mansions, Hampstead.” 

“That is odd,” said the little man, arching his black eyebrows. “I live 
myself in Himalaya Mansions round the corner. Perhaps you might care 
to come with me; I can go to my rooms and sort out these queer 
Welkin documents, while you run round and get your friend the 
detective.” 

“You are very good,” said Angus politely. “Well, the sooner we act 
the better.” 

Both men, with a queer kind of impromptu fairness, took the same 
sort of formal farewell of the lady, and both jumped into the brisk little 
car. As Smythe took the wheel and they turned the great corner of the 
street, Angus was amused to see a gigantesque poster of “Smythe’s Silent 
Service,” with a picture of a huge headless iron doll, carrying a saucepan 
with the legend, “A Cook Who is Never Cross.” 

“I use them in my own flat,” said the little black-bearded man, laugh- 
ing, “partly for advertisement, and partly for real convenience. Honestly, 
and all above board, those big clockwork dolls of mine do bring you 
coals or claret or a time-table quicker than any live servants I’ve ever 
known, if you know which knob to press. But I’ll never deny, between 
ourselves, that such servants have their disadvantages, too.” 

. “Indeed?” said Angus; “is there something they can’t do?” 

“Yes,” replied Smythe coolly; “they can’t tell me who left those 
threatening letters at my flat.” 

The man’s motor was small and swift like himself; in fact, like his 
domestic service, it was of his own invention. If he was an advertising 
quack, he was one who believed in his own wares. The sense ol something 
tiny and flying was accentuated as they swept up long white curves ot 
road in the dead but open daylight of evening. Soon the white curves 
came sharper and dizzier; they were upon ascending spirals, as they say 
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in tne modem religions. For, indeed, they were cresting a corner of 
London which is a lino: st as precipitous as Edinburgh, if not quite so 
picturesque. Terrace rose above terrace, and the special tower of flats 
they sought, rose above them all to almost Egyptian height, gilt by the 
level sunset. The change, as they turned the corner and entered the 
crescent known as Himalaya Mansions, was as abrupt as the opening of a 
window; for they found that pile of flats sitting above London as above a 
green sea of slate. Opposite to the mansions, on the other side of the 
gravel crescent, was a bushy enclosure more like a steep hedge or dyke 
than a garden, and some way below that ran a strip of artificial water, a 
sort of canal, like the moat of that embowered fortress. As the car swept 
round the crescent it passed, at one corner, the stray stall of a man selling 
chestnuts; and right away at the other end of tiic curve, Angus could see 
a dim blue policeman walking slowly. These were the only human 

* i jh that high suburban solitude; but he had an irrational sense that 

they expressed die speechless poetry of London. He fel t as if they were 
figures in a story. 

I he little car shot up to the right house like a bullet, and shot out its 
owner like a bomb shell. He was immediately inquiring of a tall com¬ 
missionaire in shining braid, and a short porter in shirt sleeves, whether 
anybody or anything had been seeking his apartments. He was assured 
that nobody and nothing had passed these officials since his last inquiries; 
whereupon he and the slightly bewildered Angus were shot up in the lift 
kke a rocket, till they reached the top floor. 

Just come in for a minute/* said the breathless Smythc. “I want to 

show you those Welkin letters. Then you might run round the corner 

an ^ ! u 1 your friend.” He pressed a button concealed in the wall, and 
the door opened of itself. 

It opened on a long, commodious ante-room, of which the only arrest- 
mg features, ordinarily speaking, were the rows of tall half-human 
mechanical figures that stood up on both sides like tailors' dummies. Like 
ta (,rs dummies they were headless; and like tailors’ dummies they had 
1 Lunlsome unnecessary bumpiness in the shoulders, and a pigeon- 
reasted protuberance of chest; but barring this, they were not much 
umch more like a human figure than any automatic machine at a station 
t at is about the human height. They had two great hooks like arms, for 
carrying trays; and they were painted pea-green, or vermilion, or black 
or convenience of distinction; in every other way they were only auto¬ 
matic machines and nobody would have looked twice at them. On this 
occasion, at least, nobody did. For between the two rows of these 
U)311cst ' c dummies lay something more interesting than most of the 

renames of the world. It was a white, tattered scrap of paper scrawled 
i rccl m k; and the agile inventor had snatched it up almost as soon as 

* e oor flew open. He handed it to Angus without a word. The red 
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ink on it actually was not dry, and the message ran: “If you have been 
to see her to-day, I shall kill you/’ 

There was a short silence, and then Isidore Smythe said quietly: “Would 
you like a little whisky? I rather reel as if I should/’ 

“Thank you; I should like a little Flambeau/’ said Angus, gloomily. 
“This business seems to me to be getting rather grave. I’m going round 
at once to fetch him/* 

“Right you are/’ said the other, with admirable cheerfulness, 
him round here as quick as you can/’ 

But as Angus closed the front door behind him he saw Smythe push 
back a button, and one of the clockwork images glided from its place and 
slid along a groove in the floor carrying a tray with syphon and decanter. 
There did seem something a trifle weird about leaving the little man 
alone among those dead servants, who were coming to life as the door 
closed. 

Six steps down from Smythe’s landing the man in shirt sleeves was 
doing something with a pail. Angus stopped to extract a promise, forti¬ 
fied with a prospective bribe, that he would remain in that place until 
the return with the detective, and would keep count of any kind of 
stranger coming up those stairs. Dashing down to the front hall he then 
laid similar charges of vigilance on the commissionaire at the front door, 
from whom he learned the simplifying circumstance that there was no 
back door. Not content with this, he captured the floating policeman and 
induced him to stand opposite the entrance and watch it; and finally 
paused an instant for a pennyworth of chestnuts, and an inquiry as to the 
probable length of the merchant’s stay in the neighbourhood. 

The chestnut seller, turning up the collar of his coat, told him he 
should probably be moving shortly, as he thought it was going to snow. 
Indeed, the evening was growing grey and bitter, but Angus, with all his 
eloquence, proceeded to nail the chestnut man to his post. 

‘‘Keep yourself warm on your own chestnuts,” he said earnestly. “Eat 
up your whole stock; I’ll make it worth your while. I’ll give you a 
sovereign if you’ll wait here till I come back, and then tell me whether 
any man, woman, or child has gone into that house where the com¬ 
missionaire is standing.” 

He then walked away smartly, with a last look at the besieged tower. 

“I’ve made a ring round that room, anyhow,” he said. “They can’t all 
four of them be Mr. Welkin’s accomplices.” 

Lucknow Mansions were, so to speak, on a lower platform of that hill 
of houses, of which Himalaya Mansions might be called the peak. Mr. 
Flambeau’s semi-official flat was on the ground floor, and presented in 
every way a marked contrast to the American machinery and cold hotel¬ 
like luxury of the flat of the Silent Service, Flambeau, who was a friend 
of Angus, received him in a rococo artistic den behind his office, of which 
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the ornaments were sabres, harquebuses, Eastern curiosities, flasks of 
Italian wine, savage cooking-pots, a plumy i’ersian cat, and a small dusty- 
looking Roman Cathohc priest, who looked particularly out of place. 

“This is my friend, Father Brown,’ ’ said Flambeau. “! ’ve often wanted 
you to meet him. Splendid weather, this; a little cold for Southerners 
like me.” 

Yes, I think it will keep clear,” said Angus, sitting down on a violet- 
striped Eastern ottoman. 

No, said the priest quietly; ‘‘it has begun to snow.” 

And indeed, as he spoke, the first few flakes, foreseen by the man of 
chestnuts, began to drift across the darkening window-pane. 

Well,” said Angus heavily. “I’m afraid I’ ve come on business, and 
rather jumpy business at that. The fact is, Flambeau, within a stone’s 
throw of your house is a fellow who badly wants your help; he’s per¬ 
petually being haunted and threatened by an invisible enemy—a scoundrel 
whom nobody has even seen/’ As Angus proceeded to tell the whole 
tale of Smythe and Welkin beginning with Laura’s story, and going on 
with his own, the supernatural laugh at the corner of two empty streets, 
the strange distinct words spoken in an empty room, Flambeau grew 
niore and more vividly concerned, and the little priest seemed to be left 
0Llt 'it, like a piece of furniture. When it came to the scribbled stamp- 
P a P er pasted on the window, Flambeau rose, seeming to fill the room 
v/ kh his huge shoulders. 

If you don’t mind,” he said, “I think you had better tell me the rest 
on the nearest road to this man’s house. It strikes me, somehow, that 
the re is no time to be lost,” 

Delighted,” said Angus, rising also, “though he’s safe enough for the 

present, for I’ve set four men to watch the only hole to his burrow.” 

J h? y turned out into the street, the small priest trundling after them 

with the docility of a small dog. He merely said, in a cheerful way, like 

one making conversation: “How quick the snow eets thick on the 
ground.” ^ 5 

As they threaded the steep side streets already powdered with silver, 

. n 8 us finished his story; and by the time they reached the crescent with 
t e towering flats, he had leisure to turn his attention to the four sentinels. 

ll CStnut Se ^ er » both, before and after receiving a sovereign, swore 
stubbornly that he had watched the door and seen no visitor enter. The 
P° ceman was even more emphatic. He said he had had experience of 
• °f ah kinds, in top hats and in rags; he wasn’t so green as to expect 

suspicious characters to look suspicious; he looked out for anybody, and, 
so lc P hhn, there had been nobody. And when all three men gathered 
round the gilded commissionaire, who still stood smiling astride of the 
P 0 ^* e verdict was more final still. 

ve got a right to ask any man, duke or dustman, what he wants in 
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these flats,’’ said the genial and gold-laced giant, “and I’ll swear there’s 
been nobody to ask since this gentleman went away,” 

The unimportant Father Brown, who stood back, looking modestly at 
the pavement, here ventured to say meekly: “Has nobody been up and 
down stairs, then, since the snow began to fall? It began while we were 
all round at Flambeau’s.” 


“Nobody’s been in here, sir, you can take it from me,” said the official, 
with beaming authority. 

“Then I wonder what that is?” said the priest, and stared at the ground 
blankly like a fish. 

The others all looked down also; and Flambeau used a fierce exclama¬ 


tion and a French gesture. For it was unquestionably true that down the 
middle of the entrance guarded by the man in gold lace, actually between 
the arrogant, stretched legs of that colossus, ran a stringy pattern of grey 
footprints stamped upon the white snow. 


“God!” cried Angus involuntarily; “the Invisible Man!” 


Without another word he turned and dashed up the stain, with 
Flambeau following; but Father Brown still stood looking about him in 


the snow-clad street as if he had lost interest in his query. 

Flambeau was plainly in a mood to break down the door with his big 
shoulder; but the Scotsman, with more reason, if less intuition, fumbled 


about on the frame of the door till he found the invisible button; and the 


door swung slowly open. 

It showed substantially the same serried interior; the hall had grown 
darker, though it was still struck here and there with the last crimson 
shafts of sunset, and one or two of the headless machines had been moved 
from their places for this or that purpose, and stood here and there about 
the twilit place. The green and red of their coats were all darkened in the 
dusk, and their likeness to human shapes slightly increased by their very 
shapelessness. But in the middle of them all, exactly where the paper 
with the red ink had lain, there lay something that looked very like red 
ink spilled out of its bottle. But it was not red ink. 

With a French combination of reason and violence Flambeau simply 
said “Murder!” and, plunging into the flat, had explored every corner 
and cupboard of it in five minutes. But if he expected to find a corpse he 
found none. Isidore Smythe simply was not in the place, either dead or 
alive. After the most tearing search the two men met each other in the 
outer hall with streaming faces and staring eyes. “My friend,” said 
Flambeau, talking French in his excitement, “not only is your murderer 
invisible, but he makes invisible also the murdered man.” 

Angus looked round at the dim room full of dummies, and in some 
Celtic comer of his Scotch soul a shudder started. One of the life-size 
dolls stood immediately overshadowing the blood stain, summoned, 
perhaps, by the slain man an instant before he fell. One of the high- 
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shoulderc hooks that served the tiling for arms, was a little lifted and 
Angus had suddenly the horrid fancy that poor Smythe’s own iron child 
had struck him down. Matter had rebelled, and these machines had killed 
their master. But even so, what had they done with him? 

Eaten him?” said the nightmare at liis ear; and he sickened for an 

instant at the idea ol rent, human remains absorbed and crushed into all 
that acephalous clockwork. 

He recovered his mental health by an emphatic erort, and said to 

Flambeau: Well, there it is. The poor fellow has evaporated like a 

uoud and left a red streak on the floor. The tale docs not belong to this 
world.’ ’ b 


■ 11 " b 0| dy one thing to be done,” said Flambeau, ’’whether it 
elongs to this world or the other, I must go down and talk to my friend.” 

, "py descended, passing the man wit h the pail, who again asseverated 
, a * e ^ a d kt no intruder pass, down to the commissionaire and the 
overing chestnut man, who rightly reasserted their own watchfulness, 
ut when Angus looked rotmd for his fourth confirmation he could not 
■“V* called out with some nervousness: "Where is the policeman?” 
I beg your pardon,” said Father Brown; “that is my fault. I just sent 
m down the road to investigate something—that I just thought worth 

investigating.” 6 

WC Wam k ac k P rett Y soon,” said Angus abruptly, “for the 

W ^?,» e<a man ll P sta i rs has not only been murdered, but wiped out.” 

( How?” asked the priest. 

Father, said Flambeau, after a pause, “upon my soul I believe it is 
j 110re 111 )’ our department than mine. No friend or foe has entered the 
natur 1 ^ B one > as if stolen by die fairies. If that is not super- 


As he spoke they were all checked by an unusual sight; the big blue 

po ceman came round the corner of the crescent running. He came 
straight up to Brown. 5 

k j 0U r . e r ight, sir, he panted, “they’ve just found poor Mr. Smythe’s 

body !n the canal down below.” 

^^k^d t0 ^ he run down and drown 

n f V ^ 1 f came down, 111 swear,” said the constable, “and he wasn’t 
downed either, for he died of a great stab over the heart.” 

<«r n ^ et Y® u saw no °ne enter? M said Flambeau in a grave voice. 

, us Wa ^ down the road a little,” said the priest. 

l, Stun'H e ^f reaC ^ eC ^ ot ^ ler en d °f the crescent he observed abrupdy: 
th^v f °j ‘ i ^ forgot to ask the policeman something. I wonder if 

‘ <y m nd i a ightbrownsack ” 

^ a brown sack?” asked Angus, astonished. 

ccause if it was any other coloured sack, the case must begin over 
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again,” said Father Brown; “but if it was a light brown sack, why, the 
case is finished.” 

“I am pleased to hear it,” said Angus with hearty irony. “It hasn’t 
begun, so far as I am concerned.” 

“You must tell us all about it,” said Flambeau, with a strange heavy 
simplicity, like a child. 

Unconsciously they were walking with quickening steps down the 
long sweep of road on the other side of the high crescent, Father Brown 
leading briskly, though in silence. At last he said with an almost touching 
vagueness: “Well, I’m afraid you’ll think it so prosy. We always begin 
at the abstract end of things, and you can’t begin this story anywhere else. 

‘ ‘Have you ever noticed this—that people never answer what you say? 
They answer what you mean—or what they think you mean. Suppose 
one lady says to another in a country house, ‘Is anybody staying with 
you?’ the lady doesn’t answer ‘Yes; the butler, the three footmen, the 
parlour-maid, and so on,’ though the parlour-maid may be in the room, 
or the butler behind her chair. She says: ‘There is nobody staying with 
us,’ meaning nobody of the sort you mean. But suppose a doctor inquir¬ 
ing into an epidemic asks, ‘Who is staying in the house?’ then the lady 
will remember the buder, the parlour-maid, and the rest. All language is 
used like that; you never get a question answered literally, even when you 
get it answered truly. When those four quite honest men said that no 
man had gone into the Mansions, they did not really mean that no man 
had gone into them. They meant no man whom they could suspect of 
being your man. A man did go into the house, and did come out of it, 
but they never noticed him.” 

“An invisible man?” inquired Angus, raising his red eyebrows. 

“A mentally invisible man,” said Father Brown. 

A minute or two after he resumed in the same unassuming voice, like 
a man thinking his way. “Of course, you can’t think of such a man, until 
you do think of him. That’s where his cleverness comes in. But I came 
to think of him through two or three litde things in the tale Mr. Angus 
told us. First, there was the fact that this Welkin went for long walks. 
And then there was the vast lot of stamp paper on the window. And 
then, most of all, there were the two things the young lady* said—things 
that couldn’t be true. Don’t get annoyed,” he added hastily, noting a 
sudden movement of the Scotsman’s head; “she thought they were true 
all right, but they couldn’t be true. A person cant be quite alone in a 
street a second before she receives a letter. She can’t be quite alone in a 
street when she starts reading a letter just received. There must be some¬ 
body pretty near her; he must be mentally invisible.” 

“Why must there be somebody near her?” asked Angus. 

“Because,” said Father Brown: “barring carrier-pigeons, somebody 
must have brought her die letter.” 
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Do you really mean to say, asked Flambeau, with energy, 'that 
\v'clkin carried his rival’s letters to his lady?’’ 

Yes, said the priest. Welkin earned his rival s letters to his ladv 
You see, he had to.” 

“Oh, I can’t stand much more of this,” exploded Flambeau. “Who is 
this fellow? What does he look like. What is the usual get-up of a 

mentally invisible man?” 

. '' - 1:) h 1 1 rather handsomely in red, blue and gold,” replied the 
priest promptly with decision, “and in this striking, and even showy 

he ancrcd Himalaya Mansions under eight human eyes; he 
killed Smythe in cold blood, and came down into the street again carry¬ 
ing the dead body in his arms-” 

i (i\ * 

evcrena sir, cried Angus, standing still, “are you raving mad, or 

am. i; 

You are not mad, said Brown, “only a little unobservant. You 
have not noticed such a man as this, for example ” 

He took three quick strides forward, and put his hand on the shoulder 

° j** ° r , ai Y P assin g postman who had bustled by them unnoticed 
under the shade of the trees. 

v ev pr notices postmen, somehow/’ he said thoughtfully; “yet 

ey lave passions like other men, and even carry large bags where a 
small corpse can be stowed quite easily.” 

. e Pitman, instead of turning naturally, had ducked and tumbled 
gainst t ic garden fence. He was a lean fair-bearded man of very ordinary 
appearance, but as he turned an alarmed face over his shoulder, all three 
cn Were fixed with an almost fiendish squint. 

am eau went back to his sabres, purple rugs and Persian cat, having 
a^tlr * t0 . atten d to. John Turnbull Angus went back to the lady 
extr C $ l w ^ om imprudent young man contrives to be 

hills^ 1 rl^ c £ m f orta ble. But Father Brown walked those snow-covered 

tr . ef i e stars ^ or man y hours with a murderer, and what they said 
10 each otI *r will never be known. 
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Wraon^cU even ^ n g of olive and silver was closing in, as Father Brown, 
and beh \A pl a id, came to the end of a grey Scotch valley 

or holl C n C stran S e cast le oi Glengyle. It stopped one end of the glen 
Risina’^ a alley; and it looked like the end of the world. 
French-^ ste ^P r ^ofs and spires of seagreen slate in the manner of the old 
cottish chateaux, it reminded an Englishman of the sinister steeple- 
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aats of witches in fairy tales; and the pine woods that rocked round the 

by comparison, as black as numberless flocks of 
ravens, ihis note of a dreamy, almost a sleepy devilry, was no mere 
fancy from the landscape. For there did rest on the place one of those 
clouds of pride and madness and mysterious sorrow which he more 
heavily on the noble houses of Scotland than on any other of the children 
of men. For Scotland has a double dose of the poison called heredity; the 
sense of blood in the aristocrat, and the sense of doom in the Calvinist. 

The priest had snatched a day from his business at Glasgow to meet his 
friend Flambeau, the amateur detective, who was at Glengyle Castle with 
another more formal officer investigating the life and death of the late Earl 
of Glengyle. That mysterious person was the last representative of a race 
whose valour, insanity, and violent cunning had made them terrible even 
among the sinister nobility of their nation in the sixteenth century. None 
were deeper in that labyrinthine ambition, in chamber within chamber of 
that palace of lies that was built up around Mary Queen of Scots. 

The rhyme in the country-side attested the motive and the result of 
their machinations candidly: 

“As green sap to the simmer trees 
Is red gold to the Ogilvies.” 


For many centuries there had never been a decent lord in Glengyle 
Castle; and with the Victorian era one would have thought that all 
eccentricities were exhausted. The last Glengyle, however, satisfied his 
tribal tradition by doing the only thing that was left for him to do; he 
disappeared. I do not mean that he went abroad; by all accounts he was 
still in the castle, if he was anywhere. But though his name was in the 
church register and the big red Peerage, nobody ever saw him under the 
sun. 

If anyone saw him it was a solitary man-servant, something between a 
groom and a gardener. He was so deaf that the more business-like assumed 
him to be dumb; while the more penetrating declared him to be half¬ 
witted. A gaunt, red-haired labourer, with a dogged jaw and chin, but 
quite black-blue eyes, he went by the name of Israel Gow, and was the 
one silent servant on that deserted estate. But the energy with which he 
dug potatoes, and the regularity with which he disappeared into the 
kitchen gave people an impression that he was providing for the meals of 
a superior, and that the strange earl was still concealed in the castle. If 
society needed any further proof that he was there, the servant persistently 
asserted that he was not at home. One morning the provost and the 
minister (for the Glengyles were Presbyterian) were summoned to the 
castle. There they found that the gardener, groom and cook had added 
to his many professions that of an undertaker, and had nailed up his noble 
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master in a coffin. With how much or how little further inquiry this odd 
fact was passed, did not as yet very plainly appear; for the tiling had never 
been legally investigated till Flambeau had gone north two or three days 
before. By then the body of Lord Glengyle (it it was the body) had lain 
for some time in the little churchyard on the 
As Father Brown passed through the dim garden and came under the 
shadow of the chlteau, the clouds were thick and the whole air damp and 
’ iiundery. Against the last stripe ot the green-gold sunset he saw a black 
human silhouette; a man in a chimney-pot hat, with a big spade over his 
shoulder. The combination was queerly suggestive of a sexton; but when 
Brown remembered the deaf servant who dug potatoes, he thought it 
natural enough. He knew something of the Scotch peasant; he knew the 
respectability which might well feel it necessary to wear “blacks” for an 
official inquiry; he knew also the economy that would not lose an hour’s 
^88^8 f° r that. Even the man’s start and suspicious stare as the priest 
Vt (:1H hy were consonant enough with the vigilance and jealousy of such 



The great door was opened by Flambeau himself, who had with him 
a lean man with iron-grey hair and papers in his hand: Inspector Craven 
from Scotland Yard. The entrance hall was mostly stripped and empty; 
but the pale, sneering faces of one or two of the wicked Ogilvies looked 
down out of the black periwigs and blackening canvas. 

Following them into an inner room, Father Brown found that the allies 
ad been seated at a long oak table, of which their end w r as covered with 
scribbled papas, flanked with whisky and cigars. Through the whole of 
its remaining length it was occupied by detached objects arranged at 
* objects about as inexplicable as any objects could be. 

if a Sma ^ ^ ea P guttering broken glass. Another looked like 

a ‘iff lea P brown dust. A third appeared to be a plain stick of wood. 

ou seem to have a sort of geological museum here,” he said, as he 

sat own, jerking his head briefly in the direction of the browm dust and 
he crystalline fragments. 

lNot a geological museum,” replied Flambeau; “sav a psychological 
museum. r 7 6 



I >9^* f or the Lord s sake, cried the police detective, laughing, “don’t 
le ts begin with such long words.” 

p. y° u bnow what psychology means?” asked Flambeau with 

f«e u s ^ r P r * se * Psychology means being off y our chump.” 

I hardly follow,” replied the official. 

C *i - Sa ^ flambeau, with decision; “I mean that we’ve only found 
T « a bout Lord Glengyle, He was a maniac.” 
i C silhouette of Gow with his top hat and spade passed the 
. mmly outlined against the darkening sky. Father Brown stared 

passively at it and answered: 
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I can understand there must have been something odd about the man, 
or he wouldn t nave buried himself alive—nor been in such a hurry to 
bury ! himself dead. But what makes you think it was lunacy?” 

Well, said flambeau; you just listen to the list of things Mr. Craven 
has found in the house.” 

We must get a candle,” said Craven, suddenly. “A storm is getting 
up, and it’s too dark to read.” 

Have you found any candles,” asked Brown smiling, “among your 
oddities?” 57 


Flambeau raised a grave face, and fixed his dark eyes on his friend. 

That is curious, too,” he said. “Twenty-five candles, and not a trace 
of a candlestick.” 

In the rapidly darkening room and rapidly rising wind, Brown went 
along the table to where a bundle of wax candles lay among the other 
scrappy exhibits. As he did so he bent accidentally over the heap of red- 
brown dust; and a sharp sneeze cracked the silence. 

“Hullo!” he said; “snuff !” 

He took one of the candles, lit it carefully, came back and stuck it in 
the neck of the whisky bottle. The unrestful night air, blowing through 
the crazy window, waved the long flame like a banner. And on every 
side of the castle they could hear the miles and miles of black pine wood 
seething like a black sea around a rock. 

“I will read the inventory,” began Craven gravely, picking up one of 
the papers, “the inventory of what we found loose and unexplained in 
the castle. You are to understand that the place generally was dismantled 
and neglected; but one or two rooms had plainly been inhabited in a 
simple but not squalid style by somebody; somebody who was not the 
servant Gow. The list is as follows: 

“First item. A very considerable hoard of precious stones, nearly all 
diamonds, and all of them loose, without any setting whatever. Of 
course, it is natural that the Ogilvies should have family jewels; but those 
are exaedy the jewels that are almost always set in particular articles of 
ornament. The Ogilvies would seem to have kept theirs loose in their 
pockets, like coppers. 

“Second item. Heaps and heaps of loose snuff, not kept in a horn, or 
even a pouch, but lying in heaps on the mantelpieces, on the sideboard, 
on the piano, anywhere. It looks as if the old gentleman would not take 
the trouble to look in a pocket or lift a lid. 

“Third item. Here and there about the house curious little heaps of 
minute pieces of metal, some like steel springs and some in the form of 
microscopic wheels. As if they had gutted some mechanical toy. 

“Fourth item. The wax candles, which have to be stuck in botdenecks 
because there is nothing else to stick them in. Now I wish you to note 
how very much queerer all this is than anything we anticipated. For the 
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central riddle we are prepared; we have all seen at a glance i hat there was 
some tiling wrong about the last earl. Wc have come here to find out 
whether he really lived here, whether he really died here, whether that 
red-haired scarecrow who did his burying had anythin to do with his 
dying. But suppose the worst in all this, the most lurid or melodramatic 
solution you like. Suppose the servant really killed the master, or suppose 
the master isn’t really dead, or suppose the master is dressed up as the 
servant, or suppose the servant is buried for the master; invent what 
v Ikie Collins’s tragedy you like, and you still have not explained a 
candle without a candlestick, or why an elderly gentleman of good family 
should habitually spill snuff on the piano. The core of the tale we could 
imagine; it is the fringes that are mysterious. By no stretch of fancy can 

I man mind connect together snuff and diamonds and wax and loose 
clockwork.” 





I think I see the connexion,” said the priest. * mis uiengyie was 

a N iml hr each Revolution. He was an enthusiast for the ancien 

rfgitne, and was trying to re-enact Literally the family life of the last 

Bourbons. He had snuff because it was the eighteenth century luxury; 

wax candles, because they were the eighteenth century lighting; the 

mechanical bits of iron represent the locksmith hobby of Louis XVI; the 

diamonds are for the Diamond Necklace of Marie Antoinette.” 

Both the other men were staring at him with round eyes. “What a 

perfectly extraordinary notion!” cried Flambeau. “Do you really think 
that is the truth?” 

I am perfectly sure it isn’t,” answered Father Brown, “only you said 

could connect snuff and diamonds and clockwork and 

candles. I give you that connexion off-hand. The real truth, I am very 
sure, lies deeper.” 

He paused a moment and listened to the wailing of the wind in the 
turrets. Then lie said; “The late Earl of Glengyle was a thief. He lived a 
^cond and darker life as a desperate house-breaker. He did not have any 
Can . ^ c ks because he only used these candles cut short in the lantern he 
carrie . The snuff he employed as the fiercest French criminals have used 
pepper, to fling it suddenly in dense masses in the face of a captor or 
^ U ? u £ r * ® ut the final proof is in the curious coincidence of the diamonds 
ry e small steel wheels. Surely that makes everything plain to you? 
amends and small steel wheels are the only two instruments with which 

CUt ° Ut a ^ anC ^ ass ” 

, e b° u gh of a broken pine tree lashed heavily in the blast against the 
turi' 0VN '"~P anc behind them, as if in parody of a burglar, but they did not 
U ^Il> J roun<a * Their eyes were fastened on Father Brown. 

II . lam °uds and small wheels,” repeated Craven ruminating. “Is that 
*fj } n ^ a ke s y°u think it the true explanation?” 

t think it the true explanation,” replied the priest placidly; “but 
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you said that nobody could connect the four tilings. The true tale, of 
course, is something much more humdrum. Glengyle had found, or 
thought he had found, precious stones on his estate. Somebody had bam¬ 
boozled him with those loose brilliants, saying they were found in the 
castle caverns. The little wheels are some diamond-cutting affair. He had 
to do the thing very roughly and in a small way, with the help of a few 
shepherds or rude fellows on these hills. Snuff is the one great luxury of 
such Scotch shepherds; it’s the one tiling with which you can bribe them. 
They didn’t have candlesticks because they didn’t want them; they held 
the candles in their hands when they explored the caves/’ 

“Is that all?” asked Flambeau after a long pause. “Have we got to the 
dull truth at last?” 

“Oh, no,” said Father Brown. 

As the wind died in the most distant pine woods with a long hoot as of 
mockery, Father Brown, with an utterly impassive face, went on: 

“I only suggested that because you said one could not plausibly connect 
snuff with clockwork or candles with bright stones. Ten false philosophies 
will fit the universe; ten false theories will fit Glengyle Castle. But we 
want the real explanation of the castle and the universe. But are there no 
other exhibits?” 

Craven laughed, and Flambeau rose smiling to his feet and strolled 
down the long table. 

“Items five, six, seven, etc./’ he said, “are certainly more varied than 
instructive. A curious collection, not of lead pencils, but of the lead out 
of lead pencils. A senseless stick of bamboo, with the top rather splintered. 
It might be the instrument of the crime. Only, there isn’t any crime. The 
only other things are a few old missals and little Catholic pictures, which 
the Ogilvies kept, I suppose, from the Middle Ages—their family pride 
being stronger than their Puritanism. We only put them in the museum 
because they seem curiously cut about and defaced.” 

The heady tempest without drove a dreadful wrack of clouds across 
Glengyle and threw the long room into darkness as Father Brown picked 
up the little illuminated pages to examine them. He spoke before the 
drift of darkness had passed; but it was the voice of an utterly new man. 

“Mr. Craven,” said he, talking like a man ten years younger: “you have 
got a legal warrant, haven’t you, to go up and examine that grave? The 
sooner we do it the better, and get to the bottom of this horriole affair. 

If I were you I should start now.” 

“Now,” repeated the astonished detective, “and why now? 

“Because this is serious,” answered Brown; “this is not spilt snuff or 
loose pebbles, that might be there for a hundred reasons. There is only 
one reason I know of for this being done; and the reason goes down to the 
roots of the world. These religious pictures are not just dirtied or torn 
or scrawled over, which might be done in idleness or bigotry, by children 
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or by Protestants. These have been treated very carefully—and very 
queerly. In every place where the great ornamented name of God comes 
in the old illuminations it has been elaborately taken out. The only other 
thing that has been removed is the halo round the head of the Child Jesus. 
Therefore, I say, let us get our warrant and our spade and our hatchet, 
and go up and break open that coffin.” 

What do you mean?” demanded the London officer. 

I mean, answered the little priest, and his voice seemed to rise slightly 
in the roar of the gale. “I mean that the great devil o ; the universe may 
be sitting on the top tower of this castle at this moment, as big as a hundred 
elephants, and roaring like the Apocalypse. There is black magic some¬ 
where at the bottom of this.” 

magic,” repeated Flambeau in a low voice, for he was too en- 

a man not to know of such things; “but what can these other 
m ;s mean?” 

4( ®b, sometning damnable, I suppose,” replied Brown impatiently. 

jTw should I know? How can I guess all their mazes down below? 

erhaps you can make a torture out of snuff and bamboo. Perhaps 

unatics lust after wax and steel filings. Perhaps there is a maddening drug 

ma e of lead pencils! Our shortest cut to the mystery is up the hill to the 
grave. r 

His comrades hardly knew that they had obeyed and followed him till 
a blast of the night wind nearly flung them on their faces in the garden. 

^ CV t r . C f S ^ c y bad obeyed him like automata; for Craven found a 
ate et in his hand, and the warrant in his pocket; Flambeau was carrying 

]■ V ea ^y s P a de of the strange gardener; Father Brown was carrying the 
1 TK^ 1 * from which had been torn the name of God. 

1 C f at ^ U P l be hill to the churchyard was crooked but short; only 
( J \ ! C StI css °! wmc ^ fr kerned laborious and long. Far as the eye could 
* art er anc ^ father as they mounted the slope, were seas beyond seas 
e ncS> now aslope one way under the wind. And that universal 

abour^ Seemec ^ as va ^ n ^ b was vast » as vain as if that wind were whistling 
erowfk 01 ** 6 anc ^ purposeless planet. Through all that infinite 

is in th k 8 re y‘blue forests sang, shrill and high, that ancient sorrow that 
t ] lc ? K * art 1 or a j bcathen tilings. One could fancy that the voices from 
ing nap erW ° ^ °^ un fr t bomable foliage were cries of the lost and wander- 
whr> fi? S * w b° bad gone roaming in that irrational forest, and 

•<Vo ' “ C r find thcir V back to heaven, 
before said Father Brown in low but easy tone, “Scotch people 
still. But!, t and existed were a curious lot. In tact, they’re a curious lot 

That M h ,n ^? rehlSt0ric fr mes ^ fanc y c bcy really worshipped demons. 
“My fr ,a in S^ially, is why they jumped at the Puritan theology/’ 
snuffle* V* f^mbeau, turning in a kind of fury, “what does all 
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“My friend/ 1 replied Brown, with equal seriousness, “there is one 
mark of ail genuine religions: materialism. Now, devil-worship is a 
perfectly genuine religion.” 

They had come up on the grassy scalp of the hill, one of the few bald 
spots that stood clear of the crashing and roaring pine forest. A mean 
enclosure, partly timber and partly wire, rattled in the tempest to tell 
them die border of the graveyard. But by the time Inspector Craven had 
come to die corner of the grave, and Flambeau had planted his spade 
point downwards and leaned on it, diey were both almost as shaken as 
the shaky wood and wire. At the foot of die grave grew great tall thistles, 
grey and silver in their decay. Once or twice, when a ball of thistledown 
broke under the breeze and flew past him, Craven jumped slightly as if it 
had been an arrow. 


Flambeau drove the blade of his spade through the whistling grass into 
the wet clay below. Then he seemed to stop and lean on it as on a staff. 

“Go on,” said the priest very gently. “We are only trying to find the 
truth. What are you afraid of?” 

“I am afraid ot finding it,” said Flambeau. 

The London detective spoke suddenly in a high crowing voice that was 
meant to be conversational and cheery. “I wonder why he really did hide 
himself like that. Something nasty, I suppose; was he a leper?” 

“Something worse than that,” said Flambeau. 

“And what do you imagine,” asked the other, “would be worse than 
a leper?” 

“I don’t imagine it,” said Flambeau. 

He dug for some dreadful minutes in silence, and then said in a choked 
voice: “I’m afraid of his not being the right shape. 

“Nor was that piece of paper, you know,” said Father Brown quietly, 
“and we survived even that piece of paper.” 

Flambeau dug on with a blind energy. But the tempest had shouldered 
away the choking grey clouds that clung to the hills like smoke and 
revealed grey fields of faint starlight before he cleared the shape of a rude 
timber coffin, and somehow tipped it up upon the turf. Craven stepped 
forward with his axe; a thistle-top touched him, and he flinched. Then 
he took a firmer stride, and hacked and wrenched with an energy like 
Flambeau’s till the lid was torn off, and all that was there lay glimmering 


in the grey starlight. 

“Bones,” said Craven; and then he added, “but it is a man,” as if that 


were something unexpected. 

“Is he,” asked Flambeau in a voice that went oddly up and down, “is 
he all right?” 

“Seems so,” said the officer huskily, bending over the obscure and 
decaying skeleton in the box. “Wait a minute.” 

A vast heave went over Flambeau’s huge figure. “And now I come to 
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think of it,” he cried, “why in the name of madness shouldn’t he be all 

right? What is it gets hold of a man on these cursed cold mountains? I 

think it’s the black, brainless repetition; all these forests, and over all a 

ancient horror of unconsciousness. It s like the dream of an atheist. Pine- 

trees and more pine-trees and millions more pine-trees_” 

God!” cried the man by the coffin; “but he hasn’t got a head.” 

While the others stood rigid the priest, for the first time, showed a leap 
of startled concern. r 

No head! he repeated. No head? as if he had almost expected some 
other deficiency. 

Half-witted visions of a headless baby born to Glengyle, of a headless 

f ' 1 ' ' U|! ^ J G himself in the castle, of a headless man pacing those ancient 

halls or that gorgeous garden, passed in panorama through their minds. 

But even in that stiffened instant the tale took no root in them and 

seemed to have no reason in it. They stood listening to the loud woods 

an the shrieking sky quite foolishly, like exhausted animals. Thought 

seemed to be something enormous that had suddenly slipped out of their 
grasp. r r 

There are three headless men,” said Father Brown: “standing round 
this open grave.” 0 

The pale detective from London opened his mouth to speak, and left 
it open like a yokel, while a long scream of wind tore the sky; then he 

°“F k ,, e axe hands as if it did not belong to him, and dropped it. 

Father, said Flambeau in that infantile and heavy voice he used very 
lorn, what are we to do?” 

friend s reply came with the pent promptitude of a gun going off. 
eep! cried Father Brown. “Sleep. We have come to the end of 
e ways. Do you know what sleep is? Do you know that every man 
w 0 sleeps believes in God? It is a sacrament; for it is an act of faith and 
it is a food. And we need a sacrament, if only a natural one. .Some thing 

l as a ei \° n us ^ very seldom on men; perhaps the worst thine 

that can fall on them.” 6 

Craven’s parted lips came together to say: “What do you mean?”' 

‘‘\y P u neSt lUrne< ^ fr ce t0 £ h e castle as he answered: 

We have found the truth; and the truth makes no sense.” 

e went down the path in front of them with a plunging and reckless 
s ep very rare with him, and when they reached the castle again he threw 
lmself upon sleep with the simplicity of a dog. 

anv m y stic P raise of slumber, Father Brown was up earlier than 

j° ne c 7? exce pt the silent gardener; and was found smoking a big pipe 
Tou , Wa , tC , n S t f‘ a i t expert at his speechless labours in the kitchen garden. 

1 ar a ybreak the rocking storm had ended in roaring rains, and the 
k ame Wlt 1 3 curious freshness. The gardener seemed even to have 
conversing, but at sight of the detectives he planted his spade sullenly 
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in a bed and, saying something about his breakfast, shifted along the lines 
of cabbages and shut himself in the kitchen. “He’s a valuable man, that,” 
said Father Brown. “He does the potatoes amazingly. Still,” he added, 
with a dispassionate charity, “he has his faults; which of us hasn’t? He 
doesn’t dig this bank quite regularly. There, for instance,” and he stamped 
suddenly on one spot. “I’m really very doubtful about that potato.” 

“And why?” asked Craven, amused with the little man’s new hobby. 

“I’m doubtful about it,” said the other, “because old Gow was doubt¬ 
ful about it himself. He put his spade in methodically in every place but 
just this. There must be a mighty fine potato just there.” 

Flambeau pulled up the spade and impe tuously drove it into the place. 
He turned up, under a load of soil, something that did not look like a 
potato, but rather like a monstrous, over-domed mushroom. But it 
struck the spade with a cold click; it rolled over like a ball, and grinned 

up at them. 

“The Earl of Giengyle,” said Brown sadly, and looked down heavily 
at the skull. 

Then, after a momentary meditation, he plucked the spade from Flam¬ 
beau, and, saying: “We must hide it again,” clamped the skull down in 
the earth. Then he leaned his little body and huge head on the great 
handle of die spade, that stood up stiffly in the earth, and his eyes were 
empty and his forehead full of wrinkles. “If one could only conceive,” 
he muttered, “the meaning of this last monstrosity.” And leaning on the 
large spade handle, he buried his brows in his hands, as men do in church. 

All the corners of the sky were brightening into blue and silver; the 
birds were chattering in the tiny garden trees; so loud it seemed as if the 
trees themselves were talking. But the three men were silent enough. 

“Well, I give it all up,” said Flambeau at last boisterously. “My brain 
and this world don’t fit each other; and there’s an end of it. Snuff, spoilt 
Prayer Books, and the insides of musical boxes—what- 

Brown threw up his bothered brow and rapped on the spade handle 
with an intolerance quite unusual with him. “Oh, tut, tut, tut, tut! he 
cried. “All that is as plain as a pikestaff. I understood the snuff and clock¬ 
work, and so on, when I first opened my eyes this morning. And since 
then I’ve had it out with old Gow, the gardener, who is neither so deaf 
nor so stupid as he pretends. There’s something amiss about the loose 
items. I was wrong about the torn mass-book, too; there s no harm in 
that. But it’s this last business. Desecrating graves and stealing dead men s 
heads—surely there’s harm in that? Surely there s black magic still in 
that? That doesn’t fit in to the quite simple story of the snuff and the 
candles.” And, striding about again, he smoked moodily. 

“My friend,” said Flambeau, with a grim humour, “you must be care¬ 
ful with me and remember I was once a criminal. The great advantage of 
that estate was that I always made up the story myself, and acted it as 
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quick as I chose. This detective business of waiting about is too much 
for my French impatience. All my life, for good or evil, I i iave done things 
at the instant; 1 always fought duels the next morning; 1 always paid bills 
on the nail; I never even put off a visit to the dentist-” 

' r 

Father Brown’s pipe fell out of his mouth and broke into three pieces 
on the gravel i ath. He stood rolling his eyes, the exact picture of an idiot. 
“Lord, what a turnip I am!” he kept saying. “Lord, what a turnip!” 
I hen, in a somewhat groggy kind ot way, he began to laugh. 

“The dentist!” he repeated. “Six hours in the spiritual abyss, and all 
because I never thought of the dentist! Such a sirnpie, such a beautiful and 
peaceful thought! Friends, we have passed a night in hell; but now the 
sun is risen, the birds are singing, and tire radiant form of the dentist 
consoles the world.* * 


1 will get some sense out of this,” cried Flambeau, striding forward, “if 


I use the tortures of the Inquisition.” 

Father Brown repressed what appeared to be a momentary disposition 
to dance on the now sunlit lawn and cried quite piteously, like a child: 
“Oh, let me be silly a little. You don’t know how unhappy I have been. 
And now 1 know that there has been no deep sin in this business at all. 
Only a little lunacy, perhaps—and who minds that?” 


He spun round once, then faced them with gravity. 

“This is not a story of crime,” he said; “rather it is the story of a strange 
and crooked honesty. We are dealing with the one man on earth, per¬ 
haps, who has taken no more than his due. It is a study in the savage 
living logic that has been the religion of this race. 

That old local rhyme about the house of Glengyle- 


“ ‘As green sap to the simmer trees 
Is red gold to the Ogilvies’- 

was literal as well as metaphorical. It did not merely mean that the Glen- 
gyles sought for wealth; it was also true that they literally gathered gold; 
they had a huge collection of ornaments and utensils in that metal. They 
Were, in fact, misers whose mania took that turn. In the light of that fact, 
nin through all the things we found in the castle. Diamonds without 
their gold rings; candles without their gold candlesticks; snuff without the 
S°ld snuff-boxes; pencil-leads without the gold pencil-cases; a walking- 
stick without its gold top; clockwork without the gold clocks—or rather 
watches. And, mad as it sounds, because the halos and the name of God 
m t * le old missals were of real gold, these also were taken away.” 

The garden seemed to brighten, the grass to grow gayer in the strength- 
cning sun, as the crazy truth was told. Flambeau lit a cigarette as his 

friend went on. 

Were taken away,” continued Father Brown; “were taken away—but 
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not stolen. Thieves would never have left this mystery. Thieves would 
have taken the gold snuff-boxes, snuff and all; the gold pencil-cases, lead 
and all. We have to deal with a man with a peculiar conscience, but 
certainly a conscience. I found that mad moralist this morning in the 
kitchen garden yonder, and 1 heard the whole story. 

“The late Archbishop Ogilvie was the nearest approach to a good man 
ever bom at Glengyle. But his bitter virtue took the turn of the misan¬ 
thrope; he moped over the dishonesty of his ancestors, from which, some¬ 
how, he generalized a dishonesty of all men. More especially he distrusted 
philanthropy or free-giving; and he swore if he could find one man who 
took his exact rights he should have all the gold of Glengyle. Having 
delivered this defiance to humanity he shut himself up, without the 
smallest expectation of its being answered. One day, however, a deaf and 
seemingly senseless lad from a distant village brought him a belated tele¬ 
gram; and Glengyle, in his acrid pleasantry, gave him a new farthing. At 
least he thought he had done so, but when he turned over his change he 
found the new farthing still there and a sovereign gone. The accident 
offered him vistas of sneering speculation. Either way, the boy would 
show the greasy greed of the species. Either he would vanish, a thief 
stealing a coin; or he would sneak back with it virtuously, a snob seeking 
a reward. In the middle of the night Lord Glengyle was knocked up out 
of his bed—for he lived alone—and forced to open the door to the deaf 
idiot. The idiot brought with him, not the sovereign, but exactly nineteen 
shillings and eleven-pence three-farthings in change. 

“Then the wild exactitude of this action took hold on the mad lord s 
brain like fire. He swore he was Diogenes, that had long sought an honest 
man, and at last had found one. He made a new will, which I have seen. 
He took the literal youth into his huge, neglected house, and trained him 
up as his solitary servant and—after an odd manner—his heir. And what¬ 
ever that queer creature understands, he understood absolutely his lord s 
two fixed ideas: first, that the letter of right is everything; and second, that 
he himself was to have the gold of Glengyle. So far, that is all; and that is 
simple. He has stripped the house of gold, and taken not a grain that was 
not gold; not so much as a grain of snuff. He lifted the gold leaf off an old 
illumination, fully satisfied that he left the rest unspoilt. All that I under¬ 
stood; but I could not understand this skull business. I was really uneasy 
about that human head buried among the potatoes. It distressed me—till 
Flambeau said the word. 

“It will be all right. He will put the skull back in the grave, when he 
has taken the gold out of the tooth.” 

And, indeed, when Flambeau crossed the hill that morning, he saw 
that strange being, the just miser, diggings die desecrated grave, the 
plaid round his throat thrashing out in the mountain wind; the sober top 
hat on his head 
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Certain of the great roads going north out of London continue far into 
the country a sort ot attenuated and interrupted spectre of a street, with 
great gaps in the building, but preserving the line. Here will be a group 
of shops, followed by a renced field or paddock, and then a famous public- 
house, and then perhaps a market garden or a nursery garden, and then 
one large private house, and then another field and another inn, and so on. 
h anyone walks along one of these roads he will pass a house which will 
probably catch his eye, though he may not be able to explain its attraction. 
It is a long, low house, running parallel with the road, painted mostly 
white and pale green, with a veranda and sun-blinds, and porches capped 
with those quaint sort of cupolas like wooden umbrellas that one sees in 
sornc old-fashioned houses. In fact, it is an old-fashioned house, very 
English and very suburban in the good old wealthy Clapham sense. And 
V ct f ' jl house has a look of having been built chiefly for the hot weather. 
Looking at its white paint and sun-blinds one thinks vaguely or pugarees 
and even of palm trees. I cannot trace the teeling to its root; perhaps the 
place was built by an Anglo-Indian. 

Anyone passing this house, I say, would be namelessly fascinated by 
l t; would feel that it was a place about which some story was to be told. 
And he would have been right, as you shall shortly hear. For this is 
the story—the story of the strange things that did really happen in it 
in the Whitsuntide of the year 18—: 

Anyone passing the house on the Thursday before Whit-Sunday at 
about half-past four p.m. would have seen the front door open, and 
Father Brown, of the small church of St. Mungo, come out smoking 
a ar 8 c pipe in company with a very tall French iriend of his called 
ambeau, who was smoking a very small cigarette. These persons 
ma y or may not be of interest to die reader, but the truth is that they 
were not the only interesting things that were displayed when the 
r ont door the white-and-grecn house was opened. There are further 
peculiarities about this house, which must be described to start with, 
! 10t 0nl y diat the reader may understand this tragic tale, but also that 
e r J a y realize what it was that the opening of the door revealed. 

he whole house was built upon the plan of a T, but a T with a very 
° n g cross piece and a very short tail piece. The long cross piece was 
. e £ ronta ge that ran along in face of the street, with the front door 
. the middle; it was two stories high, and contained nearly all the 
important rooms. The short tail piece, which ran out at the back im- 
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mediately opposite the front door, was one story high, and consisted 
only of two long rooms, the one leading into the other. The first of 
these two rooms was the study in which the celebrated Mr. Quinton 
wrote his wild Oriental poems and romances. The farther room was a 
glass conservatory full of tropical blossoms of quite unique and almost 
monstrous beauty, and on such afternoons as these was glowing with 
gorgeous sunlight. Thus when the hall door was open, many a passer¬ 
by literally stopped to stare and gasp; tor he looked down a perspective 
of rich apartments to something really like a transformation scene in a 
fairy play: purple clouds and golden suns and crimson stars that were 
at once scorchingly vivid and yet transparent and far away. 

Leonard Quinton, the poet, had himself most carefully arranged this 
effect; and it is doubtful whether he so perfectly expressed his personality 
in any of his poems. For he was a man who drank and bathed in colours, 
who indulged his lust for colour somewhat to the neglect of form— 
even of good form. This it was that had turned his genius so wholly 
to eastern art and imagery; to those bewildering carpets or blinding 
embroideries in which all the colours seem fallen into a fortunate chaos, 
having nothing to typify or to teach. He had attempted, not perhaps 
with complete artistic success, but with acknowledged imagination and 
invention, to compose epics and love stories reflecting the riot of violent 
and even cruel colour; tales of tropical heavens of burning gold or blood- 
red copper; of eastern heroes who rode with twelve-turbaned mitres 
upon elephants painted purple or peacock green; of gigantic jewels 
that a hundred negroes could not carry, but which burned with ancient 
and strange-hued fires. 

In short (to put the matter from the more common point of view), 
he dealt much in eastern heavens, rather worse than most western hells; 
in eastern monarchs, whom we might possibly call maniacs; and in 
eastern jewels which a Bond Street jeweller (if the hundred staggering 
negroes brought them into his shop) might possibly not regard as 
genuine. Quinton was a genius, if a morbid one; and even his morbidity 
appeared more in his life than in his work. In temperament he was 
weak and waspish, and his health had suffered heavily from oriental 
experiments with opium. His wife—a handsome, hard-working, and, 
indeed, over-worked woman—objected to the opium, but objected 
much more to a live Indian hermit in white and yellow robes, whom 
her husband had insisted on entertaining for months together, a Virgil 
to guide his spirit through the heavens and the hells of the east. 

It was out of this artistic household that Father Brown and his friend 
stepped on to the door-step; and to judge from their faces, they stepped 
out of it with much relief. Flambeau had known Quinton in wild 
student days in Paris, and they had renewed the acquaintance for a 
week-end; but apart from Flambeau’s more responsible developments 
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of late, he did not get on well with the poet now. Choking oneself 
with opium and writing little erotic verses on vellum was not his notion 
of how a gentleman should go to the devil. As the two paused on the 
doorstep, before taking a turn in the garden, the front garden gate 
was thrown open with violence, and a young man with a billycock 
hat on the back of his head tumbled up the steps in his eagerness. He 
was a dissipated-looking youth with a gorgeous red necktie all awry, 

as if he had slept in it, and he kept fidgeting and lashing about with 
one of those little jointed canes. 

I say, he said breathlessly, I want to see old Quinton. I must see 
him. Has he gone?” 

Mr. Quinton is in, I believe,” said Father Brown, cleaning his pipe, 

but I do not know if you can see him. Ihe doctor is with him at 
present.” 

The young man, who seemed not to be perfectly sober, stumbled 
into the hall; and at the same moment the doctor came out of Quinton’s 
study, shutting the door and beginning to put on his gloves. 

See Mr. Quinton? said the doctor coolly. “No, I’m afraid you 
cant. In fact, you mustn’t on any account. Nobody must see him; 

I ve just given him his sleeping draught.” 

No, but look here, old chap,” said the youth in the red tie, trying 
affectionately to capture the doctor by the lapels of his coat. “Look 

simply sewn up, i tell you. 1-” 

l h 110 & 00 ^» hdr. Atkinson,” said the doctor, forcing him to fall 
back; when you can alter the effects of a drug I’ll alter my decision,” 
and, settling on his hat, he stepped out into the sunlight with the other 
two. He was a bull-necked, good-tempered little man with a small 
moustache, inexpressibly ordinary, yet giving an impression of capability, 
e young man in the billycock, who did not seem to be gifted 

^ lTi dcalin g w ith people beyond the general idea of clutch- 

^ their coats, stood outside the door, as dazed as if he had 

een [ rown out bodily, and silently watched the other three walk away 
together through the garden. 

was a sound, spanking lie I told just now,” remarked the medical 
*^an, aughing. In point of fact, poor Quinton doesn’t have his sleeping 
V ^° r near ^ half an hour. But I’m not going to have him bothered 
l little beast, who only wants to borrow money that he wouldn’t 
P a y ^ack if he could. He’s a dirty little scamp, though he is Mrs. Quinton’s 
-^r,and she’s as fine a woman as ever walked.” 

Yes, said Father Brown. “She’s a good woman.” 

0 propose to hang about the garden till the creature has cleared 
\. on the doctor, “and then I’ll go in to Quinton with the 
e lane. Atkinson can’t get in, because I locked the door.” 

1 that case, Dr. Harris,” said Flambeau, “we might as well walk 
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round at the back by the end of the conservatory. There’s no entrance 
to it that way but it’s worth seeing, even from the outside.” 

“Yes, and I might get a squint at my patient,” laughed the doctor, 
“for he prefers to lie on an ottoman right at the end of the conservatory 
amid all those blood-red poinsettias; it would give me the creeps. But 
what are you doing?” 

Father Brown had stopped for a moment, and picked up out of the 
long grass, where it had almost been wholly hidden, a queer, crooked 
Oriental knife, inlaid exquisitely in coloured stones and metals. 

‘‘What is this?” asked Father Brown, regarding it with some dis¬ 
favour. 

“Oh, Quinton’s, I suppose,” said Dr. Harris carelessly; “he has all 
sorts of Chinese knick-knacks about the place. Or perhaps it belongs 
to the mild Hindoo of his whom he keeps on a string.” 

“What Hindoo?” asked Father Brown, still staring at the dagger in 
his hand. 

“Oh, some Indian conjurer,” said the doctor lightly; “a fraud, of 
course.” 

“ You don’t believe in magic?” asked Father Brown without looking up. 

“Oh crikey! magic!” said the doctor. 

“It’s very beautiful,” said the priest in a low, dreaming voice; “the 
colours are very beautiful. But it s the wrong shape/’ 

“What for?” asked Flambeau, staring. 

“For anything. It’s the wrong shape in the abstract. Don’t you ever 
feel that about Eastern art? The colours are intoxicatingly lovely; but 
the shapes are mean and bad—deliberately mean and bad. I have seen 
wicked things in a Turkey carpet.” 

“Mon Dieu /” cried Flambeau, laughing. 

“They are letters and symbols in a language I don’t know; but I 
know they stand for evil words,” went on the priest, his voice growing 
lower and lower. “The lines go wrong on purpose—like serpents 
doubling to escape.” 

“What the devil are you talking about?” said the doctor with a loud 
laugh. 

Flambeau spoke quietly to him in answer. “The Father sometimes 
gets this mystic’s cloud on him,” he said; “but I give you fair warning 
that I have never known him have it except when there was some evil 
quite near.” 

“Oh, rats!” said the scientist. 

“Why, look at it,” cried Father Brown, holding out the crooked knife 
at arm’s length, as if it were some glittering snake. “Don’t you see it 
is the wrong shape? D'on’t you see that it has no hearty and plain pur¬ 
pose? It does not point like a spear. It does not sweep like a scythe. It 
does not look like a weapon. It looks like an instrument of torture. 
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“Well, as you don’t seem to like it,” said the jolly Harris, “it had 
better be taken back to its owner. Haven’t we come to the end of this 
confounded conservatory yet? This house is the wrong shape, if you 

“You don’t understand,” said Father Brown, shaking Iris head. “The 
shape oi this house is quaint—it is even laughable. But there is nothing 
wrong about it.” 

As they spoke they came round the curve of glass that ended the 
conservatory, an uninterrupted curve, for there was neither door nor 
window by which to enter at that end. The glass, however, was clear, 
and the sun still bright, though beginning to set; and they could see not 
only the flamboyant blossoms inside, but the frail figure of the poet 
in a brown velvet coat lying languidly on the sofa, having, apparently, 
ijiJ .u half asleep over a book. He was a pale, slight man, with loose, 
chestnut hair and a fringe oi beard that was the paradox of his face, 
for the beard made him look less manly. These traits were well known 
to all three of them; but even had it not been so, it may be doubted 

whether they would have looked at Quinton just then. Their eyes were 
riveted on another object. 

Exactly in their path, immediately outside the round end of the glass 
building, was standing a tall man, whose drapery fell to his feet in fault¬ 
less white, and whose bare, brown skull, face, and neck gleamed in the 
setting sun like splendid bronze. He was looking through the glass at 
the sleeper, and he was more motionless than a mountain. 

Who is that?” cried Father Brown, stepping back with a hissine in¬ 
take of his breath. 

Oh, it is oidy that Flindoo humbug,” growled Harris; “but I don’t 
know what the deuce he’s doing here.” 

Jt looks like hypnotism,” said Flambeau, biting his black moustache. 

• Why are you unmedical fellows always talking bosh about hypno¬ 
tism? cried the doctor. “It looks a deal more like burglary.” 

Well, we will speak to it, at any rate,” said Flambeau, who was 
a ways for action. One long stride took him to the place where the 
ndian stood. Bowing from his great height, which overtopped even 
t ie Oriental s, he said with placid impudence: 

Good evening, sir. Do you want anything?” 

Quite slowly, Eke a great ship turning into a harbour, the great yellow 
acc turned, and looked at last over its white shoulder. They were 
startled to see that its yellow eyelids were quite sealed, as in sleep. “Thank 

k?ir Sa ^ * ace ha excellent English. “I want nothing.” Then, 
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“The Christian is more modest,” muttered Father Brown; “he wants 
something.” 

“ What' on earth was he doing?” asked Flambeau, knitting his black 

brows and lowering his voice. 

“I should like to talk to you later,” said Father Brown. 

The sunlight was still a reality, but it was the red light of evening, 
and the bulk of the garden trees and bushes grew blacker and blacker 
against it. They turned round the end of the conservatory, and walked 
in silence down the other side to get round to the front door. As they 
went they seemed to wake something, as one startles a bird, in the 
deeper corner between the study and the main building; and again they 
saw the white-robed fakir slide out of the shadow, and slip round to¬ 
wards the front door. To their surprise, however, he had not been alone. 
They found themselves abruptly pulled up and forced to banish their 
bewilderment by the appearance of Mrs. Quinton, with her heavy 
golden hair and square pale face, advancing on them out of the twilight. 
She looked a little stem, but was entirely courteous. 

“Good evening, Dr. Harris,” was all she said. 

“Good evening, Mrs. Quinton,” said the little doctor heartily. “I 
am just going to give your husband his sleeping draught. 

“Yes,” she said in a clear voice. “I think it is quite time.” And she 
smiled at them, and went sweeping into the house. 

“That woman’s over-driven,” said Father Brown; that s the kind of 
woman that does her duty for twenty years, and then does something 

dreadful.” _ 

The little doctor looked at him for the first time with an eye or interest. 

“Did you ever study medicine?” he asked. „ 

“You have to know something of the mind as well as the body, 
answered the priest; “we have to know something of the body as well 

as the mind.” JF ,. 

“Well,” said the doctor, “I think I’ll go and give Quinton his 

stuff.” ,. 

They had turned the comer of the front facade, and were approaching 

the front doorway. As they turned into it they saw the man in the white 
robe for the third time. He came so straight towards the front door 
that it seemed quite incredible that he had not just come out of the 
study opposite to it. Yet they knew that the study door was locked. 

Father Brown and Flambeau, however, kept this weird contradiction 
to themselves, and Dr. Harris was not a man to waste his thoughts on 
die impossible. He permitted die omnipresent Asiatic to make his exit, 
and then stepped briskly into the hall. There he found a figure which 
he had already forgotten. The inane Atkinson was still hanging about, hum¬ 
ming and poking things with his knobby cane. The doctor s face had a 
spasm of disgust and decision, and he whispered rapidly to his com- 
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janion: “I must lock the door again, or this rat will get in. But I shall 
ae out again in two minutes.” 

He rapidly unlocked the door and locked it again behind him, |ust 

balking a blundering charge from the young man in the billycock. 

The young man threw himself impatiently on a hall chair, I ambeau 

looked at a Persian illumination on the wall; Father Brown, who seemed 

in a sort of daze, dully eyed the door. In about four minutes the door 

was opened again. Atkinson was quicker this time. He sprang forward, 

held the door open for an instant, and called out: “Oh, I say, Quinton, 
i want-” 

From the other end o! the study came the clear voice of Quinton, in 
something between a yawn and a yell of weary laughter. 

Oh, I know what you want. Take it, and leave me in peace. I’m 
writing a song about peacocks.” 

Before the door closed half a sovereign came flying through the aper¬ 
ture; and Atkinson, stumbling forward, caught it with singular dex¬ 
terity. 

■ j( ‘ d^t’s settled,” said the doctor, and, locking the door savagely, 
he Jed the way out into the garden. 

f oor Leonard can get a little peace now,” he added to Father Brown; 
he s locked in all by himselt Lor an hour or two.” 

Yes, answered die priest; “and his voice sounded jolly enough 
we left him.” Then he looked gravely round the garden, and 
saw the loose figure of Atkinson standing and jingling tiie half-sovereign 
in his pocket, and beyond, in the purple twilight, the figure of the 
ndian sitting bolt upright upon a bank of grass with his face turned 
towards the setting sun. Then he said abruptly: “Where is Mrs. 

Quinton?” 

She has gone up to her room,” said the doctor. “That is her shadow 
on the blind ” 

Father Brown looked up, and frowningly scrutinized a dark outline 
a t e gas-lit window. 

Yes, he said, “that is her shadow,” and he walked a yard or two 
and threw himself upon a garden seat. 

Flambeau sat down beside him; but the doctor was one of those ener¬ 
getic people who live naturally on their legs. He walked away, smoking, 
mt0 ^ le twilight, and the two friends were left together. 

% father, said Flambeau in French, “what is the matter with you?” 
Brown was silent and motionless for half a minute then he 
,. Superstition is irreligious, but there is something in the air of 
* ace * ^ ^hnk it’s that Indian—at least, partly.” 

c sank into silence, and watched the distant outline of the Indian, 

but° ^ ^ ** * n P ra y er * At first sight he seemed motionless, 

ut as Father Brown watched him he saw that the man swayed ever 
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so slightly with a rhythmic movement, just as the dark tree-tops swayed 
ever so slightly in the little wind that was creeping up the dim garden 

paths and shuffling the fallen leaves a little. 

The landscape was growing rapidly dark, as if for a storm, but they 
could still see all the figures in their various places. Atkinson was lean¬ 
ing against a tree, with a listless face; Quinton’s wife was still at her 
window; the doctor had gone strolling round the end of the conserva¬ 
tory; they could see his cigar like a will-o -the-wisp; and the fakir still 
sat rigid and yet rocking, while the trees above him began to rock and 

almost to roar. Storm was certainly coming. 

“When that Indian spoke to us,” went on Brown in a conversational 

undertone, “I had a sort of vision, a vision of him and all his universe. 
Yet he only said the same thing three times. When first he said, ‘I want 
nothing,’ it meant only that he was impenetrable, that Asia does not 
give itself away. Then he said again, ‘I want nothing,’ and I knew 
that he meant that he was sufficient to himself, like a cosmos, that he 
needed no God, neither admitted any sins. And when he said the third 
time, ‘I want nothing/ he said it with blazing eyes. And I knew that 
he meant literally what he said; that nothing was his desire and his 
home; that he was weary for nothing as for wine; that annihilation, 

the mere destruction of everything or anything 
Two drops of rain fell; and for some reason Flambeau started and 

looked up, as if they had stung him. And the same instant the doctor 

down by the end of the conservatory began running towards them, 

calling out something as he ran. , „ f , A , . 

As he came among them like a bombshell the resdess Atkinson 

happened to be taking a turn nearer to the house front; and the doctor 

clutched him by the collar in a convulsive gnj>. Foul play! he cried, 

“what have you been doing to him, you dog? . 

The priest had sprung erect, and had the voice of steel of a soldier 

in command. ,111 

“No fighting,” he cried coolly; “we are enough to hold anyone we 

want to. What is the matter, doctor? # , 

“Things are not right with Quinton,” said the doctor, quite white. 

“I could just see him through the glass, and I don’t like the way he s 

lying. It’s not as I left him, anyhow.” , 

) “Let us go in to him,” said Father Brown shordy. You can leave 

Mr. Atkinson alone. I have had him in sight since we heard Quinton s 


voice. 


“I will stop here and watch him,” said Flambeau hurriedly. You 

go in and see.” i i j ■ „ j 

The doctor and the priest flew to the study door, unlocked it, ana 

fell into the room. In doing so they nearly fell over the large mahogany 

table in the centre at which the poet usually wrote; for the place was it 
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only by a small fire kept for die invalid. In the middle of this tabic 
lay a single sheet of paper, evidently left there on purpose. The doctor 
snatched it up, glanced at it, handed it to Father Brown, and crying, 
“Good God, look at that!” plunged towards the glass room beyond, 
where the terrible tropic flowers still seemed to keep a crimson memory 
of the sunset. 

father Brown read the words three times before he put down the 
paper. The words were: “I die by my own hand; yet I die murdered!” 
They were in the quite inimitable, not to say illegible, handwriting of 
Leonard Quinton. 

Then Father Brown, still keeping the paper in his hand, strode towards 
the conservatory, only to meet his medical friend coming back with a 
face of assurance and collapse. “He’s done it,” said Harris. 

They went together through the gorgeous unnatural beauty of cactus 
and azalea and found Leonard Quinton, poet and romancer, with his 
head hanging downward off his ottoman and his red curls sweeping 
the ground. Inside his left side was thrust the queer dagger that they 
had picked up in the garden, and his limp hand still rested on the hilt. 

Outside, the storm had come at one stride, like the night in Cole¬ 
ridge, and garden and glass roof were darkening with driving rain. 
Father Brown seemed to be studying the paper more than the corpse; 
he held it close to his eyes; and seemed trying to read it in the twilight. 
Then he held it up against the faint light, and, as he did so, lightning 

stared at them for an instant so white that the paper looked black against 
it. 


Darkness full of thunder followed, and after the thunder Father 

Brown’s voice said out of the dark: “Doctor, this paper is the wrong 
shape.” 

‘What do you mean?” asked Doctor Harris, with a frowning stare. 
It isn t square,” answered Brown. “It has a sort of edge snipped off 
at the comer. What does it mean?” 


i ( T 

How the deuce should I know?” growled the doctor. “Shall we 

move this poor chap, do you think? He’s quite dead.” 

No, answered the priest; “we must leave him as he lies and send 

or the police.” But he was still scrutinizing the paper. 

As they went back through the study he stopped by the table and 

picked up a small pair ot nail scissors. “Ah,” he said with a sort of 

relief; this is what he did it with. But yet-” And he knitted his 

brows. 


41 ^ * 

( )h, stop fooling with that scrap of paper,” said the doctor emphati- 
cally. It was a fad of his. He had hundreds of them. He cut all his 
P a per like that,” as he pointed to a stack of sermon paper still unused 
°n another and smaller table. Father Brown went up to it and held up 
a s heet. It was the same irregular shape. 


A 
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“Quite so,” he said. “And here I see the comers that were snipped 
off.” And to the indignation of his colleague he began to count them, 
“That’s all right,” he said, with an apologetic smile. “Twenty-three 
sheets cut and twenty-two comers cut off them. And as I see you are 
impatient we will rejoin the others.” 

“Who is to tell his wife?” asked Dr. Harris. “Will you go and tell 
her now, while I send a servant for the police?” 

“As you will,” said Father Brown indifferently. And he went out 
to the hall door. 

Here also he found a drama, though of a more grotesque sort. It 
showed nothing less than his big friend Flambeau in an attitude to 
which he had long been unaccustomed, while upon the pathway at 
the bottom of the steps was sprawling with his boots in the air die 
amiable Atkinson, his billycock hat and walking-cane sent flying in 
opposite directions along the path. Atkinson had at length wearied of 
Flambeau's almost paternal custody, and had endeavoured to knock him 
down, which was by no means a smooth game to play with the Roi 
des Apaches, even after that monarch's abdication. 

Flambeau was about to leap upon his enemy and secure him once 
more, when die priest patted him easily on the shoulder. 

“Make it up with Mr. Atkinson, my friend,” he said. “Beg a mutual 
pardon and say ‘Good night.’ We need not detain him any longer. 
Then, as Atkinson rose somewhat doubtfully and gathered his hat and 
stick and went towards the garden gate, Father Brown said in a more 

serious voice: “Where is that Indian?” 

They all diree (for the doctor had joined them) turned involuntarily 
towards the dim grassy bank amid the tossing trees, purple with twilight, 
where they had last seen the brown man swaying in his strange prayers. 

The Indian was gone. 

“Confound him,” said the doctor, stamping furiously. “Now I know 
that it was that nigger that did it.” 

“I thought you didn't believe in magic,” said Father Brown quietly. 
“No more I did,” said the doctor, rolling his eyes. “I only know 
that I loathed that yellow devil when I thought he was a sham wizard. 
And I shall loathe him more if I come to think he was a real one.’ 

“Well, his having escaped is nothing,” said Flambeau. “For we 
could have proved nothing and done nothing against him. One hardly 
goes to the parish constable with a story of suicide imposed by witch¬ 
craft or auto-suggestion.” 

Meanwhile Father Brown had made his way into the house, and now 

went to break the news to the wife of the dead man. 

When he came out again he looked a little pale and tragic; but what 
passed between them in that interview was never known, even when 
all was known. 
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Flambeau, who was talking quietly with the doctor, was surprised 
to see his friend reappear so soon at his elbow; but Brown took no 
notice, and merely drew the doctor apart. “You have sent for the 
police, haven’t you?” he asked. 

Yes, answered Harris. “They ought to be here in ten minutes.” 
you do me a favour?” said the priest quietly. “The truth is, 
I make a collection of these curious stories, which often contain, as in 
the case of our Hindoo friend, elements which can hardly be put into 
a police report. Now, I want you to write out a report of this case for 
my private use. Yours is a clever trade,” he said, looking at the doctor 
gravely and steadily in the face. “I sometimes think that you know 
'' 1 ie details of this matter which you have not thought fit to mention. 
Mine is a confidential trade like yours, and 1 will treat anything you 
write for me in strict confidence. But write the whole.” 

lac doctor, who had been listening thoughtfully with his head a 
little on one side, looked the priest in the face for an instant, and said: 

AH right, * and went into the study, closing the door behind him. 

Flambeau,” said Father Brown, “there is a long seat there under 

i ! f - veranda, where we can smoke, out of the rain. You are my only 

blend in the world, and I want to talk to you. Or, perhaps, be silent 
with you.” 

They established themselves comfortably in the veranda seat; Father 

Brown, against his common habit, accepted a good cigar and smoked 

it steadily in silence, while the rain shrieked and rattled on the root of 
r -hc veranda. 

My friend,” he said at length, “this is a very queer case. A very queer 


case. 


J should think it was,” said Flambeau, with something like a shudder. 

You call it queer, and I call it queer,” said the other, “and yet we 
n^ean quite opposite things. The modern mind always mixes up two 
different ideas: mystery in the sense of what is marvellous, and mystery 
m the sense of what is complicated. That is hall its difficulty about 
miracles. A miracle is startling; but it is simple. It is simple because it 
a miracle. It is power coming direedy from God (or the devil) instead 
? hidirccdy through nature or human wills. Now you mean that this 
usiness is marvellous because it is miraculous, because it is witchcraft 
worked by a wicked Indian. Understand, I do not say that it was not 
spiritual or diabolic. Heaven and hell only know by what surrounding 
™iuences strange sins come into the lives of men. But for the present 

P 0mt h this: If it was pure magic, as you think, then it is marvellous; 
ut it is not mysterious—that is, it is not complicated. The quality of 
a miracle is mysterious, but its manner is simple. Now, the manner of 
^business has been the reverse of simple.” 

Hie storm that had slackened for a little seemed to be swelling again, 
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and there came heavy movements as of faint thunder. Father Brown 
let fall the ash 0! his cigar and went on: 

“There has been in this incident,” he said, “a twisted, ugly, complex 
quality that does not belong to the straight bolts either of heaven or 
hell. As one knows the crooked track of a snail, I know the crooked 
track of a man.” 

The white lightning opened its enormous eye in one wink, the sky 
shut up again, and the priest went on: 

“Of all these crooked things, the crookedest was the shape of that 
piece of paper. It was crookeder than the dagger that killed him.” 

“You mean the paper on which Quinton confessed his suicide,” said 
Flambeau. 

“I mean the paper on which Quinton wrote, T die by my own hand,* ” 
answered Father Brown. “The shape of that paper, my friend, was 
the wrong shape; the wrong shape, if ever I have seen it in this wicked 
world.** 

“It only had a corner snipped off,** said Flambeau, “and I under¬ 
stand that all Quinton’s paper was cut that way.** 

“It was a very odd way,*’ said die other, “and a very bad way, to 
my taste and fancy. Look here, Flambeau, this Quinton—God receive 
his soul!—was perhaps a bit of a cur in some ways, but he really was 
an artist, with die pencil as well as the pen. His handwriting, though 
hard to read, was bold and beautiful. I can’t prove what I say; I can t 
orove anything. But I tell you with the full force of conviction that 
.\c could never have cut that mean litde piece off a sheet of paper. If 
he had wanted to cut down paper for some purpose of fitting in, or 
binding up, or what not, he would have made quite a different slash 
with die scissors. Do you remember the shape? It was a mean shape. 
It was a wrong shape. Like this. Don’t you remember?” 

And he waved his burning cigar before him in the darkness, making 
irregular squares so rapidly that Flambeau really seemed to see them as 
fiery hieroglyphics upon the darkness—hieroglyphics such as his friend 
had spoken of, which are undecipherable, yet can have no good 

meaning. . . 

“But,” said Flambeau, as the priest put his cigar in his mouth again 

and leaned back, staring at the roof. “Suppose somebody else did use 

the scissors. Why should somebody else, cutting pieces off his sermon 

paper, make Quinton commit suicide? 

Father Brown was still leaning back and staring at the room, but 
he took his cigar out of his mouth and said: Quinton never did commit 

• • 1 »> 

suicide. . • j « u 

Flambeau stared at him. “Why, confound it all, he cried, t en 

why did he confess to suicide?” 

The priest leaned forward again, settled his elbows on his kncc^, 
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immoral. Long before I became a doctor, when I was a schoolboy 
keeping mice and spiders, I believed that to be a good animal is the 
best thing in the world. But just now I am shaken; I have believed in 
Nature; but it seems as if Nature could betray a man. Can there be 
anything in your bosh? I am really getting morbid. 

“I loved Quinton’s wife. What was there wrong in that? Nature 
told me to, and it’s love that makes the world go round. I also thought, 
quite sincerely, that she would be happier with a clean animal like me 
than with that tormenting little lunatic. What was there wrong in that? 
I was only facing facts, like a man of science. She would have been 

happier. 

“According to my own creed I was quite free to kill Quinton, which 
was the best thing for everybody, even himself. But as a healthy animal 
I had no notion of killing myself. I resolved, therefore, that I would 
never do it until I saw a chance that would leave me scot free. I saw that 
chance this morning. 

“I have been three times, all told, into Quinton’s study to-day. The 
first time I went in he would talk about nothing but the weird tale, 
called ‘The Curse of a Saint,’ which he was writing, which was all 
about how some Indian hermit made an English colonel kill himself 
by thinking about him. He showed me the last sheets, and even read 
me the last paragraph, which was something like this: ‘The conqueror of 
die Punjab, a mere yellow skeleton, but still gigantic, managed to lift 
himself on his elbow and gasp in his nephew s ear: I die by my own 
hand, yet I die murdered!” ’ It so happened, by one chance out of a 
hundred, that those last words were written at the top of a new sheet 
of paper. I left the room, and went out into the garden intoxicated with 

a frightful opportunity. 

“We walked round the house, and two more things happened in my 
favour. You suspected an Indian, and you found a dagger which the 
Indian might most probably use. Taking the opportunity to stuff it 
in my pocket I went back to Quinton’s study, locked the door, and 
gave him his sleeping draught. He was against answering Atkinson at 
all, but I urged him to call out and quiet the fellow, because I wanted 
a clear proof that Quinton was alive when I left the room for the second 
time. Quinton lay down in the conservatory, and I came through the 
study. I am a quick man with my hands, and in a minute and a half 
I had done what I wanted to do. I had emptied all the first part o 
Quinton’s romance into the fireplace, where it burnt to ashes. Then I 
saw that the quotation marks wouldn’t do, so I snipped them off, and 
to make it seem likelier, snipped the whole quire to match. Then ^ 
came out with the knowledge that Quinton s confession of suicide lay 
on the front table, while Quinton lay alive, *but asleep, in the con¬ 
servatory beyond. 
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The last act was a desperate one; you can guess it: I pretended to 
have seen Quinton dead and rushed to his room. I delayed you with 
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just so lightly that its failure would not spoil it. Years ago, when he had 
been a king of thieves and the most famous figure in Paris, he had often 
received wild communications of approval, denunciation or even love; 
but one had, somehow, stuck in his memory It consisted simply of a 
visiting-card, in an envelope with an English postmark. On the back 
of the card was written in French and in green ink: “If you ever retire 
and become respectable, come and see me. I want to meet you, for I 
have met all the other great men of my time. That trick of yours of 
getting one detective to arrest the other was the most splendid scene in 
French history.” On the front of the card was engraved in the formal 
fashion, “Prince Saradine, Reed House, Reed Island, Norfolk. 

He had not troubled much about the prince then, beyond ascertaining 
that he had been a brilliant and fashionable figure in southern Italy. In 
his youth, it was said, he had eloped with a married woman of high rank; 
the escapade was scarcely startling in his social world, but it had clung to 
men’s minds because of an additional tragedy: the alleged suicide of the 
insulted husband, who appeared to have flung himself over a precipice 
in Sicily. The prince then lived in Vienna for a time, but his more recent 
years seemed to have been passed in perpetual and restless travel. But 
when Flambeau, like the prince himself, had left European celebrity and 
settled in England, it occurred to him that he might pay a surprise visit 
to this eminent exile in the Norfolk Broads. ^Vhether he should find 
the place he had no idea; and, indeed, it was sufficiently small and for¬ 
gotten. But, as things fell out, he found it much sooner than he expected. 

They had moored their boat one night under a bank veiled in high 
grasses and short pollarded trees. Sleep, after heavy sculling, had come 
to them early, and by a corresponding accident they awoke before 
it was light. To speak more strictly, they awoke before it was daylight; 
for a large lemon moon was only just setting in the forest of high grass 
above their heads, and the sky was of a vivid violet-blue, nocturnal but 
bright. Both men had simultaneously a reminiscence of childhood, of 
the elfin and adventurous time when tall weeds close over us like woods. 
Standing up thus against the large low moon the daisies really seemed to 
be giant daisies, the dandelions to be giant dandelions Somehow it 
reminded them of the dado of a nursery wall-paper. The drop or t e 
river-bed sufficed to sink them under the roots of all shrubs and flowers 

and make them gaze upwards at the grass. 

“By Jove!” said Flambeau; “it’s like being in fairyland. 

Father Brown sat bolt upright in the boat and crossed himself. His 
movement was so abrupt that his friend asked him, with a mild stare, 

what was the matter. . 

“The people who wrote the mediaeval ballads, answered the priest, 

“knew more about fairies than you do. It isn t only nice things t at 
happen in fairyland/’ 
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Oh, bosh!” said Flambeau. “Only nice things could happen under 
such an innocent moon. I am for pushing on now and seeing what 
does really come. We may die and rot before we ever see again such a 
moon or such a mood.” 


All right,” said Father Brown. “I never said it was always wrong to 
enter fairyland. I only said it was always dangerous.” 

They pushed slowly up the brightening river; the glowing violet oi 
the sky and the pale gold of the moon grew fainter and fainter, and 
faded into that vast co ] ourless cosmos that precedes the colours of the 
dawn. When the first faint stripes of red and gold and grey split the 
h ( »nzon from end to end they were broken by the black bulk of a town 
or village which sat on the river just ahead of them. It was already 
;iiJ cas ; twilight, in which ali things were visible, when they came under 
the hanging roots and bridges of this riverside hamlet. The houses, with 
their long, low, stooping roofs, seemed to come down to drink at the 
river, like huge grey and red cattle. The broadening and whitening dawn 
had already turned to working daylight before they saw any living 
creature on the wharves and bridges of that silent town. Eventually 
they saw a very placid and prosperous man in his shirt sleeves, with a 
face as round as the recently sunken moon, and rays of red whisker 
around the low arc of it, who was leaning on a post above the sluggish 
tide. By an impulse not to be analysed, Flambeau rose to his full height 
in the swaying boat and shouted at the man to ask if he knew Reed 
Island or Reed House. The prosperous man’s smile grew slightly more 
expansive, and he simply pointed up the river towards the next bend of 
it. Flambeau went ahead without further speech. 

The boat took many such grassy corners and followed many such 
reedy and silent reaches of river; but before the search had become 
monotonous they had swung round a specially sharp angle and come into 
the silence of a sort of pool or lake, the sight of which instinctively arrested 
them. For in the middle of this wider piece of water, fringed on every 
side with rushes, lay a long, low islet along which ran a long, low house 
or bungalow built of bamboo or some kind of tough tropic cane. The 
upstanding rods of bamboo which made the walls were pale yellow, the 
sloping rods that made the roof were of darker red or brown, otherwise 
the long house was a thing of repetition and monotony. The early morn¬ 
ing breeze rustled the reeds round the island and sang in the strange 
ribbed house as in a giant pan-pipe. 

^ % Heorge!” cried Flambeau; “here is the place, after all! Here is 
Reed Island, if ever there was one. Here is Reed House, if it is anywhere. 

. “If he was, he was a 

But even as he spoke the impetuous Flambeau had run his boat ashore 


i ueneve tnat tat man with whiskers was a fairy. 

Perhaps, remarked Father Brown impartially 
bad fairy/' 
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in the rattling reeds, and they stood on the long, quaint islet beside the 
old and silent house. 

The house stood with its back, as it were, to the river and the only 
landing-stage; the main entrance was on the other side, and looked down 
the long island garden. The visitors approached it, therefore, by a 
small path running round nearly three sides of the house, close under the 
low eaves. Through three different windows on three different sides they 
looked in on the same long, well-lit room, panelled in light wood, with 
a large number of looking-glasses, and laid out as for an elegant lunch. 
The front door, when they came round to it at last, was flanked by two 
turquoise-blue flower-pots. It was opened by a butler of the drearier 
type—long, lean, grey and listless—who murmured that Prince Sara- 
dine was from home at present, but was expected hourly; the house 
being kept ready for him and his guests. The exhibition of the card 
with the scrawl of green ink awoke a flicker of life in the parchment 
face of this depressed retainer, and it was with a certain shaky courtesy 
that he suggested that the strangers should remain. “His Highness may 
be here any minute,” he said, “and would be distressed to have just 
missed any gentleman he had invited. We have orders always to keep a 
little cold lunch for him and his friends, and I am sure he would wish it 
to be offered.” 

Moved with curiosity to this minor adventure, Flambeau assented 
gracefully, and followed the old man, who ushered him ceremoniously 
into the long, lightly panelled room. There was nothing very notable 
about it, except the rather unusual alternation of many long, low win¬ 
dows with many long, low oblongs of looking-glass, which gave a 
singular air of lightness and unsubstantialness to the place. It was some¬ 
how like lunching out of doors. One or two pictures of a quiet kind 
hung in the corners: one a large grey photograph of a very young man 
in uniform, another a red chalk sketch of two long-haired boys. Asked 
by Flambeau whether the soldierly person was the prince, the butler 
answered shortly in the negative; it was the prince’s younger brother, 
Captain Stephen Saradine, he said. And with that the old man seemed to 

dry up suddenly and lose all taste for conversation. 

After lunch had tailed off with exquisite coffee and liqueurs, the guests 
were introduced to the garden, the library, and the housekeeper-a 
dark handsome lady, of no little majesty, and rather like a plutomc 
Madonna. It appeared that she and the butler were the only survivors of 
the prince’s original foreign manage, all the other servants now in t e 
house being new and collected in Norfolk by the housekeeper. This 
latter lady went by the name of Mrs. Anthony, but she spoke with a 
slight Italian accent, and Flambeau did not doubt that Anthony was a 
Norfolk version of some more Latin name. Mr. Paul, the butler, also 
had a faintly foreign air, but he was in tongue and training English, 
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as are many of the most polished men-servants of the cosmopolitan 
nobility, r 

j rclt y llL ' ur ^ c ] ue ^ ^ was > the place had about it a curious luminous 
sadness. Hours passed in it like days. The lone, well-windowed rooms 

were full of daylight, but it seemed a dead daylight. And through 

all other incidental noises, the sound oi talk, the clink of glasses, or the 

passing feet of servants, they could hear on all sides of the house the 
melancholy noise oi: the river. 

We have taken a wrong turning and come to a wrong place,” said 
1 Brown, looking out of the window at the grey-green sedges and 

e silver flood. Never mind; one can sometimes do good by being 
the right person in the wrong place.” 

Father Brown, though commonly a silent, was an oddly sympathetic 
httle man, and in those few but endless hours he unconsciously sank 
ceper into the secrets of Reed House than his professional friend. He 
had that knack of friendly silence which is so essential to gossip; and say- 
mg scarcely a word, he probably obtained from his new acquaintances 
all that in any case they would have told. The butler indeed was naturally 
uncommunicative. He betrayed a sullen and almost animal affection 
y lns master, who, he said, had been very badly treated. The chief 
offender seemed to be his highness’s brother, whose name alone would 
lengthen the old man’s lantern jaws and pucker his parrot nose into a 
sneer. Captain Stephen was a ne’er-do-well, apparently, and had drained 
his benevolent brother of hundreds and thousands; forced him to fly 
from fashionable life and live quietly in this retreat. That was all Paul, 
the butler, would say, and Paul was obviously a partisan. 

The Italian housekeeper was somewhat more communicative beino' 
as Brown fancied, somewhat less content. Her tone about her mS 
was faintly acid, though not without a certain awe. Flambeau and his 
tnend were standing in the room of the looking-glasses examining the 
red sketch of the two boys when the housekeeper swept in swifdy on 
some domestic errand. It was a peculiarity of this glittering, glass- 
panelled place that anyone entering was reflected in four or five mirrors 

at jji CC ’ r nd Fatller Brown > without turning round, stopped in the 
l 1 " e 0 a sentence of family criticism. But Flambeau, who had his 
ace close up to the picture, was already saying in a loud voice: “The 

'\ ara< ^' ne > 1 suppose. They both look innocent enough. It 
would be hard to say which is the good brother and which the bad.” 

nen realizing the lady’s presence, he turned the conversation with 
some triviality, and strolled out into the garden. But Father Brown 
still gazed steadily at the red crayon sketch; and Mrs. Anthony still gazed 

steadily at Father Brown. 7 6 

She had large and tragic brown eyes, and her olive face glowed darkly 
with a curious and painful wonder—as of one doubtful of a strangers 
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identity or purpose. Whether the little priest's coat and creed touched 
some southern memories of confession, or whether she fancied he knew 
more than he did, she said to him in a low voice, as to a fellow plotter: 
“He is right enough in one way, your friend. He says it would be hard 
to pick out the good and bad brothers. Oh, it would be hard, it would 
be mighty hard, to pick out the good one.” 

“I don’t understand you,” said Father Brown, and began to move away. 

The woman took a step nearer to him, with thunderous brows and a 
sort of savage stoop, like a bull lowering his horns. 

“There isn’t a good one,” she hissed. “There was badness enough in 
the captain taking all that money, but I don’t think there was much good¬ 
ness in the prince giving it. The captain’s not the only man with some¬ 
thing against him.” 

A light dawned on the cleric’s averted face, and his mouth formed 

O 7 

silently the word “blackmail. Even as he did so the woman turned an 
abrupt white face over her shoulder and almost fell. The door had 
opened soundlessly and the pale Paul stood like a ghost in the doorway. 
By the weird trick of the reflecting walls, it seemed as if five Pauls had 
entered by five doors simultaneously. 

“His Highness,” he said, “has just arrived.” 

In the same flash the figure of a man had passed outside the first window, 
crossing the sunlit pane like a lighted stage. An instant later he passed at 
the second window, and the many mirrors repainted in successive 
frames the same eagle profile and marching figure. He was erect and 
alert, but his hair was white and his complexion of an odd ivory yellow. 
He had that short, curved Roman nose which generally goes with long, 
lean cheeks and chin, but these were partly masked by moustache and 
imperial. The moustache was much darker than the beard, giving an 
effect slightly theatrical, and he was dressed up to the same dashing part, 
having a white top hat, an orchid in his coat, a yellow waistcoat and 
yellow gloves which he flapped and swung as he walked. V^hen he 
came round to the front door they heard the stiff Paul open it, and heard 
the new arrival say cheerfully: “Well, you see I have come. The stiff 
Mr. Paul bowed and answered in his inaudible manner; for a few minutes 
their conversation could not be heard. Then the butler said: Everything 
is at your disposal”; and the glove-flapping Prince Saradine came gaily 
into the room to greet them. They beheld once more that spectral scene 

—five princes entering a room with five doors. 

The prince put the white hat and yellow gloves on the table and 

offered his hand quite cordially. 

' Delighted to see you here, Mr. Flambeau,” he said. “Know yotfVery 
well by reputation, if that’s not an indiscreet remark.’ 

“Not at all,” answered Flambeau, laughing. “I am not sensitive. 

Very few reputations are gained by unsullied virtue. 
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The prilice flashed a sharp look at him to see if the retort had any per- 
Ihm ^* nt ’ k u S bed a ^° an< ^ offered chairs to everyone, including 

Pleasant little place this, i think,” he said with a detached air. “Not 
much to do, I fear; but the fishing is really good.” 

T e priest, who was staring at him with the grave stare of a baby 
was haunted by some fancy that escaped definition. He looked at the 
grey, carefully curled hair, yellow-white visage, and slim, somewhat 
il Tl>Ni hgure. These were not unnatural, though perhaps a shade 

Z° t n 0 nc f\ Ue ou , tflt of a % ure behind the footlights. The nameless 

erest ay in something else, in the very framew r ork of the face; Brown 

as tormente with a half memory of having seen it somewhere before. 

lhe man looked like some old friend of his dressed up. Then he remem- 

/fi * e ™ rrors » ^nd put his fancy down to some psychological effect 
hat multiplication of human masks. 

• Saradine distributed his social attentions between his guests 

e * g f r n eat u nd L ta , C j Fl ? ding tbc detective a sporting turn and 
> g r ° ei ?P 1 L °y ^ holiday, he guided Flambeau and Flambeau’s boat 
wn to the best fishing spot in the stream, and was back in his own 
canoe in twenty minutes to join Father Brown in the library and plunge 
' T'-' h politely into the priest’s more philosophic pleasures. Fie seemed 
0 know a great deal both about the fishing and the books, though of 
CSe , not the m ost edifying; he spoke five or six languages, though chiefly 
the slang of each. He had evidently lived in varied dries and very motley 
societies, for some of his cheerfullest stories were about gambling hells 
Mid .opium dens, Australian bushrangers or Italian brigands. Father 
rown knew that the once celebrated Saradine had spent his last few 

yeaxs m almost ceaseless travel, but he had not guessed that the travels 
ere so disreputable or so amusing. 

raSfl d ’t WUh l aH his digr V ty ° f a man of the world, Prince Saradine 
ed to such sensitive observers as the priest, a certain atmosphere of 

evew !? S u an f 7 C n th f unrellable - His fac o was fastidious, but his 
dlues anT^’ ^ k ad J“j e nerV ° US r tricks ' like a man shaken by drink or 

homeR I 1 ff neith A e u had ’ nor P rofcsscd t0 have > his hand on thc helm of 
t0 r L 1 , a air ^' ^ t h ese were left to the two old servants, especially 
y 1 Ut er ’ wll ° was plainly the central pillar of the house. Mr. Paul 

lain- t T n j 0t SO mU , C 1 ? butler “ a sort of reward, or even, chambcr- 

he wa^f mC j , PnV u tC y ’ dut Witb a ^ most as mLlc h pomp as his master; 
was feared by all the servants; and he consulted with the prince de- 

sZw tII SOnK 7 ha f unben dingly rather as if lie were the prince’s 

rndeed, she seemed to efface herself and wait only on the butler, and 

him of n ° m °i re °i th ° Se volcamc whispers wliich had half told 
mm of the younger brother who blackmailed the elder. Whether the 
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prince was really being thus bled by the absent captain he could not be 
certain, but there was something insecure and secretive about Saradine 
that made the tale by no means incredible. 

When they went once more into the long hall with the windows 
and the mirrors yellow evening was dropping over the waters and the 
willowy banks, and a bittern sounded in the distance like an elf upon 
his dwarfish drum. The same singular sentiment of some sad and evil 
fairyland crossed the priest’s mind again like a grey cloud. “I wish Flam¬ 
beau were back,” he muttered. 

“Do you believe in doom?” asked tire restless Prince Saradine sud¬ 
denly. 

“No,” answered his guest. “I believe in Doomsday.” 

The prince turned from the window and stared at him in a singular 
manner, his face in shadow against the sunset. “What do you mean?” 
he asked. 

“I mean that we here are on the wrong side of the tapestry,” answered 
Father Brown. “The things that happen here do not seem to mean any¬ 
thing; they mean something somewhere else. Somewhere else retri¬ 
bution will come on the real offender. Here it often seems to fall on the 


wrong person. 

The prince made an inexplicable noise like an animal; in his shadowed 
face the eyes were shining queerly. A new and shrewd thought exploded 
silently in the other’s mind. Was there another meaning in Saradine’s 
blend of brilliancy and abruptness? Was the prince-- Was he per¬ 

fectly sane? He was repeating, “The wrong person—the wrong person,” 
many more times than was natural in a social exclamation. 

Then Father Brown awoke tardily to a second truth. In the mirrors 
before him he could see the silent door standing open, and the silent 
Mr. Paul standing in it, widi his usual pallid impassiveness. 

“I thought it better to announce at once,” he said, with the same stiff 
respectfulness as of an old family lawyer, “a boat rowed by six men has 
come to the landing-stage, and there’s a gentleman sitting in the stern. 

“A boat!” repeated the prince; “a gentleman? and he rose to his feet. 

There was a startled silence punctuated only by the odd noise of the 
bird in die sedge; and then, before anyone could speak again, a new face 
and figure passed in profile round the three sunlit windows, as the prince 
had passed an hour or two before. But except for the accident that bot 
outlines were aquiline, diey had little in common. Instead of the new 
white topper of Saradine, was a black one of antiquated or foreign 
shape; under it was a young and very solemn face, clean shaven, blue 
about its resolute chin, and carrying a faint suggestion of the young 
Napoleon. The association was assisted by something old and odd about 
the whole get-up, as of a man who had never troubled to change the 
fashions of his fathers. He had a shabby blue frock coat, a red, soldierly 
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looking waistcoat, and a kind of coarse white trousers common among 

the early Victorians, but strangely incongruous to-day. From all this 

old clothes-shop his olive face stood out strangely young and mon¬ 
strously sincere. 

The deuce! said Prince Saradine, and clapping on his white hat he 

L ';' 111 ! "’ n j : t - oor himself, flinging it open on the sunset garden, 
y that time the new-comer and his followers were drawn up on the 
awn ke a small stage army. The six boatmen had pulled the boat well 
up on shore, and were guarding it almost menacingly holding their 
oars erect like spears. They were swarthy men, and some of them wore 
earrings. But one of them stood forward beside the olive-faced young 

form m a<i WaiStcoat ’ and carrie( l a l ar ge black case of unfamiliar 
(■ (■ 

Your name, said the young man, “is Saradine?” 

Saradine assented rather negligently. 

1 he new-comer had dull, dog-like brown eyes, as different as possible 
rom the restless ami glittering grey eyes of the prince. But once again 
ather Brown was tortured with a sense of having seen somewhere a 
ephca ot the face; and once again he remembered the repetitions of the 
glass-pane led room and put down the coincidence to that. “Confound 

ItSUcf a hcmutterei “One sees evening mo many rimes. 

'Sf you are Prince Saradine, ” said the young man, “I may tell you that 
my name is Antonelli.” ' 

the namT^’” ****** **“ prince knguidly ' “ Somehow 1 remember 

2 '™* ™ ^ P r ff nt myself,” said the young Italian. 
h; s • uu eft h u n n he polltely took ofFhis old-fashioned top hat; with 

the white h ton h 8 ^ llT/ arad u e S ° fingmg a Crack across tke fac ’ e that 
rochd Vo? ils pedlsll n ^ : “ d '^ bl “= ‘>»P« 

The prince, whatever he was, was evidently not a coward- he sorantr 
at his enemy s throat and almost bore him backwards to thegras S P But 

p” f mnCaKd h >mselfwith a singularly inappropriate air of hurried 

lawn. ' Th e eV lltS ^ bladcS ’ Wh ‘ ch he P lantcc l P oillt downwards in the 
Yellow anH / a ; gC y< f Ung I J lan stan( li»g facing the entrance with his 

two crosses in 2 ^ ^ words . st andmg up in the turf like 

gave ,t all an odd appearance of being some barbanc court of jS 
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But everything else was unchanged, so sudden had been the interruption. 
The sunset gold still glowed on the lawn, and the bittern still boomed as 
announcing some small but dreadful destiny. 

“Prince Saradine,” said the man called Antonelli; “when I was an in¬ 
fant in the cradle you killed my father and stole my mother; my father 
was the more fortunate. You did not kill him fairly, as I am going to 
kill you. You and my wicked mother took him driving to a lonely pass 
in Sicily, flung him down a cliff, and went on your way. I could imitate 
you if I chose, but imitating you is too vile. I have followed you all over 
the world, and you have always fled from me. But this is the end of the 
world—and of you. I have you now, and I give you the chance you never 
gave my father. Choose one of those swords.” 

Prince Saradine, with contracted brows, seemed to hesitate a moment, 
but his ears were still singing with the blow, and he sprang forward and 
snatched at one of the hilts. Father Brown had also sprung forward, 
striving to compose the dispute; but he soon found his personal presence 
made matters worse. Saradine was a French Freemason and a fierce 
atheist, and a priest moved him by the law of contraries. And for the 
other man neither priest nor layman moved him at all. This young man 
with the Bonaparte face and the brown eyes was something far sterner 
than a puritan—a pagan. He was a simple slayer from the morning of 
the earth; a man of the stone age—a man of stone. 

One hope remained, the summoning of the household; and Father 
Brown ran back into the house. He found, however, that all the under- 
servants had been given a holiday ashore by the autocrat Paul, and that 
only the sombre Mrs. Anthony moved uneasily about the long rooms. 
But the moment she turned a ghastly face upon him, he resolved one of 
the riddles of the house of mirrors. The heavy brown eyes of Antonelli 
were the heavy brown eyes of ivlrs. Anthony, and in a flash he saw half 

the story. H 

“Your son is outside,” he said, without wasting words; “either he or 

the prince will be killed. Where is Mr. Paul?” 

“He is at the landing-stage,” said the woman faintly. “He is—he is— 

signalling for help.” , . 

“Mrs. Anthony,” said Father Brown seriously, there is no time for 

nonsense. My friend has his boat down the river, fishing. Your son’s 

boat is guarded by your son’s men. There is only this one canoe; what 

is Mr. Paul doing with it?” ,1111 1 

“Santa Maria! I do not know,” she said; and swooned all her length 

on the matted floor. 

Father Brown lifted her to a sofa, flung a pot of water over her, shouted 
for help, and then rushed down to the landing-stage of the little island. 
But the canoe was already in mid-stream, and old Paul was pulling and 
pushing it up the river with an energy incredible at his years. 
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I will save my master, he cried, his eyes blazing maniacally. ll I 

will save him yet!” 7 

Father Brown could do notliing but gaze after the boat as it struggled 

up-stream, and pray that the old man might waken the little town in 
time. 

1 ^ *jm! k enou gh»” he muttered, rubbing up his rough dust- 
coloured hair, but there’s something wrong about tliis duel, even as a 
duel. I feel it in my bones. But what can it be?” 

As he stood staring at the water, a wavering mirror of sunset, he heard 
rom the other end of the island garden a small but unmistakable sound 
'■ !C co ‘ (d ton< lls hon of steel. He turned his head. 

A j.cj on the farthest (.ape or headland of the long islet, on a strip of 
tur eyond the last rank of roses, the duellists had already crossed swords. 

vemng above them was a dome of virgin gold, and, distant as they were, 
every detail was picked out. They had cast off their coats, but the yellow 
waistcoat and white hair of Saradine, the red waistcoat and white trousers 
, Antonelh, glittered in the level light like the colours of the dancing 
clockwork dolls. The two swords sparkled from point to pommel like 

tvu> duniond P 1US - There was something frightful in the two figures 
appearing so little and so gay. They looked like two butterflies trying to 
pm each other to a cork. ° 

Father Brown ran as hard as he could, Ids little legs going like a wheel. 
But when he came to die field of combat he found he was both too late 
and too early—too late to stop the strife, under the shadow of the grim 
oicilians leaning on their oars, and too early to anticipate any disastrous 
issue of it. For the two men were singularly well matched, the prince 
using his skill with a sort of cynical confidence, the Sicilian using his 
with a murderous care. Few finer fencing matches can ever have been 
seen in crowded amphitheatres than that which tinkled and sparkled on 
hat forgotten island in the reedy river. The dizzy fight was balanced so 

nmLu-1 1 " u PC , Cgan t0 rCV1Ve m the P rotestin g Priest; by all common 
27 p aul must soon come back with the police. It would be some 

physicaUy speaking, was worth four other men. But there was no sign 

No otw'V 11 ’ W ! Ut W3 i i ? UCh qUCerCr ’ n ° si S n of Paul or the P°bce. 

kft •? »■>« 0„ ; in that lost island in that vast 
meless pool, they were cut off as on a rock in the Pacific. 

rai3r£ “ hC > ad tHe c J? ought the ringing of the rapiers quickened to a 
hi L, l 7 n u 7 armS fleW U P’ and thc P omt shot out bcliind between 

flew L m IT “ of a b °y'* The swoid 

Sf rose^TiS Tr a iubsid ““ broke f 

g osc tree with Ins body and shook up into the sky a cloud of red 
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earth—like the smoke of some heathen sacrifice. The Sicilian, had made 
blood-offering to the ghost of his father. 

The priest was instantly on his knees by the corpse, but only to make 
too sure that it was a corpse. As he was still trying some last hopeless 
tests he heard for the first time voices from farther up the river, and 
saw a police-boat shoot up to the landing-stage with constables and other 
important people, including the excited Paul. The little priest rose with a 
distinctly dubious grimace. 

“Now, why on earth,” he muttered, “why on earth couldn’t he have 
come before?” 

Some seven minutes later the island was occupied by an invasion of 
townsfolk and police, and the latter had put their hands on the victorious 
duellist, ritually reminding him that anything he said might be used 
against him. 

“I shall not say anything,” said the monomaniac, with a wonderful 
and peaceful face. “I shall never say anything any more. I am very 
happy, and I only want to be hanged.” 

Then he shut his mouth as they led him away, and it is the strange but 
certain truth that he never opened it again in this world, except to say 
“Guilty” at his trial. 

Father Brown had stared at the suddenly crowded garden, the arrest 
of the man of blood, the carrying away oi the corpse after its examin¬ 
ation by the doctor, rather as one watches die break-up of some ugly 
dream; he was motionless, like a man in a nightmare. He gave his name 
and address as a witness, but declined their offer of a boat to the shore, 
and remained alone in the island garden, gazing at the broken rose bush 
and the whole green theatre of that swift and inexplicable tragedy. The 
light died along the river; mist rose in die marshy banks; a few belated 
birds flitted fitfully across. 

Stuck stubbornly in his sub-consciousness (which was an unusually 
lively one) was an unspeakable certainty that there was something still 
unexplained. This sense that had clung to him all day could not be fully 
explained by his fancy about “looking-glass land.” Somehow he had 
not seen the real story, but some game or masque. And yet people do not 
get hanged or run through the body for the sake of a charade. 

As he sat on the steps of the landing-stage ruminating he grew con¬ 
scious of the tall, dark streak of a sail coming silently down the shining 
j^y^ and sprang to his feet with such a back-rush of feeling that he 

almost wept. 

“Flambeau!” he cried, and shook his friend by both hands again and 
again, much to the astonishment of that sportsman, as he came on shore 
with his fishing tackle. “Flambeau, ’ he said, so you re not^ killed? 

“Killed!” repeated the angler in great astonishment. “And why 
should I be killed?” 
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“Oh, because nearly everybody else is,” said his companion rather 
wildly. “Saradine got murdered, and Antonelli wants to be hanged, 
and his mother s fainted, and I, for one, don’t know whether I’m in 
this world or the next. But, thank God, you’re in the same one.” And he 
took the bewildered Flambeau’s arm, 

J '"‘ 11 ,< v turned from the landing-stage they came under the eaves of 
lie low bamboo house and looked in through one of the windows, as 

' " ; l! !u do,!L ' 0,1 dlc ' r " r ’ 1 arrival. They beheld a lamp-lit interior 
well calculated to arrest their eyes. The table in the long dining-room 

had been laid for dinner when Saradine’s destroyer had fallen like a 

storm-bolt on the island. And the dinner was now in placid progress, 

for Mrs. Anthony sat somewhat sullenly at the foot of the table, while 

at the head of it was Mr. Paul, the major domo : eating and drinking of the 

best, his bleared, bluish eyes standing queerly out of his face, his gaunt 

countenance inscrutable, but by no means devoid of satisfaction.' 

, vsU 1 a lil! (; °1 powerful impatience, Flambeau rattled at the win¬ 
dow, wrenched it open, and put an indignant head into the lamp-lit 
room. r 

Well! he cried; I can understand you may need some refreshment, 

but really to steal your master’s dinner while he lies murdered in the 
garden- 

“I have stolen a great many things in a long and pleasant life,” replied 
tie strange old gentleman placidly; “this dinner is one of the few things 
I have not stolen. This dinner and this house and garden happen to belong 

A thought flashed across Flambeau’s face. “You mean to say,” he 
began t that the will of Prince Saradine- 

I am Prince Saradine, ’ said the old man, munching a salted almond, 
l aiher Brown, who was looking at the birds outside, jumped as if he 
were shot, and put in at the window a pale face like a turnip. 

( You are what?” he repeated in a shrill voice. 

“ Prlnc e Saradine, d vos ordres” said the venerable person politely 

o S a 8laSS j’ f f sl ’7 y ' ? lKre quietly, being l domestic kmd 
„ ■? ' f and for the f ke of modesty I am called Mr. Paul, to distin- 
g ish me from my unfortunate brother Mr. Stephen. He died, I hear 

[i™ y "T m , S arc * en - Of course, it is not my fault if enemies pursue 
1 im to this place. It is owing to the regrettable irregularity of his life 
He was not a domestic character.” 

He relapsed into silence, and continued to gaze at the opposite wall 

Z ate sl,ike a — Aobiu “ 

My God! cried Flambeau after a pause; “he’s laughing!” 
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“Come away,” said Father Brown, who was quite white. “Come 
away from this house of hell. Let us get into an honest boat again.” 

Night had sunk on rushes and river by the time they had pushed off 
from the island, and they went down-stream in the dark, warming 
themselves with two big cigars that glowed like crimson ships’ lanterns. 
Father Brown took his cigar out of his mouth and said: 

“I suppose you can guess the whole story now? After all, it’s a primi¬ 
tive story. A man had two enemies. He was a wise man. And so he 
discovered that two enemies are better than one.” 

“I do not follow diat,” answered Flambeau. 

“Oh, it’s really simple,” rejoined his friend. “Simple, though any¬ 
thing but innocent. Both the Saradines were scamps: but the prince, the 
elder, was die sort of scamp that gets to the top; and the younger, the 
captain, was the sort that sinks to the bottom. This squalid officer fell 
from beggar to blackmailer, and one ugly day he got his hold upon his 
brother the prince. Obviously it was for no light matter, for Prince 
Paul Saradine was frankly ‘fast,’ and had no reputation to lose as to the 
mere sins of society. In plain fact, it was a hanging matter, and Stephen 
literally had a rope round his brother’s neck. He had somehow dis¬ 
covered the truth about the Sicilian affair, and could prove that Paul 
murdered old Antonelli in the mountains. The captain raked in the hush 
money heavily for ten years, until even the prince’s splendid fortune 

began to look a little foolish. 

“But Prince Saradine bore another burden besides his blood-sucking 
brother. He knew that the son of Antonelli, a mere child at the time of 
the murder, had been trained in savage Sicilian loyalty, and lived only to 
avenge his father, not with the gibbet (for he lacked Stephen s legal 
proof), but with the old weapons of vendetta. The boy had practised 
arms with a deadly perfection, and about the time that he was old 
enough to use them Prince Saradine began, as the society papers said, to 
travel. The fact is that he began to flee for Inis life, passing from place to 
place like a hunted criminal; but with one relentless man upon his trail. 
That was Prince Paul’s position, and by no means a pretty one. The more 
money he spent on eluding Antonelli the less he had to silence Stephen. 
The more he gave to silence Stephen the less chance there was of finally 
escaping Antonelli. Then it was that he showed himself a great man— 

a genius like Napoleon. ,, , 

“Instead of resisting his two antagonists, he surrendered suddenly to 

both of them. He gave way, like a Japanese wresder, and his foes fell 
prostrate before him. He gave up the race round the world, and e 
up his address to young Antonelli; then he gave up ever) tiling to ns 
brother. He sent Stephen money enough for smart clothes and easy 
travel, with a letter saying roughly: This is all I have left. You have 
cleaned me out. I still have a litde house in Norfolk, with servants and a 
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cellar, and if you want more from me you must take that. Come and 

take possession if you like, and I will live there quietly as your frien i <>r 

agent or anything. He knew that the Sicilian had never seen the Saradine 

brothers save, perhaps, in pictures; he knew they were somewhat alike, 

hoth having grey, pointed beards. Then he shaved his own face and 

waited. The trap worked. The unhappy captain, in his new clothes, 

entered the house in triumph as a prince, and walked upon the Sicilian’s 
sword. 

There was one hitch, and it is to the honour of human nature. Evil 
■ pirits like Saradine often blunder by never expecting the virtues of man- 
ldnd. He took it for granted that the Italian’s blow, when it came, would 
be dark, violent and nameless, like the blow it avenged; that the victim 
would be knifed at night, or shot from behind a hedge, and so die with¬ 
out speech. It was a bad minute for Prince Paul when Antonelli’s chivalry 
proposed a formal duel, with all its possible explanations. It was then 
that I found him putting off in his boat with wild eyes. He was fleeing, 
bareheaded, in an open boat before Antonelli should learn who he was! 

But, however agitated, he was not hopeless. He knew the adventurer 

^ i j i CW t ? 1C ^ anatic - Ic was q“he probable that Stephen,the adventurer, 
VM.uld hold his tongue, through Ins mere histrionic pleasure in playing a 

part, his lust for clinging to his new cosy quarters, his rascal’s trust in 
luck, and his fine fencing. It was certain that Antonelli, the fanatic, 
would hold his tongue, and be hanged without telling tales of his family! 
l J aul hung about on the river till he knew the fight was over. Then he 
roused the town, brought police, saw his two vanquished enemies taken 
away for ever, and sat down smiling to his dinner.” 

Laughing, God help us!” said Flambeau with a strone shudder “Dr> 
they get such ideas from Satan?” 

He s got that idea from you,” answered the priest, 
mean?” e J aculated Flambeau. “From me? What do you 


The priest pulled a visiting-card from his pocket and held it up in the 
aint g ow of his cigar; it was scrawled with green ink. 

„ I ? 0 1 n ' C you remember his original invitation to you?” he asked- 
and the compliment to your criminal exploit? ‘That trick of yours,’ he 
says, of getting one detective to arrest the other?’ He has just copied 
your trick. With an enemy on each side of him he slipped swiftly out 
of the way and let them collide and kill each other.” 

F ambeau tore Prince Saradine’s card from the priest’s hands and rent 
it savagely in small pieces. 

‘‘There’s the last of that old skull and crossbones,” he said as he scattered 

I thC m rk and disa PP earin g waves of the stream; “but 

uld think it would poison the fishes/* 

The last gleam of white card and green ink was drowned and darkened; 
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a faint and vibrant colour as of morning changed the sky, and the moon 
behind the grasses grew paler. They drifted in silence. 

Father, said Flambeau suddenly, “do you think it was all a dream?** 
1 he priest shook his head, whether in dissent or agnosticism, but 
remained mute. A smell of hawthorn and of orchards came to them 
through the darkness, telling them that a wind was awake; the next 
moment it swayed their little boat and swelled their sail, and carried them 
onward down the winding river to happier places and the homes of 
harmless men. 


IX 

THE HAMMER OF GOD 

The little village of Bohun Beacon was perched on a hill so steep that 
the tall spire of its church seemed only like the peak of a small moun¬ 
tain. At the foot of the church stood a smithy, generally red with fires 
and always littered with hammers and scraps of iron; opposite to this, 
over a rude cross of cobbled paths, was “The Blue Boar,” the only inn 
of the place. It was upon this crossway, in the lifting of a leaden and 
silver daybreak, that two brothers met in die street and spoke; though 
one was beginning the day and the other finishing it. The Rev. and 
Hon. Wilfred Bohun was very devout, and was making his way to 
some austere exercises of prayer or contemplation at dawn. Colonel 
the Hon. Norman Bohun, his elder brother, was by no means devout, 
and was sitting in evening-dress on the bench outside “The Blue Boar,” 
drinking what the philosophic observer was free to regard either as his 
last glass on Tuesday or his first on Wednesday. The colonel was not 
particular. 

The Bohuns were one of the very few aristocratic families really dating 
from the Middle Ages, and their pennon had actually seen Palestine. 
But it is a great mistake to suppose that such houses stand high in 
chivalric traditions. Few except the poor preserve traditions. Aristo¬ 
crats live not in traditions but in fashions. The Bohuns had been Mohocks 
under Queen Anne and Mashers under Queen Victoria. But, like 
more than one of the really ancient houses, they had rotted in the last 
two centuries into mere drunkards and dandy degenerates, till there 
had even come a whisper of insanity. Certainly there was something 
hardly human about the colonel's wolfish pursuit of pleasure, and his 
chronic resolution not to go home till morning had a touch of the 
hideous charity of insomnia. He was a tall, fine animal, elderly, but 
with hair startlingly yellow. He would have looked merely blond and 
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'nine, but his blue eyes were sunk so deep in his face that they looked 
olack. They were a little too close together. He had very long yellow 
moustaches: on each side of them a fold or furrow from nostril to jaw 
so that a sneer seemed to cut into his face. Over his evening clothes he 
wore a curiously pale yellow coat that looked more like a very light 
dressing gown than an overcoat, and on the back of his head was stuck 
an extraordinary broad-brimmed hat of a bright green colour, evidently 
some oriental curiosity caught up at random. He was proud of appear¬ 
ing in such incongruous attires-proud of the fact that he always made 
them look congruous. 7 

, Hls ^ rut ' ICl ' curate had also the yellow hair and the elegance but 
he was buttoned up to the chin in black, and his face was clean-shaven 
cultivated an l a little nervous. He seemed to live for nothing but his 
religion; but there were some who said (notably the blacksmith who 

T ? WaS 3 l0 /f ° f G ° thic lecture rather 

another and purer turn of the almost morbid thirst for beauty which ■ 

r,.i _ l*i .1 ? ^ . 1 vnne. This charge was doubt- 

, while the mans practical piety was indubitable. Indeed the charge 

was mostly an ignorant misunderstanding of the love of solitude and 

secret prayer, and was founded on his being often found kneeling, not 

before the altar, but m peculiar places, in the crypts or gallery, of’even 

m the belfry. He was at the moment about to enter the church through 

Ae yard of the smithy, but stopped and frowned a little as he saw his 

brother s cavernous eyes staring in the same direction. On the hypothesis 

lacksmith was a Puritan and none of his people, Wilfred Bohun had 
card some scandals about a beautiful and rather celebrated wife He 

tleakTSr aCf0iS ‘ he SM ' a " J C0 ' 0nel i,00d “P 

Wilfred," he said. "Like a good landlord I am 
wchrng sleeplessly over my people. 1 am going to call on the black- 

is SS' 8r0md “ d sald; '‘ Th ' blacksmith is our. He 

caliingTh’lm " WCrCd ^ °‘ h " Sile "‘ l “ 8 ' ,Kr; b wl 'y 1 a "> 

Norman, ’ said the cleric, with his eye on a pebble in the road “are 
you ever afraid of thunderbolts?” P ’ C 

d ° yOU mtan? ” askcd thc colonel- “Is your hobby meteor- 

c 2 mlgEfs “It 7““ d u,TS? 0ki “ 8 UP ' " d ° <•>« 
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“1 beg your pardon,” said the colonel; “I see your hobby is folklore.” 

“I know your hobby is blasphemy,” retorted the religious man, 
stung in the one live place of his nature. “But if you do not fear God, 
you have good reason to fear man.” 

The elder raised his eyebrows politely. “Fear man?” he said. 

“Barnes the blacksmith is the biggest and strongest man for forty mil^ 
round,” said the clergyman sternly. “I know you are no coward or 
weakling, but he could throw you over the wall.” 

This struck home, being true, and the lowering line by mouth and 
nostril darkened and deepened. For a moment he stood with the heavy 
sneer on his face. But in an instant Colonel Bohun had recovered his 
own cruel good humour and laughed, showing two dog-like front 
teeth under his yellow moustache. “In that case, my dear Wilfred,” 

he said quite carelessly, “it was wise for the last of the Bohuns to come 
out partially in armour.” 

And he took off' the queer round hat covered with green, showing 
that it was lined within with steel. Wilfred recognized it indeed as a 
light Japanese or Chinese helmet torn down from a trophy that hung 
in the old family hall. 

“It was die first to hand,” explained his brother airily; “always the 
nearest hat—and the nearest woman.” 

“The blacksmith is away at Greenford,” said Wilfred quiedy; “the 
time of his return is unsettled.” 

And with diat he turned and went into the church with bowed head, 
crossing himself like one who wishes to be quit of an unclean spirit. 
He was anxious to forget such grossness in the cool twilight of his tall 
Gothic cloisters; but on that morning it was fated that his still round 
of religious exercises should be everywhere arrested by small shocks. 
As he entered the church, hitherto always empty at that hour, a kneeling 
figure rose hastily to its feet and came towards the full daylight of the 
doorway. When the curate saw it he stood still with surprise. For the 
early worshipper was none other than the village idiot, a nephew of 
the blacksmith, one who neither would nor could care for the church 
or for anything else. He was always called “Mad Joe,” and seemed to 
have no other name; he was a dark, strong, slouching lad, with a heavy 
white face, dark straight hair, and a mouth always open. As he passed 
the priest, his moon-calf countenance gave no hint of what he had been 
doing or thinking of. He had never been known to pray before. What 
sort of prayers was he saying now? Extraordinary prayers surely. 

Wilfred Bohun stood rooted to the spot long enough to see the 
idiot go out into the sunshine, and even to see his dissolute brother hail 
him with a sort of avuncular jocularity. The last thing he saw was the 
colonel throwing pennies at the open mouth of Joe, with the serious 
appearance of trying to hit it. 
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This ugly sunlight picture of the stupidity and cruelty of the earth 

sent the ascetic finally to his prayers for purification and new thoughts 

He went up to a pew m the gallery, which brought him under a coloured 

window which he loved and which always quieted his spirit; a blue window 

witn an angel carrying lilies. There he began to think less about the 

half-wit, with his livid face and mouth like a fish. He began to think 

less ot his evil brother, pacing like a lean lion in his horrible hunger 

He sank deeper and deeper into those cold and sweet colours of silver 
blossoms and sapphire sky. 

In this place hall an hour afterwards he was found by Gibbs the 
village cobbler, who had been sent for him in some haste. He got to 
his feet with promptitude, Lor he knew that no small matter would 
have brought Gibbs into such a place at all. The cobbler was, as in many 
villages an atheist, and his appearance in church was a shade more 
eictraordmary than Mad Joe’s. It was a morning of theological enigmas. 

trembling hand for lb, b, " b '" pmti "S » 

The atheist spoke in a tone that, coming from him, was quite 
arthngly respectful, and even, as it were, huskily sympathetic 
You must excuse me, sir,” he said in a hoarse whisper, ‘‘but we 
dwln t think it right not to let you know at once. I’m afraid a rather 
dreadfu 1 thing has happened, sir. I’m afraid your brother-” 

Wilfred clenched his trail hands. “What devilry has he done now?” 

^ V 0 l uri tary passion. 

J Why ’’ .*?” Said , the col ? bler >'coughing, “I’m afraid he’s done nothing 

wie down°sir^ thmS ‘ ^ hc>S d ° ne for - You had reall y bctt ^ 

ferlh fT* followed the cobbIer down a short winding stair which 
5 ought them out at an entrance rather higher than the street. Bohun 

Yard of ^ glanCC \? at underneatb him like a plan. In the 

y the smithy were standing five or six men, mostly in black 

ST aXr S Unif T- Th u Cy induded tIle d —. the Presby r an 

very Saw'ta 2 d 8 ^ ' a,Kr W “ SpMkin * “ indeed, 

spread-eagled 1 faT f ° f hlmmCr! ' * a ma ” -eni„| d,e 8 [ 

SS-cssctiKi' *•" —* • 

the vard Tl? hu i n gaVe ^ Ut ° nc 8 ,ance * and ran down the steps into 
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y y ticc. He could only stammer out: “My brother 
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is dead. What does it mean? What is this horrible mystery?” There 
was an unhappy silence; and then the cobbler, the most outspoken man 

present, answered: “Plenty of horror, sir,”' he said, “but not much 
mystery.” 

“What do you mean?” asked Wilfred, with a white face. 

It s plain enough, answered Gibbs. “There is only one man for 
forty miles round that could have struck such a blow as that, and he’s 
the man that had most reason to.” 

“We must not prejudge anything,” put in the doctor, a tall, black- 
bearded man, rather nervously; “but it is competent for me to cor¬ 
roborate what Mr. Gibbs says about the nature of the blow, sir; it is 
an incredible blow. Mr. Gibbs says that only one man in this district 
could have done it. I should have said myself that nobody could have 
done it.” 

A shudder ot superstition went through the slight figure of the curate. 

‘<1 i ji / j >> l • j ° o a 

1 can hardly understand, he said. 

Mr. Bohun, said the doctor in a low voice, “metaphors literally 

m % * * 4 - W 

fail me. It is inadequate to say that the skull was smashed to bits like 
an egg-shell. Fragments of bone were driven into the body and the 
ground like bullets into a mud wall. It was the hand of a giant. ,, 

He was silent a moment, looking grimly through his glasses; then 
he added: “The thing has one advantage—that it clears most people 
of suspicion at one stroke. If you or I or any normally made man in 
the country were accused ot this crime, we should be acquitted as an 
infant would be acquitted of stealing the Nelson Column/’ 

“That’s what I say/' repeated the cobbler obstinately, “there's only 
one man that could have done it, and he’s the man that would have 
done it. Where’s Simeon Barnes, the blacksmith?” 

“He’s over at Greenford,” faltered the curate. 

“More likely over in France,” muttered the cobbler. 

‘No; he is in neither of those places,” said a small and colourless 
voice, which came from the little Roman pnest who had joined the 
group. “As a matter of fact, he is coming up the road at this moment.” 

The little priest was not an interesting man to look at, having stubbly 
brown hair and a round and stolid face. But if he had been as splendid 
as Apollo no one would have looked at him at that moment. Every¬ 
one turned round and peered at the pathway which wound across the 
plain below, along which was indeed walking, at his own huge stride 
and with a hammer on his shoulder, Simeon the smith. He was a bony 
and gigantic man, with deep, dark, sinister eyes and a dark chin beard. 

He was walking and talking quietly with two other men; and though 
he was never specially cheerful, he seemed quite at his ease. 

“My God!” cried the atheistic cobbler; “and there’s the hammer he 
did it with.” 
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No, said the in pector, a sensible-looking man with a sandy mous¬ 
tache, speaking for the first time. “There’s the hammer he did it with, 

over there by the church wall. We have left it and the body exactly as 
they are. 7 7 

All giant ea round, and the short priest went across and looked down 
in silence at the tool where it lay. It was one of the smallest and the 
lghtest or the hammers, and would not have caught the eye among the 
rest, but on the iron edge of it were blood and yellow hair. 

Auer a silence the short priest spoke without looking up, and there 
was a new note in his dull voice. “Mr. Gibbs was hardly right,” he 
said, in saying that there is no mystery. There is at least the mystery 

hammer*’ 5 ^ * man s ^ out< ^ attem P c so big a blow with so little a 

Oh never mind that,” cried Gibbs, in a fever. “What are we to 
do with Simeon Barnes?” 

‘leave him alone,” said the pnest quietly. “He is coming here of 
lmself. I know these two men with him. They are very good fellows 

cha'pel ° rd> aiK ^ thCy haVC C ° me ° VCr about the Presb Y ten an 

Even as he spoke the tall smith swung round the corner of the church 

and strode into his own yard. Then he stood there quite still, and the 

ammer fell from his hand. The inspector, who had preserved im¬ 
penetrable propriety, immediately went up to him. 

1 won t “£ you, Mr. Barnes,” he said, “whether you know any¬ 
thing about what has happened here. You are not bound to say. I hope 
you don t know, and that you will be able to prove it. But I must go 

o/s&d nZ? l ss f you m u,e Kms ' s nam£ for ^ m ” de ' 

CXciternem- 6 ^ Sa,<J the Cobbler ln officious 

vet Tr r Jr] Ve R 1° prOVe f ver y tbin 8- They haven’t proved 
y >, at “ “ Colonel Bohun, with the head all smashed up like 
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bodv h<*rr f u° neS L tbe colonel s medical man, and 1 knew his 
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As he glanced at the brained corpse upon the ground the iron eves 
“Is C rT IOI ^n S I?* lac,csmitl | followed them and rested there also 
damned ”° nC B ° hUn dCad? " ^ ^ Smith qUUe Calml y- “ Then he’s 

cobbler 11 dancin^k 111181 ° h ’ d ° n,t f y an y tbin g.” cned the atheist 
syacm. For no man rs such a legalist as the good Secularist. * 8 
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The blacksmith turned on him over his shoulder the august face of 
a fanatic. 

C t 

It is well for you infidels to dodge like foxes because the world’s 

law favours you, he said; “but God guards His own in His pocket, as 
you shall see this day.” 

Then he pointed to the colonel and said: “When did this dog die in 
1 * • » © 

his sins? 

“Moderate your language,” said the doctor. 

“Moderate die Bible’s language, and I’ll moderate mine. When did 

he die?” 

“I saw him alive at six o’clock this morning,” stammered Wilfred 
Bohun. 

God is good, said the smith. “Mr. Inspector, I have not the slightest 
objection to being arrested. It is you who may object to arresting me. 

I don’t mind leaving the court without a stain on my character. You 
do mind, perhaps, leaving the court with a bad set-back in your career.” 

The solid inspector for the first time looked at the blacksmith with a 
lively eye—as did everybody else, except the short, strange priest, who 

was still looking down at the little hammer that had dealt tne dreadful 
blow. 

There are two men standing outside this shop,” went on the black¬ 
smith with ponderous lucidity, “good tradesmen in Greenford whom 
you all know, who will sw^ear that they saw me from before midnight 
till daybreak and long after in the committee-room of our Revival 
Mission, which sics all night, we save souls so fast. In Greenford itself 
twenty people could swear to me for all that time. If I were a heathen, 
Mr. Inspector, I would let you walk on to your downfall; but, as a 
Christian man, I feel bound to give you your chance and ask you whether 
you will hear my alibi now or in court.” 

The inspector seemed for the first time disturbed and said: “Of course 
1 should be glad to clear you altogether now.” 

The smith walked out of his yard with the same long and easy stride, 
and returned to his two friends from Greenford, who were indeed 
friends of nearly everyone present. Each of them said a few words 
which no one ever thought of disbelieving. When they had spoken the 
innocence of Simeon stood up as solid as the great church above them. 

One of those silences struck the group which are more strange and 
insufferable than any speech. Madly, in order to make conversation, 
die curate said to the Cadiolic priest: 

“You seem very much interested in that hammer, Father Brown.” 

“Yes, I am,” said Father Brown; “why is it such a small hammer?” 

The doctor swung round on him. 

“By George, that’s true,” he cried; “who would use a little hammer 
with ten larger hammers lying about?” 
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Then he lowered his voice in the curate’s ear and said: “Only the 

kind of person that can’t lift a large hammer. It is not a question of 

force or courage between the sexes. It’s a question of lifting power in 

the shoulders. A bold woman could commit ten murders with a light 

hammer and never turn a hair. She could not kill a beetle with a heavy 
one. * 

Wilfred Bohun was staring at him with a sort of hypnotized horror 

while Father Brown listened with his head a little on one side really 

interested and attentive. ' fhe doctor went on with more hissing emphasis- 

Why do those idiots always assume that the only person who hates 

die wife s lover is the wife s husband? Nine times out of ten the person 

w o most hates the wife s lover is the wife. Who knows what insolence 
or treachery he had shown her—look there?” 

J5,* T,rr ? Wards the red - haireJ woman on the 

splendid face. But the eyes were fixed on the corpse with an electric 
glare that Had in it something of idiocy. 

The Rev William Bohun made a limp gesture as if waving away 
a 1 desire to know; but Father Brown, dusting off his sleeve soine ashes 
ruin die furnace, spoke in his indifferent way 
'You are like so many doctors,” he said; “your mental science ,s 
really suggestive. It is your physical science that is utterly impossible 
agree that the woman wants to kill the co-respondent much more 
dia., the petitioner does. And 1 agree that a woman will always pick 
up a small hammer instead of a big one. But the difficulty is one of 
p ysica impossibility. No woman ever born could have smashed a 

^These neonTl 1 “ ^ t ^ refleCUvd y- after 3 P**e: 

Look at that woman. Look at her arms.” 8 
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“* " V£ted ’ “ d hE Wc “ on a 




126 


THE FATHER BROWN STORIES 


ii 


a 


I am a priest,” he cried unsteadily, “and a priest should be no shedder 
of blood. I—I mean that he should bring no one to the gallows. And I 
thank God that I see the criminal clearly now—because he is a criminal 
who cannot be brought to the gallows.” 

You will not denounce him?” inquired the doctor. 

He would not be hanged if I did denounce him,” answered Wilfred, 
with a wild but curiously happy smile. “When I went into the church 
this morning I found a madman praying there—that poor Joe, who has 
been wrong all his life. God knows what he prayed; but with such 
strange folk it is not incredible to suppose that their prayers are all 
upside down. Very likely a lunatic would pray before killing a man. 
When I last saw poor Joe he was with my brother. My brother was 
mocking him.” 

“By Jove!” cried the doctor, “this is talking at last. But how do you 
explain-” 

The Rev. Wilfred was almost trembling with the excitement of his 
own glimpse of the truth. “Don’t you see; don’t you see,” he cried 
feverishly, “that is the only theory that covers both the queer things, 
that answers both the riddles. The two riddles are the little hammer 
and the big blow. The smith might have struck the big blow, but he 
would not have chosen the little hammer. His wife would have chosen 
the little hammer, but she could not have struck the big blow. But 
the madman might have done both. As for the little hammer—why, 
he was mad and might have picked up anything. And for the big blow, 
have you never heard, doctor, that a maniac in his paroxysm may have 
the strength of ten men?” 

The doctor drew a deep breath and then said: “By golly, I believe 
you’ve got it.” 

Father Brown had fixed his eyes on the speaker so long and stca 
as to prove that his large grey, ox-like eyes were not quite so insigni¬ 
as the rest of his face. When silence had fallen he said with marked 
respect: “Mr. Bohun, yours is the only theory yet propounded which 
holds water every way and is essentially unassailable. I think, therefore, 
that you deserve to be told, on my positive knowledge, that it is not 
the true one.” And with that the odd little man walked away and 
stared again at the hammer. 

“That fellow seems to know more than he ought to,” whispered the 
doctor peevishly to Wilfred. ‘Those popish priests are deucedly 
sly.” 

“No, no,” said Bohun, with a sort of wild fatigue. “It was the lunatic. 

It was the lunatic.” 

The group of the two clerics and the doctor had fallen away from 
the more official group containing the inspector and the man he had 
arrested. Now, however, that their own party had broken up, they 
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jru v '’ :< cs froni r ' ie others. The priest looked up quietly and then 
looked down again as he heard the blacksmith say in a loud voice- 

1 hope I’ve convinced you, Mr. Inspector. I’m a strong man, as 

you say, but I couldn’t have flung my hammer bang here from Green- 

tord. My hammer hasn’t any wings that it should come flying half a 
mile over hedges and fields.” ° 

The inspector laughed amicably and said: “No; I think you can be 
considered out of it, though it’s one of the rummiest coincidences I ever 
saw. I can only ask you to give us all the assistance you can in finding 
a man as big and strong as yourself. By George! you might be usefut 

“ y t0 l hlm 1 s , l !PP ose V° u y oiIr selt have no guess at the man?” 
may have a guess ’ said the pale smith, “but it is not at a man.” 

en, seeing the scared eyes turn towards his wife on the bench he 

nSTf hand on her shoulder and said: “Nor a woman either.” 

What do you mean? asked the inspector jocularly. “You don’t 
tliitik cows use hammers, do you?” 

a n ° ^’ ng °J fiesh chat hammer,” said the blacksmith in 

wrm V j 01Ce ’. monall y s P eakln g> 1 think die man died alone.” 
burningey 01 ^ 6 * SU< ^ en h° rwar d movement and peered at him with 

« , Do y°u m ean to say, Barnes, came the sharp voice of the cobbler 
at t e hammer jumped up of itself and knocked the man down?” 

I - 0U gentlemen may stare and snigger,” cried Simeon; “you 
erg) men who tell us on Sunday in what a stillness the Lord smote 
Sennachcnb. 1 beheve that One who walks invisible in every house 

“ C h °" 0u f r of min , e > laid the defiler dead before the door 

qulkes, nil WaSJUSt the for " tllere iS h carth - 

undBcnb3ble: told 

slight h smile 8ent “ my JUrisdiction >” said the inspector with a 

You are not outside His,” answered the smith; “see vou to it ” And 
tummg his broad back, he went into the house. Y ^ 

easy a e nd h fWendl Vllfred W ? ^ by Father Brown * vvh ° had an 
m/ Rnb, "t y W . ay ^ lth him - Let us 8 et out of this horrid place 

of flip M ’ he c sa, f . May 1 ook inside y° ur church? I hear it’s one 
oldest m England. We take some interest, you know ” he added 

with a comica grimace, “in old English churches.” 

But 5j h r d, L d n0t smile> for humour was never his strong point 

Piwbvttrii^h? 11 ? t0 . S ,° mco . ne morc lik ely to be sympathetic dian the 
Presbyterian blacksmith or the atheist cobbler. 

y ail means,” he said; “let us go in at this side.” And he led the 
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way into the high side entrance at the top of the flight of steps. Father 
Brown was mounting the first step to follow him when he felt a hand 
on his shoulder, and turned to behold die dark, thin figure of the doctor, 
his face darker yet with suspicion. 

Sir, said the physician harshly, “you appear to know some secrets 
in this black business. May I ask if you are going to keep them to your¬ 
self?’ * 

Why, doctor, answered the priest, smiling quite pleasandy, “there 
is one very good reason why a man of my trade would keep things to 
himself when he is not sure of them, and that is that it is so constandy 
his duty to keep them to himself when he is sure of them. But if you 
think I have been discourteously reticent with you or anyone, I will 

go to the extreme limit of my custom. I will give you two very large 
hints.” 

“Well, sir?” said the doctor gloomily. 

“First,” said Father Brown quietly, “the thing is quite in your own 
province. It is a matter of physical science. The blacksmith is mistaken, 
not perhaps in saying that the blow was divine, but certainly in saying 
that it came by a miracle. It was no miracle, doctor, except in so far 
as man is himself a miracle, with his strange and wicked and yet half- 
heroic heart. The force that smashed that skull was a force well known 
to scientists—one of the most frequendy debated of the laws of nature.” 

The doctor, who was looking at him with frowning intentness, only 
said: “And the other hint?” 

“The other hint is this,” said the priest: “Do you remember the black¬ 
smith, though he believes in miracles, talking scornfully of the impossible 
fairy tale that his hammer had wings and flew half a mile across 
country?” 

“Yes,” said the doctor, “I remember that.” 

“Well,” added Father Brown, with a broad smile, “that fairy tale 
was the nearest thing to the real truth that has been said to-day.” And 
with that he turned his back and stumped up the steps after the curate. 

The Reverend Wilfred, who had been waiting for him, pale and 
impatient, as if this little delay were the last straw for his nerves, led 
him immediately to his favourite comer of the church, that part of the 
gallery closest to the carved roof and lit by the wonderful window 
with the angel. The little Latin priest explored and admired everything 
exhaustively, talking cheerfully but in a low voice all the time. When 
in the course of his investigation he found the side exit and the winding 
stair down which Wilfred had rushed to find his brother dead, Father 
Brown ran not down but up, with the agility of a monkey, and his 
clear voice came from an outer platform above. 

“Come up here, Mr. Bohun,” he called. “The air will do you good. 

Bohun followed him, and came out on a kind of stone gallery or bal- 
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cony outside the building from which one could see the illimitable 
plain m which their small hil stood, wooded away to die purple horizon 
am, dotted with villages and farms. Clear and square, but quite small 

leath them, was the blacksmith s yard, where the inspector still stood 
taking notes and the corpse still lay like a smashed fly. 

Might be the map of the world, mightn’t it?” said Father Brown., 
es, said Bohun very gravely, and nodded lus head 
Immediately beneath and about them die lines of the Gothic building 
p unged outwards into the void with a sickening swiftness akin to 

t C Zj h r “ i tb V em en f of dtan energy in the arclntecture of 
n k. f AgCS tha 1 t ’ fr T whatever aspect it be seen, it always seems 
c rushing away, like the strong back of some maddened horse This 

Woifl W ^ heWn f denC alld Sllent St0ne > bearded with old 

k from k a i d $tained WIth S C ne ' tS ° f blrds ‘ And >' et . when they saw 

saw it ° W ’ ? SpraI1 , S Lke 3 foumain at stars; and when they 
aw it as now, from above, it poured like a cataratt into a voiceless 

f 0r these two men on the tower were left alone with the most 

oronnrf • ^ C< k G ° thiC: the nionstrous foreshortening and dis- 

dlZZy P er$ P ecdves > the ghmpses of great thmgs small 

De^ of stn §S grCaC; * of stone in the mid-air. 

■ ) dttin oi helds and farms, pygmy in their distance. A carved bird 

™ l nCr SCemed bke some vast walking or flying dragon 
dZYh FStUreS 3nd T Vlllages below - T he whole atmosphere was 

S °a f C C rkT l gCmi; ^ d tllC Wh ° Ie ° f tbt ° ld church . ^ till and 
burst 3 cathedrab seemed to sit upon the sunlit country like a cloud- 

L: I tbere “ something rather dangerous about standing on these 

tob looked at, not to be looked from.” b 3dc 

« r 0 y° u mean that one may fall over?” asked Wilfred 

priest^ ° Ue,S S ° Ul may faU lf ° ne ’ S bod y docsn ’t. M said the other 

“Lnok Ce l y l | nder u ai l d y°?’” remarked Bohun indistinctly, 
calndv % A U blac L ksmit lk for instance,” went on Falher Brown 

»dLh™S glM r W ? S Ta UP by L mCn Wh ° P ra >' ed on hiUs 

from the vaflev n^^ V^ mo ^ er of g iants - One sees great tlungs 
op , I| e >. omy small things from the peak.” ° 

1 d .° Sa ’ d Bohun tremulously. 

After i Sai 11C 0t | 1Cf * n 30 ° dd vcdce; "we know he didn’t do it ” 

moment he resumed, looking tranquilly out over the plain 
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with his pale grey eyes. I knew a man, he said, “who began by wor¬ 
shipping with others before the altar, but who grew fond of high and 
lonely places to pray from, corners or niches in the belfry or the spire. 
And once in one of those dizzy places, where the whole world seemed 
to turn under him like a wheel, his brain turned also, and he fancied 

he was God. So that though he was a good man, he committed a 
great crime.” 

Wilfred s face was turned away, but his bony hands turned blue and 
white as they tightened on the parapet of stone. 

He thought it was given to him to judge die world and strike down 
the sinner. He would never have had such a thought if he had been 
kneeling with other men upon a floor. But he saw all men walking 
about like insects. He saw one especially strutting just below him, 
insolent and evident by a bright green hat—a poisonous insect/* 

Rooks cawed round the corners of the belfry; but there was no other 
sound till Father Brown went on. 

I his also tempted him, that he had in his hand one of the most 
awful engines of nature; I mean gravitation, that mad and quickening 
rush by which all earth’s creatures fly back to her heart when released. 
See, the inspector is strutting just below us in the smithy. If I were to 
toss a pebble over this parapet it would be something like a bullet by 

the time it struck lum. If I were to drop a hammer—even a small 
hammer-” 

Wilfred Bohun threw one leg over the parapet, and Father Brown 
had him in a minute by the collar. 

‘‘Not by tlaat door,” he said quite gently; “that door leads to hell.” 

Bohun staggered back against the wall, and stared at him with frightful 
eyes, 

“How do you know all this?” he cried. “Are you a devil?” 

“I am a man,” answered Father Brown gravely; “and therefore have 
all devils in my heart. Listen to me,” he said after a short pause. “I 
know what you did—at least, I can guess the great part of it. When 
you left your brother you were racked with no unrighteous rage to 
the extent even that you snatched up the small hammer, half inclined 
to kill him with his foulness on his mouth. Recoiling, you thrust it 
under your buttoned coat instead, and rushed into the church. You 
pray wildly in many places, under the angel window, upon the platform 
above, and on a higher platform still, from which you could see the 
colonel’s Eastern hat like the back of a green beetle crawling about. 
Then something snapped in your soul, and you let God’s thunderbolt 
fall.” 

Wilfred put a weak hand to his head, and asked in a low voice: “How 
did you know that his hat looked like a green beetle?” 

“Oh, that,” said the other with the shadow of a smile, “that was 
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mon sense. • But hear me further. I say I know all this; hut no one 

else shah know it. The next step is for you; I shall take no more steps- 

1 will seal this with the seal of confession. If you ask me why, there 

are many reasons, and only one that concerns you. I leave things to 

you because you have not yet gone very far wrong, as assassins go. 

ou did not help to fix the crime on die smith when it was easy; or 

;- lu lus wife, when that was easy. You tried to fix it on the imbecile 

because you knew that he could not suffer. That was one of the gleami 

h ^ m y business to fuui in assassins. A.nd now come down into 

the village, and go your own way as free as the wind; for I have said 
my last word. 

They went down the winding stairs in utter silence, and came out 
into the sunlight by the smithy. Wilfred Bohun carefully unlatched 

t e woo en gate of the yard, and going up to the inspector, said: “I 
wish to give myself up; I have killed my brother.” 
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That singuhr smoky sparkle, at once a confusion and a transparency 
which is the strange secret of the Thames, was changing more and more 
trom its grey to its glittering extreme as the sun climbed to the zenith 
<Acr Wcstm| nster, and the two men crossed Westminster Bridge One 

ery U ”1 the f her vef y short; the y mi s ht even have been 
the HK 7 < j° m P ar <; d . t0 , tbe clock-tower of Parliament and 

l ie* S' h rS *?"» of ^ Abbey, for the shot, ma„ was in 

; rSAT'i detcc r'.f; d hc w “ « oi ”«»^—««£". 

tlic short ,f aC T S ? e Abbe y entrance. The official description of 

Church <Smh WaS n* e 7- ^ Br ° Wn ’ attachcd t0 St - Francis Xavier’s 

bed to ieSt^lSfL™” 8 &0m “ &mberWtU ^ 

also in theoS7 $ American f ! n its ^-scraping altitude, and American 
it 7S k ° led r elab °ra tl0n of its machinery of telephones and lifts. But 

moved inThe an ? stl11 nnderstalfed: only three tenants had 

office just* Un°^k Just ab° ve Flambeau was occupied, as also was the 
bc | n J u , w im; the two floors above that and the diree floors 

caught Cre C L nt,rC,y b ^ re ' ^ Ut dle F‘ rst glance at the new tower of flats 

ing 8 the one hl, l S niUCh , m0re mestin S- Say e For a few relics of scafToId- 

Flambeau s. It was an enormous gilt effigy of the human eye, surrounded 
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with rays of gold, and taking up as much room as two or three office 
windows. 



What on earth is that?” asked Father Brown, and stood still. 

On, a new religion, said Flambeau, laughing; “one of those new 
religions that forgive your sins by saying you never had any. Rather 
lixe Christian Science, I should think. The fact is that a fellow c a 
himself Kalon (I don t know what his name is, except that it can’t be 
that) has taken the flat just above me. I have two lady typewriters under¬ 
neath me, and this enthusiastic old humbug on top. He calls himself the 
New Priest of Apollo, and he worships the sun.” 

Let him look out,” said Father Brown. “The sun was the cruellest 
of all the gods. But what does that monstrous eye mean?” 

As I understand it, it is a theory of theirs,” answered Flambeau, 
that a man can endure anything if his mind is quite steady. Their two 
great symbols are the sun and the open eye; for they say that if a man 
were really healthy he could stare at the sun.” 

If a man were really healthy,” said Father Brown, “he would not 
bother to stare at it.” 

“Well, that’s all I can tell you about the new religion,” went on Flam¬ 
beau carelessly. “It claims, of course, that it can cure all physical dis¬ 


eases. 


i« 


Can it cure the one spiritual disease?” asked Father Brown, with a 


serious curiosity. 

“And what is the one spiritual disease?” asked Flambeau, smiling. 

“Oh, thinking one is quite well,” said his friend. 

Flambeau was more interested in the quiet little office below him than 
in the flamboyant temple above. He was a lucid Southerner, incapable 
of conceiving himself as anything but a Catholic or an atheist; and new 
religions of a bright and pallid sort were not much in his line. But 
humanity was always in his line, especially when it was good-looking; 
moreover, the ladies downstairs were characters in their way. The 
office was kept by two sisters, both slight and dark, one of them tall and 
striking. She had a dark, eager and aquiline profile, and was one of those 
women whom one always thinks of in profile, as of the clean-cutedgeof 
some weapon. She seemed to cleave her way through life. She had 
eyes of startling brilliancy, but it was the brilliancy of steel rather than 
of diamonds; and her straight, slim figure was a shade too stiff for its 
grace. Her younger sister was like her shortened shadow, a little greyer, 
paler, and more insignificant. They both wore a business-like black, with 
little masculine cuffs and collars. There are thousands of such curt, 
strenuous ladies in the offices of London, but the interest of these lay 
rather in their real than their apparent position. 

For Pauline Stacey, the elder, was actually the heiress of a crest and 
half a county, as well as great wealth; she had been brought up in castles 



THE EYE OF APOLLO 


133 

and gardens, before a frigid fierceness (peculiar to the modern woman) 
had driven her to what she considered a harsher and a higher existence. 
She had not, indeed, surrendered her money; in that there would have 
been a romantic or monkish abandon quite alien to her masterful utili¬ 
tarianism. She held her wealth, she would say, for use upon practical 
social objects. Part of it she had put into her business, the nucleus of a 
model typewriting emporium; part of it was distributed in various 
leagues and causes for the advancement of such work among women. 
How far Joan, her sister and partner, shared this slightly prosaic idealism 
no one could be very sure. But she followed her leader with a dog-like 
affection which was somehow more attractive—with its touch of tragedy 
—than the hard, high spirits of the elder. For Pauline Stacey had nothing 
to say to tragedy; she was understood to deny its existence. 

Her rigid rapidity and cold impatience had amused Flambeau very 
much on the first occasion of his entering the flats. He had lingered out¬ 
side the lift in the entrance-hall waiting for the lilt-boy, who general !v 
conducts strangers to the various floors. But this bright-eyed falcon 
of a girl had openly refused to endure such official delay. She said 
sharply that she knew all about the lift, and was not dependent on boys— 
or on men either. Though her flat was only three floors above, she man¬ 
aged in the few seconds of ascent to give Flambeau a great many of her 
fundamental views in an off-hand manner; they were to the general 
effect that she was a modern working woman and loved modern working 
machinery. Her bright black eyes blazed with abstract anger against 
those who rebuke mechanic science and ask for the return of romance. 
Everyone, she said, ought to be able to manage machines, just as she 
could manage the lift. She seemed almost to resent the fact of Flambeau 
opening the lift-door for her; and that gentleman went up to his own 
apartments smiling with somewhat mingled feelings at the memory of 
such spit-fire self-dependence. 

She certainly had a temper, of a snappy, practical sort; the gestures of 
ler thin, elegant hands were abrupt or even destructive. Once Flambeau 
entered her office on some typewriting business, and found she had 
just flung a pair of spectacles belonging to her sister into the middle of the 
floor and stamped on them. She was already in the rapids of an ethical 
tirade about the sickly medical notions’ * and the morbid admission of 
weakness implied in such an apparatus. She dared her sister to bring such 
artificial, unhealthy rubbish into the place again. She asked if she was 
expected to wear wooden legs or false hair or glass eyes; and as she spoke 
her eyes sparkled like the terrible crystal. 

Flambeau, quite bewildered with this fanaticism, could not refrain 
trom asking Miss Pauline (with direct French logic) why a pair of spec- 
tacles was a more morbid sign of weakness than a lift, and why, if science 
might help us in the one eiiort, it might not help us in the other. 
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“That is so different/ 1 said Pauline Stacey loftily. “Batteries and 
motors and all those tilings are marks of the force of man—yes, Mr. 
Flambeau, and the force of women, too! We shall take our turn at 
these great engines that devour distance and defy time. That is high and 
splendid—that is really science. But these nasty props and plasters die 
doctors sell—why, they are just badges of poltroonery. Doctors stick on 
legs and arms-as if we were born cripples and sick slaves. But I was free¬ 
born, Mr. Flambeau! People only think they need these things because 
diey have been trained in fear instead of being trained in power and 
courage, just as the silly nurses tell children not to stare at the sun, and so 
they can't do it without blinking. But why among the stars should there 
be one star I may not see? The sun is not my master, and I will open my 
eyes and stare at him, whenever I choose/* 

“Your eyes," said Flambeau, with a foreign bow, “will dazzle the 
sun/’ He took pleasure in complimenting this strange stiff beauty, partly 
because it threw her a little off her balance. But as he went upstairs to 
his floor he drew a deep breath and whistled, saying to himself: “So she 
has got into die hands of that conjurer upstairs with his golden eye. 
For, litde as he knew or cared about the new religion of Kalon, he had 
heard of his special notion about sun-gazing. 

He soon discovered that the spiritual bond between the floors above 
and below him was dose and increasing. The man who called himself 
Kalon was a magnificent creature, worthy, in a physical sense, to be 
the pontiff of Apollo. He was nearly as tall even as Flambeau, and very 
much better looking, with a golden beard, strong blue eyes, and a mane 
flung back like a lion’s. In structure he was the blond beast of Nietzsche, 
but all this animal beauty was heightened, brightened and softened by 
genuine intellect and spirituality. If he looked like one of the great 
Saxon kings, he looked like one of the kings that were also saints. And 
this despite the cockney incongruity of his surroundings; the fact that he 
had an office half-way up a building in Victoria Street; that the clerk 
(a commonplace youth in cuffs and collars) sat in the outer room, between 
him and the corridor; that his name was on a brass plate, and the gilt 
emblem of his creed hung above the street, like the advertisement of an 
oculist. All this vulgarity could not take away from the man called 
Kalon die vivid oppression and inspiration that came from his soul and 
body. When all was said, a man in the presente of this quack did feel in 
the presence of a great man. Even in the loose jacket-suit of linen that he 
wore as a workshop dress in his office he was a fascinating and formidable 
figure; and when robed in the white vestments and crowned with the 
golden circlet, in which he daily saluted the sun, he really looked so 
splendid that the laughter ot die street people sometimes died suddenly 
on their lips. For three times in the day the new sun-worshipper went 
out on his little balcony, in the face of all Westminster, to say some 
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litany to his shining lord: once at daybreak, once at sunset, and once at 
the shock of noon. And it was while the shock of noon still shook faintly 
hvin rov.’i.'f'. oi Parliament and parish church that Father Brown, 
the friend of i-'lambeau, first looked up and saw the white priest of Apollo. 

Flambeau had seen quite enough of these daily salutations of Phcebus, 
and plunged into the porch of the tall building without even looking for 
his clerical tnend to follow. But Father Brown, whether from a pro¬ 
fessional interest in ritual or a strong individual interest in tomfoolery, 
stopped and stared up at the balcony ot the sun-worshipper, just as he 
might have stopped and stared up at a Punch and Judy. Kalon the 
Prophet was already erect, with argent garments and uplifted hands, and 
the sound of his strangely penetranng voice could be heard all the way 
down the busy street uttering his solar litany. He was already in the 
middle of it; his eyes were fixed upon the flaming disk, it is doubtful 

l\ $aW anydun & or an Y on e on this earth; it is substantially certain 
that he did not see a stunted, round-faced priest who, in the crowd be¬ 
low, looked up at him with blinking eyes. That was perhaps the most 
staruing difference between even these two far-divided men. Father 
Brown could not look at anything without blinking; but the priest of 
Apollo could look on the blaze at noon without a quiver of the eyelid. 

O sun, cried the piophet, O star that art too great to be allowed 

among the stars! O fountain that flowest . juietly in that secret spot that 

*’ < - J hed space. White father of all white unwearied tilings, white flames 

and white flowers and white peaks. Father, who art more innocent 

than all thy most innocent and quiet children; primal puritv, into the 
peace of which-” 


A rush and crash like the reversed rush of a rocket was cloven with a 

strident and incessant yelling. Five people rushed into the gate of the 

mansions as three people rushed out, and for an instant they all deafened 

each other. The sense of some utterly abrupt horror seemed for a moment 

to till half die street with bad news—bad news that was all the worse 

because no one knew what it was. Two figures remained still after the 

eras o commotion: the fair priest of Apollo on the balcony above, and 
the ugly priest of Christ below him. 

Ai last the tall figure and titanic energy ot Flambeau appeared in the 
Norway ot the mansions and dominated the little mob. Talking at the 
top of his voice like a fog-horn, he told somebody or anybody to go for 
a surgeon; and as he turned back into the dark and thronged entrance his 

Zfj i J Br ?'! n sllpped in msignificantly after him. Even as he 
utked and dived through the crowd he could still hear the magnificent 

m [ " y anci monotony of the solar priest still calling on the happy god 
who is the friend of fountains and flowers. FPY S 

Br °wn found Flambeau and some six other people standing 
round the enclosed space into which the lift commonly descended. But 
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the lift had not descended. Something else had descended; something 
that ought to have come by a lift. 

For the last four minutes Flambeau had looked down on it; had seen 
the brained and bleeding figure of that beautiful woman who denied the 
existence of tragedy. He had never had the slightest doubt that it was 
Pauline Stacey; and, though he had sent for a doctor, he had not the 
slightest doubt that she was dead. 

He could not remember for certain whether he had liked her or dis¬ 
liked her; there was so much both to like and dislike. But she had been 
a person to him, and the unbearable pathos of details and habit stabbed 
him widi all the small daggers of bereavement. He remembered her 
pretty face and priggish speeches with a sudden secret vividness which is 
all the bitterness of death. In an instant, like a bolt from the blue, like a 
thunderbolt from nowhere, that beautiful and defiant body had been 
dashed down the open well of the lift to death at the bottom. Was it 
suicide? With so insolent an optimist it seemed impossible. Was it 
murder? But who was there in those hardly-inhabited flats to murder 
anybody? In a rush of raucous words, which he meant to be strong and 
suddenly found weak, he asked where was that fellow Kalon. A voice, 
habitually heavy, quiet and full, assured him that Kalon for the last 
fifteen minutes had been away up on his balcony worshipping his god. 
When Flambeau heard the voice, and felt the hand of Father Brown, he 
turned his swarthy face and said abruptly; 

“Then, if he has been up there all the time, who can have done it?” 

“Perhaps,” said the other, “we might go upstairs and find out. We 
have half an hour before the police will move.” 

Leaving the body of the slain heiress in charge of the surgeons, Flam¬ 
beau dashed up the stairs to the typewriting office, found it utterly empty, 
and dashed up to his own. Having entered that, he returned with a new 
and white face to his friend. 

“Her sister,” he said, with an unpleasant seriousness, “her sister seems 
to have gone out for a walk.” 

Father Brown nodded. “Or, she may have gone up to the office of 
that sun man,” he said. “If I were you I should just verify that, and then 
let us talk it over in your office. No,” he added suddenly, as it remem¬ 
bering something; “shall I ever get over that stupidity of mine? Of 
course, in their office downstairs. 

Flambeau stared; but he followed the little father downstairs to the 
empty flat of the Staceys, where that impenetrable pastor took a large 
red-leather chair in the very entrance, from which he could see the stairs 
and landings, and waited. He did not wait very long. In about four 
minutes three figures descended the stairs, alike only in their solemnity. 
The first was Joan Stacey, the sister of the dead woman—evidently she 
had been upstairs in the temporary temple of Apollo; the second was the 
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priest of Apollo himself, his litany finished, sweeping down the empty 
stairs in utter magnificence—something in his white robes, beard and 
r.irccd hair had the look of Dore’s Christ leaving the Pretorium; di, 
third was Flambeau, black-browed and somewhat bewildered. 

Miss Joan Stacey, dark, with a drawn face and hair prematurely touched 
with grey, walked straight to her own desk and set out her papers with a 
practical flap. The mere action rallied everyone else to sanity. If Miss 
Joan Stacey was a criminal, she was a cool one. Father Brown regarded 
her for some time with an odd little smile, and dien, without taking his 
eyes off her, addressed himself to somebody else. 

“Prophet,” he said, presumably addressing Kalon, “I wish you would 
teii me a lot about your religion.” 

“I shall be proud to do it,” said Kalon, inclining his still crowned 
head, but I am not sure that I understand. M 


„ Why, it s like this,” said Father Brown, in his frankly doubtful way. 

We are taught that if a man has really bad first principles, that must be 
partly his fault. But, tor all that, we can make some difference between 
a man who insults his quite clear conscience more or less crowded with 
sophistries. Now, do you really think that murder is wrong at all?” 

«k> this an accusation? asked Kalon very quietly. 

No, answered Brown, equally gently, “it is the speech for the 
dctence. 


In the long and startled stillness of the room the prophet of Apollo 
slowly rose, and really it W’as like the rising of the sun. He filled that 
room with his light and life in such a manner that a man felt he could 
as easily have filled Salisbury Plain. His robed form seemed to hang the 
whole room with classic draperies; his epic gesture seemed to extend it 
into grander perspectives, till the little black figure of die modern cleric 

splendour o( Hellaf *“ d “ ” tn,Si0 "’ * r0l,nd ’ bbd blot “P“ 


We meet at last, Caiaphas,” said the prophet. “Your church and 
me are the only realities on this earth. I adore the sun, and you the 
arkemng of the sun; you are the priest of the dying, and 1 of die living 
d ’ Your present work of suspicion and slander is worthy of your 
coat and creed. All your church is but a black police; you are only spies 
and detectives seeking to tear from men confessions of guilt, whetWby 

t L C e 7 0r torturc - You would convict men of crime, I would convict 

• m u lnn ° cence ‘ You wou ^ convince them of sin, I would con¬ 
vince them of virtue. 

vn,^t ade , r ° f tH f b ° 0b ? f evU ’ one more word before I blow away 
7™ s “ghtmares for ever. Not even faintly could you under- 

vou mIU' ^ U e ca J e whether you can convict me or no. The things 

in a chiM\ 1S , gn T hornble hanging are to me no more than an ogre 

s oy ook to a man once grown up. You said you were offering 



THE FATHER BROWN STORIES 


138 

the speech for the defence. I care so little for the cloud-land of this life 
that I will offer you the speech for the prosecution. There is but one 
thing that can be said against me in this matter, and 1 will say it myself. 
The woman that is dead was my love and my bride; not after such manner 
as your tin chapels call lawful, but by a law purer and sterner than you 
will ever understand. She and I walked another world from yours, and 
trod places of crystal while you were plodding through tunnels and 
corridors of brick. Well, I know that policemen, theological and other¬ 
wise, always fancy that where there has been love there must soon be 
hatred; so there you have the first point made for the prosecution. But 
the second point is stronger; I do not grudge it you. Not only is it true 
that Pauline loved me, but it is also true that this very morning, before 
she died, she wrote at that table a will leaving me and my new church 
half a million. Come, where are the handcuffs? Do you suppose I care 
what foolish things you do with me? Penal servitude will only be like 
waiting for her at a wayside station. The 
her in a headlong car.” 

He spoke with the brain-shaking authority of an orator, and Flam¬ 
beau and Joan Stacey stared at him in an amazed admiration. Father 
Brown's face seemed to express nothing but extreme distress; he looked 
at the ground with one wrinkle of pain across his forehead. The prophet 
of the sun leaned easily against the mantelpiece and resumed: 

“In a few words I have put before you the whole case against me— 
—the only possible case against me. In fewer words still I will blow it to 
pieces, so that not a trace of it remains. As to whether I have com¬ 
mitted this crime, the truth is in one sentence: I could not have com¬ 
mitted this crime. Pauline Stacey fell from this floor to the ground at 
five minutes past twelve. A hundred people will go into the witness- 
box and say that I was standing out upon the balcony'of my own rooms 
above from just before the stroke of noon to a quarter-past—the usual 
period of my public prayers. My clerk (a respectable youth from Clap- 
ham, with no sort of connexion with me) will swear that he sat in my 
outer office all the morning, and that no communication passed through. 
He will swear that I arrived a full ten minutes before the hour, fifteen 
minutes before any whisper of the accident, and that I did not leave 
the office or the balcony all that time. No one ever had so complete an 
alibi: I could subpoena half Westminster. I think you had better put the 
handcuffs away again. The case is at an end. 

“But last of all, that no breath of this idiotic suspicion remain in the 
air, I will tell you all you want to know. I believe I do know how my 
unhappy friend came by her death. You can, if you choose, blame me 
for it, or my faith and philosophy at least; but you certainly cannot lock 
me up. It is well known to all students of the higher truths that certain 
adepts and illuminati have in history attained the power of levitation— 


gallows will only be going to 
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that is, of being self-sustained upon the empty air. It is but a part oi 
that general conquest ot matter which is the main e ement in our occult 
wisdom. Poor Pauline was of an impulsive and ambitious temper. I 
dunk, to tell the truth, she thought herself somewhat deeper in the mys¬ 
teries chan she was; and she has often said to me, as we went down in the 
lift together, that if one’s will were strong enough, one could float down 
as harmlessly as a feather. 1 solemnly believe that in some ecstasy of 
noble thoughts she attempted the miracle. Her will, or faith, must have 
failed her at the crucial instant, and the lower law of matter had its 
horrible revenge. There is the whole story, gentlemen, very sad and, as 
you think, very presumptuous and wicked, but certainly not criminal 
nr in any way connected with me. In the shorthand of the police-courts, 
you had better call it suicide. I shall always call it heroic failure for the 
advance of science and the slow scaling of heaven.” 

It was the Erst time Flambeau had ever seen Father Brown vanquished. 

He still sat looking at the ground, with a painful and corrugated brow, 

as if in shame. It is impossible to avoid the feeling which the prophet’s 

winged words had tanned, that here was a sullen, professional suspector 

of men overwhelmed by a prouder and purer spirit of natural liberty 

and health. At last he said, blinking as if in bodily distress: 44 Well, if 

that is so, sir, you need do no more than take the testamentary paper you 

spoke of and go. 1 wonder where the poor lady left it.” 

It will be over there on her desk by the door, I think,” said Kalon, 

with that massive innocence of manner that seemed to acquit him wholly. 

siu ; told me specially she would write it this morning, and I actually 

saw her writing as 1 went up in the lift to my own room.” 

Was her door open then?” asked die priest, with his eye on a corner 
of the matting. 

Yes, said Kalon calmly. 

Ah! it has been open ever since,” said the other, and resumed his 
s in nt study of the mat. 

“There is a paper over here,” said the grim Miss Joan, in a somewhat 
singular voice. She had passed over to her sister’s desk by the doorway, 
and was holding a sheet of blue foolscap in her hand. There was a sour 

s ', m , 011 1 | cr tace d 1111 seemed unfit for such a scene or occasion, and 
Flambeau looked at her with a darkening brow. 

Kalon the prophet stood away from the paper with that royal un- 

consciousness that had carried him through. But Flambeau took it out 

ot the lady s hand and read it with the utmost amazement. It did, indeed, 

egm in the formal manner of a will, but after the words “I give and 

equeath all of which I die possessed” the writing abruptly stopped 

wit a set of scratches, and there was no trace of the name of any legatee 

Mambeau, m wonder, handed tins to his friend, who glanced at it and 

ently g avc 1C to the priest of the sun. 
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An instant afterwards that pontiff, in his splendid sweeping draperies, 
had crossed the room in two great strides, and was towering over Joan 
St accy, his blue eyes standing from his head. 

“What monkey tricks have you been 
not all Pauline wrote.’* 

They were startled to hear him speak in quite a new voice, with a 
Yankee shrillness in it; ail his grandeur and good English had fallen 
from him like a cloak. 

“That is the only thing on her desk,” said Joan, and confronted him 
steadily with the same smile of evil favour. 

Of a sudden the man broke out into blasphemies and cataracts of 
incredulous words. There was something shocking about the dropping 
of his mask; it was like a man’s real face falling off. 

“See here!” he cried in broad American, when he was breathless 
with cursing; “I may be an adventurer, but I guess you’re a murderess. 
Yes. gentlemen, here’s your death explained, and without any levitation. 
The poor girl is writing a will in my favour; her cursed sister comes 
in, struggles for the pen, drags her to the well, and throws her down 
before she can finish it. Sakes! I reckon we want the handcuffs after 
all” 

“As you have truly remarked,” replied Joan, with ugly calm, 4< your 
clerk is a very respectable young man, who knows the nature of an 
oath; and he will swear in any court that I was up in your office arranging 
some typewriting work for five minutes before and five minutes after 
my sister fell. Mr. Flambeau will say he found me there.** 

There was a silence. 

“Why, then,” cried Flambeau, “Pauline was alone when she fell, and 
it was suicide!” 

“She was alone when she fell,” said Father Brown, “but it was not 

• -i f* 

suicide. 

“Then how did she die?” asked Flambeau impatiently. 

“She was murdered.*’ 

“But she was all alone,” objected the detective, 

“She was murdered when she was all alone,” answered the priest. 

All the rest stared at him, but he remained sitting in the same old 
dejected attitude, with a wrinkle in his round forehead and an appear¬ 
ance of impersonal shame and sorrow; his voice was colourless and 
sad. 

“What I want to know,” cried Kalon, with an oath, “is when the 
police are coming for this bloody and wicked sister. She’s killed her 
flesh and blood; she’s robbed me of half a million that was just as sacredly 
mine as-” 

“Come, come, prophet,” interrupted Flambeau, with a kind of sneer; 
“remember that all this world is a cloudbank.” 


playing here?” he cried. “That’s 
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The hierophant of the sun-god made an effort to climb back on to 
his pedestal. “It is not the mere money,” he cried, “though that would 
equip the cause throughout the world. It is also my beloved one’s 
wishes. To Pauline all this was holy. In Pauline’s eyes-” 

Father Brown suddenly sprang erect, so that his chair fell over flat 
behind uim. He was deathly pale, yet he seemed tired with a hope; his 
eyes shone. 

“That’s it!” he cried in a clear voice. “That’s the way to begin. In 

t\ I • » )t SO 

Pauline s eyes- 

The tall prophet retreated before the tiny priest in an almost mad 
disorder. Wliat do you mean? How dare you?” he cried repeatedly. 

“In Pauline’s eyes,” repeated the priest, his own shining more and 
more. Go on—in God s name, go on. The foulest crime the fiends 
ever prompted feels lighter after confession; and I implore you to confess. 
Go on, go on—in Pauline’s eyes-” 

Let me go, you devil! thundered Kalon, struggling like a giant in 
bonds. Who are you, you cursed spy, to weave your spiders’ webs 
round me, and peep and peer? Let me go.” 

njall I stop him?” asked Flambeau, bounding towards the exit, for 
Kalon had already thrown the door wide open. 

No; let him pass,” said Father Brown, with a strange deep sigh that 
seemed to come from the depths of the universe. “Let Cain pass by, 
for he belongs to God.” 

lliere was a long-drawn silence in the room when he had left it, 
which was to Flambeau’s fierce wits one long agony of interrogation. 
Miss Joan Stacey very coolly tidied the papers on her desk. 

Father, said Flambeau at last, “it is my duty, not my curiosity only 
—it is my duty^to find out, if I can, who committed the crime.” 

^ Which crime?” asked Father Brown. 

(l ^ n ~ one wc arc dealing with, of course,” replied his impatient friend. 

We are dealing with two crimes, said Brown; * crimes of a very 
different weight—and by very different criminals.” 

Miss Joan Stacey, having collected and put away her papers, proceeded 

to lock up her drawer. Father Brown went on, noticing her as little 
as she noticed him. 

The two crimes, he observed, “were committed against the same 
weakness of the same person, in a struggle for her money. The author 
of the larger crime found himself thwarted by the smaller crime; the 
author of the smaller crime got the money.” 

Oh, don t go on like a lecturer,” groaned Flambeau; “put it in a 
lew words.” 

I can put it in one word,” answered his friend. 

Miss Joan Stacey skewered her business-like black hat on to her head 
wt a business-like black frown before a little mirror, and, as the con- 
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versation proceeded, took her handbag and umbrella in an unhurried 
styic, and left the room. 


“The truth is in one word, and a short one,” said Father Brown. 

Pauline Stacey was blind.” 

Blind! repeated Flambeau, and rose slowly to his whole huee 
stature. 5 

vvas subject to it by blood,” Brown proceeded. "Her sister 
would have started eyeglasses if Pauline would have let her; but it was 
her special philosophy or fad that one must not encourage such diseases 
by yielding to them. She would not admit the cloud; or she tried to 
dispel it by will. So her eyes got worse and worse with straining; but 
the worst strain was to come. It came with this precious prophet, or 
whatever he calls himself, who taught her to stare at the hot sun with 
the naked eye. It was called accepting Apollo. Oh, if these new pagans 
would only be old pagans, they would be a little wiser! The old pagans 
knew that mere naked Nature-worship has a cruel side. They knew 
that the eye of Apollo can blast and blind.” 

There was a pause, and the priest went on in a gentle and even broken 
voice: Whether or no that devil deliberately made her blind, there is 
no doubt that he deliberately killed her through her blindness. The 
very simplicity of the crime is sickening. You know he and she went 
up and down in those lifts without official help; you know also how 
smoothly and silently the lifts slide. Kalon brought the lift to the girl’s 
landing, and saw her, through the open door, writing in her slow, 
sightless way the will she had promised him. He called out to her 
cheerily that he had the lift ready for her, and she was to come out 
when she was ready. Then he pressed a button and shot soundlessly 
up to his own floor, walked through his own office, out on to his own 
balcony, and was safely praying before the crowded street when the 
poor girl, having finished her work, ran gaily out to where her lover 
and lift were to receive her, and stepped-- ** 

‘‘Don’t!” cried Flambeau. 

“He ought to have got half a million by pressing that button,” con¬ 
tinued the little father in the colourless voice in which he talked of such 
horrors; “but that went smash. It went smash because there happened 
to be another person who also wanted the money, and who also knew 
the secret about poor Pauline’s sight. There was one thing about that 
will that I think nobody noticed: although it was unfinished and without 
a signature, the other Miss Stacey and some servant of hers had already 
signed it as witnesses. Joan had signed first, saying Pauline could finish 
it later, with a typical feminine contempt for legal forms. Therefore, 
Joan wanted her sister to sign the will without real witnesses. Why? 

I thought of the blindness, and felt sure she had wanted Pauline to sign 
in solitude because she had wanted her not to sign at all. 
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People like the Staceys always use fountain pens; but this was specially 

natural to Pauline. By habit and her strong will and her memory she 

could still write almost as well as if she saw; but she could not tell when 

her oen needed dipping. I herefore, her fountain pens were carefully 

fillcc, by her sister all except this fountain pen. This was carefully not 

filled by her sister; tin remains of the ink held out for a few lines and 

r ' K ' n hilled altogether. And the prophet lost five hundred thousand 

pounds and committed one of die most brutal and brilliant murders in 
human history for nothing.” 

Flambeau went to the open door anti heard the official police ascend- 
ing the stairs. He turned and said: You must have followed everything 
devilish close to have traced the crime to Kalon in ten minutes.” 

Father Brown gave a sort of start. 

Oh! to him, he said. “No; I had to follow rather close to find out 
about Miss Joan and the fountain pen. But I knew Kalon was the 
criminal before I came into the front door.” 

^ou must be joking!” cried Flambeau. 

I m quite serious, * answered the priest. “I tell you I knew lie had 
done it, even before I knew what he had done.” 

“But why?” 

“These pagan stoics,” said Brown reflectively, “always fail by their 
strength. There came a crash and a scream down the street, and die 
pi lest of Apollo did not start or look round. I did not know what it 
was; but I knew that he was expecting it.” 


XI 

THE SIGN OF THE BROKEN SWORD 

The thou^ arms of the forest were grey, and its million fingers silver. 

li i*! 1 i y ° f 1 ark g ^f n : bl T h ,H e skte the stars were bleak and brilliant 
uke splintered ice All that thickly wooded and sparsely tenanted countrv- 

|de was stiff with a bitter and brittle frost. The black hollows between 

. C r , „ s of , thc tree f l°°hed like bottomless, black caverns of that 
heartless Scandinavian hell, a hell of incalculable cold. Even the square 

5? i. t0Wer the , C U , 1CL 1 lo °hcd northern to the point of heathenry, 

it were some barbaric tower among the sea rocks of Iceland. It 

n .f a , qU j er m S ht for anyone to explore a churchyard. But, on the 
other hand, perhaps it was worth exploring. 

C r0se abru P d y out °f th e ashen wastes of forest in a sort of hump 
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or shoulder of green turf that looked grey in the starlight Most of the 
graves were on a slant, and the path leading up to the church was as 
steep as a staircase. On the top of the hill, in the one flat and prominent 
place, was the monument for which the place was famous. It contrasted 
strangely with the featureless graves all round, for it was the work of 
one or the greatest sculptors of modern Europe; and yet his fame was 
at once forgotten in the fame of the man whose image he had made. It 
showed, by touches of the small silver pencil of starlight, the massive 
metal figure of a soldier retumbent, the strong hands sealed in an ever¬ 
lasting worship, the great head pillowed upon a gun. The venerable 
tace w r as bearded, or rather whiskered, in the old, heavy Colonel New- 
come fashion. The uniform, though suggested with the few strokes 
of simplicity, was that of modern war. By his right side lay a sword, 
of which the tip w r as broken off; on the left side lay a Bible. On glowing 
summer afternoons wagonettes came full of Americans and cultured 
suburbans to see the sepulchre; but even then they felt the vast forest 
land with its one dumpy dome of churchyard and church as a place 
oddly dumb and neglected. In this freezing darkness of mid-winter 
one would think he might be left alone with the stars. Nevertheless, 
in the stillness of those stiff woods a wooden gate creaked, and two 
dim figures dressed in black climbed up the little path to the tomb. 

So faint was that frigid starlight that nothing could have been traced 
about them except that while they both wore black, one man was 
enormously big, and the other (perhaps by contrast) almost startlingly 
small They went up to the great graven tomb of the historic warrior, 
and stood for a few minutes staring at it. There was no human, perhaps 
no living, thing for a wide circle; and a morbid fancy might well have 
wondered if they were human themselves. In any case, the beginning 
of their conversation might have seemed strange. After the first silence 
the small man said to the other: 

"‘Where does a wise man hide a pebble? 

And the tall man answered in a low voice: On the beach. 

The small man nodded, and after a short silence said: Where does 

a wise man hide a leaf?” 

And the other answered: “In the forest/ 

There was another stillness, and then the tall man resumed: “Do 
you mean that when a wise man has to hide a real diamond he has 

been known to hide it among sham ones? 

“No, no,” said the little man with a laugh, “we will let bygones be 

bygones.” t 

He stamped his cold feet for a second or two and then said: I m not 

thinking of that at all, but of something else; something rather peculiar. 
Just strike a match, will you?” 

The big man fumbled in his pocket, and soon a scratch and a flare 
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painted gold the whole flat side of the monument. On it was cut in 
olack letters the well-known words which so many Americans had 
reverently read: Sacred to the Memory of Genera! Sir Arthur St. 
Clare, Hero and Martyr, who Always Vanquished his Enemies and 
Always Spared Them, and Was Treacherously Slain by Them at Last. 
May Goc! in Whom he Trusted both Reward and Revenge him.” 

The match burnt the big man’s fingers, blackened, and dropped. 
He was about to strike another, but his small companion stopped him. 
That s all right, Flambeau, old man; I saw what I wanted. Or, rather, 

^ l if 1 SCe w ^ at I c want - And now we must walk a mile and 
a half along the road to the next inn, and I will try to tell you all about 

it. For Heaven knows a man should have fire and ale when he dares 
tell such a story.” 

They descended the precipitous path, they re-latched the rusty gate, 
an set off at a stamping, ringing walk down the irozen forest road. 

ney had gone a full quarter of a mile before the smaller man spoke 
again. He said: “Yes; the wise man hides a pebble on the beach. But 

what does he do ^ there is no beach? Do you know anything of the 
great St. Clare trouble?” 1 5 

“I know nothing about English generals, Father Brown,” answered 
the large man, laughing, “though a little about English policemen. I 
only know that you have dragged me a precious long dance to all the 
shrines of this fellow, whoever he is. One would think he got buried 
in mx different places.. I’ve seen a memorial to General St. Clare in 
Westminster Abbey; I’ve seen a ramping equestrian statue of General 

ri UarC u on the Embankment; I’ve seen a medallion of General St. 
Uare in the street he was born in; and another in the street he lived in; 
and now you drag me after dark to his coffin in the village church- 
yar . I am beginning to be a bit tired of his magnificent personality, 
specia y as I don t in the least know who he was. What are you hunting 

lor in all these crypts and effigies?” 5 

I am only looking for one word,” said Father Brown. “A word 
uiat isn t there. 

it?” WelI> askcJ Flambcau - “ arc y° u going to tell me anything about 

( i Y 

f mUSt , ide ^ int0 two Parts,” remarked the priest. “First there is 
t everybody knows; and then there is what I know. Now what 

everybody knows is short and plain enough. It is also entirely 

D* 

Right you are,” said the big man called Flambeau cheerfully. “Let’s 
whi'ch is n ’ C Vvr .? ng end ‘ Let s be S in with what everybody knows, 

Brown n< ‘‘ t f,^ h ° lly - Unt r ,1C ’ k ,f , at 1 f ast VCI T inadequate,” continued 
. r in point of fact, all that the public knows amounts precisely 
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to this.* The public knows that Arthur St. Clare was a great and success¬ 
ful English general. It knows that after splendid yet careful campaigns 
oo n hi ij.oia and Africa he was in command against Brazil when the 
great Brazilian patriot Olivier issued his ultimatum. It knows that on 
that occasion St. Clare with a very small force attacked Olivier with 
a very large one, and was captured after heroic resistance. And it knows 
that after his capture, and to the abhorrence of the civilized world, 
St. Clare was hanged on the nearest tree. He was found swinging there 
after the Brazilians had retired, with his broken sword hung round his 

1 rf O 

neck. 

“And that popular story is untrue?” suggested Flambeau. 

“No,” said his friend quietly; “that story is quite true, so far as it 
goes.” 

Well, I think it goes far enough!” said Flambeau, “but if the popular 
story is true, what is the mystery?” 

They had passed many hundreds of grey and ghostly trees before the 
little priest answered. Then he bit his finger reflectively and said: “Why, 
the mystery is a mystery of psychology. Or, rather, it is a mystery of 
two psychologies. In that Brazilian business two of the most famous 
men of modern history acted flat against their characters. Mind you, 
Olivier and St. Clare were both heroes—the old thing, and no mistake; 
it was like the fight between Hector and Achilles. Now, what would 
you say to an affair in which Achilles was timid and Hector was 
treacherous?” 

“Go on,” said the large man impatiendy as the other bit his finger 
again. 

“Sir Arthur St, Clare was a soldier of the old religious type—the 
type that saved us during the Mutiny,” continued Brown. “He was 
always more for duty than for dash; and with all his personal courage 
was decidedly a prudent commander, particularly indignant at any 
needless waste of soldiers. Yet, in this last battle, he attempted something 
that a baby could see was absurd. One need not be a strategist to see 
it was as wild as wind; just as one need not be a strategist to keep out 
of the way of a motor-bus. Well, that is the first mystery; what had 
become of the English general's head? The second riddle is, what had 
become of the Brazilian general's heart? President Olivier might be 
called a visionary or a nuisance; but even his enemies admitted that he 
was magnanimous to the point of knight errantry. Almost every other 
prisoner he had ever captured had been set free, or even loaded with 
benefits. Men who had really wronged him came away touched by his 
simplicity and sweetness. Why the deuce should he diabolically revenge 
himself only once in his life; and then for the one particular blow that 
could not have hurt him? Well, there you have it. One ot the wisest 
men in the world acted like an idiot for no reason. One of the best men 
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in the world acted like a fiend for no reason. That’s the long and short 
of it; and I leave it to you, my boy/’ 

‘No, you don’t,” said the other with a snort. “I leave it to you- and 

you jolly well tell me all about it.” 

Well, resumed Father Brown, it s not fair to say that the public 
impression is just what I’ve said, without adding that two things have 
happened since. I can’t say they threw a new light, for nobody can 
make sense of them. But they threw a new kind of darkness, they 
, rcw tliC da rkness in new directions. The first was this. The family 
p ysician of the St. Clares quarrelled with that family and began 
publishing a violent series of articles, in which he said that the late 
general was a religious maniac; but as far as the tale went, this seemed 
to mean little more than a religious man. Anyhow, the story fizzled 
out. Everyone knew, of course, that St. Clare had some of the eccen- 

[ tu . 1 | llcS of I uritan piety. The second incident was much more arresting, 
n the luck css and unsupported regiment which made that rash attempt 
a t e Black River there was a certain Captain Keith, who was at that 
me engaged to St. Clares daughter, and who afterwards married 
ner. He was one of those who were captured by Olivier, and, like all 
e rest except the general, appears to have been bounteously treated 
ana promptly set free. Some twenty years afterwards this man, then 
leutenant-Colonel Keith, published a sort of autobiography called ‘A 
British Officer in Burmah and Brazil.’ In the place whfr/the reader 
oks eagerly f°r some account ot the mystery of St. Clare’s disaster 
ay be found the following words: ‘Everywhere else in this book I 
have narrated things exactly as they occurred, holding as I do the old- 

oflS tT" 0 " t |’ C , g !? ry ? f E "S la " d is 0ld ““"g!- to take care 

■ , fr, The exce P tlon 1 shall make is in tiffs matter of the defeat by the 

comoellin r’ “ , my “-Though private, are honourable and 

onThn 11 " 1 -^; GenCr , al St ‘ Clare has becn accus ed of incapacity 
stood ccasi ° n - 1 can at least testify that this action, properly under- 

Olivier bt ^ thC m ° S - h^hant and sagacious of his life. President 
due to th f imi af re P° rt 1S char g ed Wlth savage injustice. I think it 

with even n h ° n T ° f u an i nCmy C ° $ay that he acted on this °ecasion 
popularlv T t Un HlS Charactensdc g°° d feelin g- To Put the matter 
Lch a (L\ 7 1 ni UrC my c ountryrnen that St. Clare was by no means 

say nor , ; 11°' ° 'Ti SU ° h 3 ^ UtC aS he lookcd - This is al! 1 have to 
A r c Carth 7 conside ration induce me to add a word ’ ” 

the tangle of Z f Cn,m0 - 0n f lke " r S ? ous snowba11 began to show through 
been able to ° f thei "’ and by its lj ght the narrator had 

of printed I’ 5 ° { Ca , ptain Keith ’ S teXt from 3 scra P 

beau threw ud hiA" H c Up f d pUt 11 back in his P ocket Flam ' 

up his hand with a French gesture. 
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“Wait a bit, wait a bit,” he cried excitedly, 
at the first go.” 


t t 


I believe I can guess it 


He strode on, breathing hard, his black head and bull neck forward, 
like a man winning a walking race. The little priest, amused and in¬ 
terested, had some trouble in trotting beside him. Just before them the 
trees fell back a little to left and right, and the road swept downwards 
across a clear, moonlit valley, till it dived again like a rabbit into the 
wall of another wood. The entrance to the farther forest looked small 
and round, like the black hole of a remote railway tunnel. But it was 
within some hundred yards, and gaped like a cavern before Flambeau 
spoke again. 

‘Tve got it/* he cried at last, slapping his thigh with his great hand. 
“Four minutes’ thinking, and I can tell you the whole story myself/’ 
All right,” assented his friend. “You tell it.” 

Flambeau lifted his head, but lowered his voice. “General Sir Arthur 
St. Clare,” he said, “came of a family in which madness was hereditary; 
and his whole aim was to keep this from his daughter, and even, if pos¬ 
sible, from his future son-in-law. Rightly or wrongly, he thought the 
final collapse was close, and resolved on suicide. Yet ordinary suicide 
would blazon the very idea he dreaded. As the campaign approached 
the clouds came thicker on his brain, and at last in a mad moment he 
sacrificed his public duty to his private. He rushed rashly into battle, 
hoping to fall by the first shot. When he found that he had only 
attained capture and discredit, the sealed bomb in his brain burst, and 
he broke his own sword and hanged himself.” 

He stared firmly at the grey facade of forest in front of him, with the 
one black gap in it, like the mouth of the grave, into which their path 
plunged. Perhaps something menacing in the road thus suddenly swal¬ 
lowed reinforced his vivid vision of the tragedy, for he shuddered. 

“A horrid story,” repeated the priest with bent head; “but not the 
real story.” 

Then he threw back his head with a sort of despair and cried: “Oh, 

I wish it had been.” 

The tall Flambeau faced round and stared at him. 

“Yours is a clean story,” cried Father Brown, deeply moved. A 
sweet, pure, honest story, as open and white as that moon. Madness 
and despair are innocent enough. There are worse things, Flambeau. 

Flambeau looked up wildly at the moon thus invoked; and from 
where he stood one black tree-bough curved across it exaedy like a 
devil’s horn. 

“Father—Father,” cried Flambeau with the French gesture and step- 
ping yet more rapidly forward, “do you mean it was worse than 
that?” 

“ Worse than that,” said the other like a grave echo. And they plunged 
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into the black cloister of the woodland, which ran by them in a dim 
tapestry of trunks, like one of the dark corridors in a dream. 

They were soon in the most secret entrails of the wood, and felt close 

about them the foliage that they could not see, when the priest said 
again: 

“Where does a wise man hide a leaf? I11 the forest. But what does 
he do if there is no forest?” 

“Well—well,” cried Flambeau irritably, “what docs he do?” 

I4_ T * / ' 

He grows a forest to hide it in,” said the priest in an obscure voice. 
<l A fearful sin.” 

Look here, cried his friend impatiently, for the dark wood and the 
dark sayings got a little on his nerves; “will you tell me this story or 
not? What other evidence is there to go on?” 

“There are three more bits of evidence,” said the other, “that I have 
dug up in holes and corners, and I will give them in logical rather than 
chronological order. First of all, of course, our authority lor the issue 
and event of the battle is in Olivier s own despatches, which are lucid 
enough. He was entrenched with two or three regiments on the heights 
that swept down to the Black River, on the other side of which was 
lower and more marshy ground. Beyond this again was gently rising 
country, on which was the first English outpost, supported by others 
which lay, however, considerably in its rear. The British forces as a 
whole were greatly superior in numbers; but this particular regiment 
was just far enough from its base to make Olivier consider the project 
of crossing the river to cut it oif. By sunset, however, he had decided 
to retain his own position, which was a specially strong one. At day¬ 
break next morning he was thunderstruck to see that this stray handful 

I nglish, entirely unsupported from their rear, had flung themselves 
across the river, half by the bridge to the right, and the other half by a 
lord higher up, and were massed upon the marshy bank below him. 

That they should attempt an attack with such numbers against 
such a position was incredible enough; but Olivier noticed something 
yet more extraordinary. For instead of attempting to seize more solid 
ground, this mad regiment, having put the river in its rear by one 
wild charge, did nothing more, but stuck there in the mire like flies in 
treacle. Needless to say, the Brazilians blew great gaps in them with 
artillery, which they could only return with spirited but lessening rifle 

116 Yet , ^ never broke; and Olivier’s curt account ends with a 
strong tribute of admiration for the mystic valour of these imbeciles 
Our line then advanced finally,’ writes Olivier, ‘and drove them into 

c river, we captured General St. Clare himself and several other 
0 icers. The colonel and the major had both fallen in the battle. I 
cannot resist saying that few finer sights can have been seen in history 

an e last stand of this extraordinary regiment; wounded officers 
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picking up the rifles of dead soldiers, and the general himself facing 
us on horseback bare-headed and with a broken sword/ On what 
happened to the general afterwards Olivier is as silent as Captain 
Keith/’ 

41 Well/’ grunted Flambeau, “get on to the next bit of evidence/’ 

“The next evidence,” said Father Brown, “took some time to find, 
but it will not take long to tell. I found at last, in an almshouse down 
in the Lincolnshire Fens, an old soldier who not only was wounded 
at the Black River, but had actually knelt beside the colonel of the 
regiment when he died. This latter was a certain Colonel Clancy, a 
big bull of an Irishman; and it would seem that he died almost as much 
of rage as of bullets. He, at any rate, was not responsible for that 
ridiculous raid; it must have been imposed on him by the general. His 
last edifying words, according to my informant, were these: ‘And 
there goes the damned old donkey with the end of his sword knocked 
off. I wish it was his head/ You will remark that everyone seems to 
have noticed this detail about the broken sword blade, though most 
people regard it somewhat more reverently than did the late Colonel 
Clancy. And now for the diird fragment.” 

Their path through the woodland began to go upward, and the speaker 
paused a little for breath before he went on. Then he continued in the 
same business-like tone: 

“Only a mondi or two ago a certain Brazilian official died in England, 
having quarrelled with Olivier and left his country. He was a well- 
known figure both here and on the Continent, a Spaniard named 
Espado; I knew him myself, a yellow-faced old dandy, with a hooked 
nose. For various private reasons I had permission to see the documents 
he had left; he was a Catholic, of course, and I had been with him towards 
the end. There was nothing of his that lit up any comer of the black 
St. Clare business, except five or six common exercise books filled with 
the diary of some English soldier. I can only suppose that it was found 
by the Brazilians on one of those that fell. Anyhow, it stopped abruptly 
the night before the battle. 

“But the account of that last day in the poor fellow’s life was certainly 
worth reading. I have it on me; but it’s too dark to read it here, and I 
will give you a resume. The first part of that entry is full of jokes, 
evidently flung about among the men, about somebody called the 
Vulture. It does not seem as if this person, whoever he was, was one 
of themselves, nor even an Englishman; neither is he exactly spoken 
of as one of the enemy. It sounds rather as if he were some local go- 
between and non-combatant; perhaps a guide or a journalist. He has 
been closeted with old Colonel Clancy; but is more often seen talking 
to the major. Indeed, the major is somewhat prominent in this soldier s 
narrative; a lean, dark-haired man, apparently, of the name of Murray 


THE SIGN OF THE BROKEN SWORD 


151 


—a north of Ireland man and a Puritan. There are continual jests about 
the contrast between this Ulsterman’s austerity and the conviviality of 
Colonel Clancy. There is also some joke about the Vulture wearing 
bright-coloured clothes. 

“But all these levities are scattered by what may well be called the 
note of a bugle. Behind the English camp, and almost parallel to the 
river, ran one of the few great roads of that district. Westward the 
road curved round towards the river, which it crossed by the bridge 
before mentioned. To the east the road swept backwards into the 
wilds, and some two miles along it was the next English outpost. i : rom 
this direction there came along the road that evening a glitter and clatter 
' light cavalry, in which even the simple diarist could recognize with 
astonishment the general with his staff. He rode the great white horse 
which you have seen so often in illustrated papers and Academy pictures; 
and you may be sure that the salute they gave him was not merely 
ceremonial. He, at least, wasted no time on ceremony, but, springing 
from the saddle immediately, mixed with the group of officers, and 
fell into emphatic though confidential speech. What struck our friend 
the diarist most was his special disposition to discuss matters with Major 
Murray; but, indeed, such a selection, so long as it was not marked, was 
m no way unnatural. The two men were made for sympathy; they 
were men who head their Bibles’; they were both the old Evangelical 
type of officer. However this may be, it is certain that when the general 
mounted again he was still talking earnestly to Murray; and that as he 
walked his horse slowly down the road towards the river, the tall Ulster¬ 
man still walked by his bridle-rein in earnest debate. The soldiers watched 
the two until they vanished behind a clump of trees where the road 
turned towards the river. The colonel had gone back to his tent, and 
the men to their pickets; the man with the diary lingered for another 
four minutes, and saw a marvellous sight. 

He great white horse which had marched slowly down the road, 
as it had marched in so many processions, flew back, galloping up the 
road towards them as if it were mad to win a race. At first they thought 
it had run away with the man on its back; but they soon saw that the 
general, a fine rider, was himself urging it to full speed. Horse and 
man swept up to them like a whirlwind; and then, reining up the 
reeling charger, the general turned on them a face like flame, and called 
for the colonel like the trumpet that wakes the dead, 

I conceive that all the earthquake events of that catastrophe tumbled 
on top of each other rather like lumber in the minds of men such as 
our friend with the diary. With the dazed excitement of a dream, they 
found themselves falling—literally falling—into their ranks, and learned 
that an attack was to be led at once across the river. The general and 
the major, it was said, had found out something at the bridge, and there 
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was only just time to strike for life. The major had gone back at once 
to call up the reserve along the road behind; it was doubtful if even 
with that prompt appeal help could reach them in time. But they 
must pass the stream that night, and seize the heights by morning. It 
is with the very stir and throb of that romantic nocturnal march that 
the diary suddenly ends.” 

Father Brown had mounted ahead; for the woodland path grew 
smaller, steeper, and more twisted, till they felt as if they were ascend¬ 
ing a winding staircase. The priest’s voice came from above out of the 
darkness. 

“There was one other little and enormous thing. When the general 
urged them to their chivalric charge he drew half his sword from the 
scabbard; and then, as if ashamed of such melodrama, thrust it back 
again. The sword again, you see.” 

A half-light broke through the network of boughs above them, 
flinging the ghost of a net about their feet; for they were mounting 
again to the faint luminosity of the naked night. Flambeau telt truth 
all round him as an atmosphere, but not as an idea. He answered with 
bewildered brain: “Well, what’s the matter with the sword? Officers 
generally have swords, don’t they?” 

“They are not often mentioned in modem war,” said the other dis¬ 
passionately; “but in this affair one falls over the blessed sword every¬ 
where.’ * 

“Well, what is there in that?” growled Flambeau; “it was a twopence 
coloured sort of incident; the old man’s blade breaking in his last battle. 
Anyone might bet the papers would get hold of it, as they have. On 
all these tombs and things it’s shown broken at the point. I hope you 
haven’t dragged me through this Polar expedition merely because two 
men with an eye for a picture saw St. Clare s broken sword. 

“No,” cried Father Brown, with a sharp voice like a pistol shot; “but 


who saw his unbroken sword? 

“What do you mean?” cried the other, and stood still under the stars. 
They had come abruptly out of the grey gates of the wood. 

“I say, who saw his unbroken sword?” repeated Father Brown 
obstinately. “Not the writer of the diary, anyhow; the general sheathed 

it in time.” ' , 

Flambeau looked about him in the moonlight, as a man struck blind 

might look in the sun; and his friend went on for the first time with 
eagerness; 

“Flambeau,” he cried, “I cannot prove it, even after hunting through 
the tombs. B ut I am sure of it. Let me add j ust one more tiny fact 
that tips the whole thing over. The colonel, by a strange chance, was 
one of the first struck by a bullet. He was struck long before the troops 
came to close quarters. But he saw St. Clare s sword broken. Why 
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was it broken? How was it broken? My friend, it was broken before 
the battle.” 

“Oh!” said his friend, with a sort of forlorn jocularity; ‘‘and pray 
where is the other piece?” 

“I can tell you,” said the priest promptly. “In the north-east corner 
of the cemetery of the Protestant Cathedral at Belfast.” 

Indeed?” inquired the other. “Have you looked for it?” 

“I couldn’t,” replied Brown, with frank regret. “There’s a great 
marble monument on top of it; a monument to the heroic Major Murray, 
who fell fighting gloriously at the famous Battle of the Black River.” 

Flambeau seemed suddenly galvanized into existence. “You mean,” 
he cried hoarsely, that General St. Clare hated Murray, and murdered 
him on the field of battle because-” 

You are still tull of good and pure dioughts,” said the other. “It 
was worse than that.” 


Well, said the large man, my stock of evil imagination is used 

up. 

The priest seemed really doubtful where to begin, and at last he said 
again: 

‘ Where would a wise man hide a leaf? In the forest.” 

The odier did not answer. 

I t there were no forest, he would make a forest. And if he wished 
to hide a dead leaf, he w'ould make a dead forest.” 

There was still no reply, and the priest added still more mildly and 
quietly: J 

And it a man had to hide a dead body, he would make a field of 
dead bodies to hide it in.” 

Flambeau began to stamp forward with an intolerance of delay in 

time or space; but Father Brown went on as if he were continuine the 
last sentence: 5 

t ■ ^ Clare, as I have already said, was a man who read 

is iiibie. That was what was the matter with him. When will people 
mu mtuiid that it is useless for a man to read his Bible unless he also 
reads everybody else s Bible? A printer reads a Bible for misprints. A 
rmon reads his Bible and finds polygamy; a Christian Scientist reads 

Tnj and r; inds We liave 110 arms and le 8 s - St - Clare was an old Anglo- 
Indian Protestant soldier. Now, just think what that might mean; Sid, 

sa ^ e ’ don c cant about it. It might mean a man physically 
tornudable living under a tropic sun in an Oriental society, and soakina 

.JT, f sense or guidance in an Oriental book. Of course, he 

the n] j ? d TeStamcm ? ather than the New. Of course, he found in 
Oh 1 A Tcstai P ent anything that he wanted—lust, tyranny, treason 

a man h2 'l 7 * WaS , h ° ncst ’, as V ou cal1 But what is the good of 

ng honest in his worship of dishonesty? 
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In each of the not and secret countries to which that man went he 

kept a harem, he tortured witnesses, he amassed shameful gold; but 

certainly he would have said with steady eyes that he did it to the glory 

of die Lord. My own theology is sufficiently expressed by asking 

which Lord? Anyhow, there is this about such evil, that it opens door 

after door in hell, and always into smaller and smaller chambers. This 

b u case against crime, that a man does not become wilder and 

wilder, but only meaner and meaner. St. Clare was soon suffocated 

by difficulties of bribery and blackmail; and needed more and more 

cash. And by the time of the battle of the Black Rjver he had fallen 

from world to world to that place which Dante makes die lowest floor 
of the universe/* 

“What do you mean?” asked his friend again. 

I mean that, retorted the cleric, and suddenly pointed at a puddle 
sealed with ice that shone in the moon. “Do you remember whom 
Dante put in die last circle of ice?” 

The traitors, said Flambeau, and shuddered. As he looked round 
at die inhuman landscape of trees, with taunting and almost obscene 
outlines, he could almost tancy he was Dante, and the priest with the 

rivulet of a voice was, indeed, a Virgil leading him through a land of 
eternal sins. 

The voice went on: Olivier, as you know, was quixotic, and would 
not permit a secret service and spies. The thing, however, was done, 
like many other things, behind his back. It was managed by my old 
friend Espado; he was the bright-clad fop, whose hook nose got him 
called the Vulture. Posing as a sort of philanthropist at the front, he 
telt his way through the English Army, and at last got his fingers on 
its one corrupt man—please God!—and that man at the top. St. Clare 
was in foul need of money, and mountains of it. The discredited family 
doctor was threatening those extraordinary exposures that afterwards 
began and were broken off; tales of monstrous and prehistoric things 
in Park Lane; things done by an English Evangelical that smelt like 
human sacrifice and hordes of slaves. Money was wanted, too, for his 
daughter’s dowry; for to him the fame of wealth was as sweet as wealth 
itself. He snapped the last thread, whispered the word to Brazil, and 
wealth poured in from the enemies of England. But another man had 
talked to Espado the Vulture as well as he. Somehow the dark, grim 
young major from Ulster had guessed the hideous truth; and when 
they walked slowly together down that road towards the bridge Murray 
was telling the general that he must resign instantly, or be court-marrialled 
and shot. The general temporized with him till they came to the fringe 
of tropic trees by the bridge; and there by the singing river and the 
sunlit palms (for I can see the picture) the general drew his sabre and 
plunged it through the body of the major.” 
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The wintry road curved over a ridge in cutting frost, with cruel 

black shapes of bush and thicket; but Flambeau fancied that he saw 

beyond it faintly the edge of an aureole that was not starlight and moon- 

light, but some fire such as is made by men. He watched it as the tale 
drew to its close. 

, Clare was a hell-hound, but ne was a hound of breed. Never, 

^ u SWear> was S0 ^ uc '^ an ^ so strong as when poor Murray lay a 
cold lump at his feet. Never in all his triumphs, as Captain Keidi said 

truly, was the great man so great as he was in this last world-despised 
defeat. He looked coolly at his weapon to wipe off the blood; he saw 
the point he had planted between his victim’s shoulders had broken 
off in the body. He saw quite calmly as, through a club window-pane, 
all that must follow. He saw that men must find the unaccountable 
corpse, must extract the unaccountable sword-point; must notice the 
unaccountable broken sword—or absence of sword. He had killed, 

ut not silenced. But his imperious intellect rose against the facer_ 

f ere was one way yet. He could make the corpse less unaccountable. 

create a hill of corpses to cover this one. In twenty minutes 
eight hundred English soldiers were marching down to their death.” 
he warmer glow behind the black winter wood grew richer and 
§ ter > an Flambeau strode on to reach it. Father Brown also 

<** C l str ^ e; but he seemed merely absorbed in his tale. 

Such was the valour of that English thousand, and such the gemus 
t eir commander, that if they had at once attacked the hill even 
their mad march might have met some luck. But the evil mind that 
p ayed with them like pawns had other aims and reasons. They must 
! U1UH1 in the ““shes by die bridge at least till British corpses should 
r , a , COn ^ 0n “ght there. Then for the last grand scene: the silver- 

slauffW° rsL Samt WOuU „8 ive U P bis shattered sword to save further 
n J 0h >*t well organized for an impromptu. But I dunk 

mire rh P r ° Ve )’ l j in ^ 'h at !t was while they stuck there in the bloody 
mire that someone doubted-and someone guessed ’ ’ 

whereTLTlf " m °u ment ’ and , then said: “ There a vo ^<= from no- 

totdt S^S- Wh ° gUCSSed tHe Wcr • ' * - 

W ^ at about Olivier and the hanging?” asked Flambeau 

bered U \ Y T" clllValr >' 1 P anl y from Policy, seldom encum- 

evervhrid marCh W * th CaptlVCS ’” eXplained the ^ rra "°r. “He released 
everybody in most cases. He released everybody in this case.” 

“p VC L° j y M Ut .^ e 8 encra b” said the tall man. 

Everybody,” said the priest. 

said im ^ ^ rdttcd brows. “I don’t grasp it all yet,” he 




There is another picture, Flambeau,” said Brown in his more 
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mystical undertone. “I can’t prove it; but I can do more—I can see it. 
There is a camp breaking up on the bare, torrid hills at morning, and 
Brazilian uniforms massed in blocks and columns to march. There is 
the red shirt and long black beard of Olivier, which blows as he stands, 
his broad-brimmed hat in his hand. He is saying farewell to the great 
enemy he is setting free—the simple, snow-headed English veteran, 
who thanks him in the name of his men. The English remnant stand 
behind at attention; beside them are stores and vehicles for the retreat. 
The drums roll; the Brazilians are moving; the English are still like 
statues. So they abide till the last hum and flash of the enemy have faded 
from the tropic horizon. Then they alter their postures all at once, 
like dead men coming to life; they turn their fifty faces upon the general 
—faces not to be forgotten.” 

Flambeau gave a great jump. “Ala,” he cried. “You don’t mean-” 

“Yes,” said Father Brown in a deep, moving voice. “It was an English 
hand that put the rope round St. Clare’s neck; I believe the hand that 
put the ring on his daughter’s finger. They were English hands that 
dragged him up to the tree of shame; the hands of men that had adored 
him and followed him to victory. And they were English souls (God 
pardon and endure us all!) who stared at him swinging in that foreign 
sun on the green gallows of palm, and prayed in their hatred that he 
might drop off it into hell.” 

As the two topped the ridge there burst on them the strong scarlet 
light of a red-curtained English inn. It stood sideways in the road, as 
if standing aside in the amplitude of hospitality. Its three doors stood 
open with invitation; and even where they stood they could hear the 

hum and laughter of humanity happy for a night. 

“I need not tell you more,” said Father Brown. “They tried him in 
the wilderness and destroyed him; and then, for the honour of England 
and of his daughter, they took an oath to seal up for ever the story of 
the traitor’s purse and the assassin’s sword blade. Perhaps—Heaven 
help them—they tried to forget it. Let us try to forget it, anyhow; 
here is our inn.” 

“With all my heart,” said Flambeau, and was just striding into the 
bright, noisy bar w'hen he stepped back and almost fell on the road. 

‘‘Look there, in the devil’s name!” he cried, and pointed rigidly at 
the square wooden sign that overhung the road. It showed dimly the 
crude shape of a sabre hilt and a shortened blade; and was inscribed in 
false archaic lettering, “The Sign of the Broken Sword. ^ 

“Were you not prepared?” asked Father Brown gently. “He is the 
god of this country; half the inns and parks and streets are named after 
him and his story.” 

“I thought we had done with the leper,” cried Flambeau, and spat 
on the road. 
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“You will never have done with him in England,” said the priest, 
looking down, “while brass is strong and stone abides. His marble 
statues will erect the souls of proud, innocent boys for centuries, his 
village tomb will smell of loyalty as of lilies. Millions who never knew 
j ,lm ^11 love him like a father—this man whom the last few that knew 
him dealt with like dung. He shall be a saint; and the truth shall never 
be told of him, because I have made up my mind at last. There is so 
much good and evil in breaking secrets, that I put my conduct to a test. 
All these newspapers will perish; the anti-Brazil boom is already over; 
Olivier is already honoured everywhere. But I told myself that it any¬ 
where, by name, in metal or marble that will endure like the pyramids, 
Colonel Clancy, or Captain Keith, or President Olivier, or any innocent 
man was wrongly blamed, then I would speak. If it were only that 
St. Clare was wrongly praised, I would be silent. And I will” 

They plunged into the red-curtaincd tavern, which was not only cosy, 
ut even luxurious inside. On a table stood a silver model of the tomb 

° 1^* ^ le s H vcr head bowed, the silver sword broken. On the 

walls were coloured photographs of the same scene, and of the system 

0 wagonettes that took tourists to see it. They sat down on the com¬ 
fortable padded benches. 

Come, it s cold,” cried Father Brown; “let’s have some wine or 
beer. 

Or brandy, said Flambeau. 


XII 

THE THREE TOOLS OF DEATH 

Both by calling and conviction Father Brown knew better than most of 
u s t at every man is dignified when he is dead. But even he felt a pan^ 
0 incongruity when he was knocked up at daybreak and told that Sir 
aron Armstrong had been murdered. There was something absurd 
unseemly about secret violence in connexion with so entirely 
entertaining and popular a figure. For Sir Aaron Armstrong was enter- 

1 p0int k cing comic; anc * popular in such a manner as 
1 . C a * most legendary. It was like hearing that Sunny Jim had hanged 
mmself; or that Mr. Pickwick had died in Hanwell. For though Sir 
^ aron was a philanthropist, and thus dealt with the darker side of our 

stvl^u* ^ ^ msc ^ on dealing with it in the brightest possible 
iJ \ ; 1S P°htical and social speeches were cataracts of anecdotes and 
u aughter ; his bodily health was of a bursting sort; his ethics 
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were all optimism; and he dealt with the Drink problem (his favourite 
topic) with that immortal or even monotonous gaiety which is so often 
a mark of the prosperous total abstainer. 

The estaolished story' of Ins conversion was familiar on the more 
puritanic platforms and pulpits: how he had been, when onJy a boy, 
drawn away from Scotch theology to Scotch whisky, and how he 
had risen out of both and become (as he modestly put it) what he was. 
Yet his wide white beard, cherubic face, and sparkling spectacles at 
the numberless dinners and congresses where they appeared, made it 
hard to believe, somehow, that he had ever been anything so morbid 
as either a dram-drinker or a Calvinist. He was, one felt, the most 
seriously merry of all the sons of men. 

He had lived on the rural skirt of Hampstead in a handsome house, 
high but not broad, a modern and prosaic tower. The narrowest of its 
narrow sides overhung the steep green bank of a railway, and was 
shaken by passing trains. Sir Aaron Armstrong, as he boisterously ex¬ 
plained, had no nerves. But if the train had often given a shock to the 
nouse, that morning the tables were turned, and it was the house that 
gave a shock to the train. 

The engine slowed down and stopped just beyond that point where 
an angle of the house impinged upon the sharp slope of turf The 
arrest of most mechanical things must be slow; but the living cause 
of this had been very rapid. A man clad completely in black, even (it 
was remembered) to the dreadful detail of black gloves, appeared on 
the ridge above the engine, and waved his black hands like some sable 
windmill. This in itself would hardly have stopped even a lingering 
train. But there came out of him a cry which was talked of afterwards 
as something utterly unnatural and new. It was one of those shouts 
that are horribly distinct even when we cannot hear what is shouted. 
The word in this case was “Murder!” 

But the engine-driver swears he would have pulled up just the same 
if he had heard only the dreadful and definite accent and not the word. 

The train once arrested, the most superficial stare could take in many 
features of the tragedy. The man in black on the green was Sir Aaron 
Armstrong’s man-servant, Magnus. The baronet in his optimism had 
often laughed at the black gloves of this dismal attendant; but no one 
was likely to laugh at him just now. 

So soon as an inquirer or two had stepped off the line and across the 
smoky hedge, they saw, rolled down almost to the bottom of the bank, . 
the body of an old man in a yellow dressing-gown with a very vivid 
scarlet lining. A scrap of rope seemed caught about his leg, entangled 
presumably in a struggle. There was a smear or so of blood, though 
•very little; but the body was bent or broken into a posture impossible 
to any living thing. It was Sir Aaron Armstrong. A few more bewil- 
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dered moments brought out a big fair-bearded man, whom some 
travellers could salute as the dead man’s secretary, Patrick Royce, once 
well known in Bohemian society and even famous in the Bohemian 
arts. In a manner more vague, but even more convincing, he echoed 
the agony of the servant. By the time the third figure of that household, 
Alice Armstrong, daughter of the dead man, had come already totter¬ 
ing and wavering into the garden, the engine-driver had put a stop to 

his stoppage. The whistle had blown and the train had panted on to 
get help from the next station. 

Father Brown had been thus rapidly summoned at the request of 
' ;ri ck Royce, the big ex-Bohemian secretary. Royce was an Irish¬ 
man by birth; and that casual kind of Catholic that never remembers 
his religion until he is really in a hole. But Royce’s request might have 
been less promptly complied with if one of the official detectives had 
not been a friend and admirer of the unofficial Flambeau; and it was 
impossible to be a friend of Flambeau without hearing numberless 
stones about Father Brown, i fence, while the young detective (whose 
name was Merton) led the little priest across the fields to the railway, 

their talk was more confidential than could be expected between two 
total strangers. 

As far as I can see, said Mr. Merton candidly, “there is no sense 
to be made of it at all. There is nobody one can suspect. Magnus is a 
solemn old fool, far too much of a fool to be an assassin. Royce has 

, " ' ^. baronets , bcst fncnd for years; and his daughter undoubtedly 
adored him. Besides, it’s all too absurd. Who would kill such a cheery 

old chap as Armstrong? Who could dip his hands in the gore of an 

after-dinner speaker? It would be like killing Father Christmas.” 

*es it was a cJleery house,” assented Father Brown. “It was a 

het'deadr ^ ^ W “ ^ D ° Y ° U thmk k wil1 be cheery now 

ev^ C ‘‘M S T d a J litt ! e .. a ? d regarded lus companion with an enlivened 
y f<‘ ,, ow he ,s dead? he repeated. 

mn3, eS ’ • COm T e< ? ? riest st °hdly; "he was cheerful. But did he 
ch^rfuTbuThe?” CheCrfubeSS? Frankly > was an y° ne dse in the house 

wHchwf 0W f 1 Y Cr ? nS mnd - let 111 that stran § e hght of surprise in 
oft^n k SeC be first time tbin g s we have known all along. He had 
en been t0 the Armstrongs on little police jobs of the philanthropist; 

The r. hC t0 ^ ° f iC ’ “ was in itself a depressing house. 

ProvinlT/T VC ? ligh f d VCry C0ld; the decoration mean and 
diar. " corridors were lit by electricity that was bleaker 

h id hi - 'rp 1 ' ^d though the old man’s scarlet face and silver beard 

leave J ‘S b ea ° h ^° 0m or in turn, it did not 

ve any warmth behind it. Doubtless this spectral discomfort in the 
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pl^cc was partly due to the very vitality and exuberance of its owner; 
he needed no stoves or lamps, he would say, but carried his own warmth 
with him. But when Merton recalled the other inmates, he was com¬ 
pelled to confess that they also were as shadows of their lord. The 
moody man-servant, with his monstrous black gloves, was almost a 
nightmare; Royce, the secretary, was solid enough, a big bull of a 
man, in tweeds, with a short beard; but the straw-coloured beard was 
startlingly salted with grey like the tweeds, and the broad forehead 
was barred with premature wrinkles. He was good-natured enough 
also, but it was a sad sort of good nature, almost a heart-broken sort— 
he had the general air of being some sort of failure in life. As for Arm¬ 
strong s daughter, it was almost incredible that she was his daughter: 
she was so pallid in colour and sensitive in outline. She was graceful, 
but there was a quiver in the very shape of her that was like the lines 
of an aspen. Merton had sometimes wondered if she had learnt to quail 
at the crash of the passing trains. 

“You see,” said Father Brown, blinking modestly, “I’m not sure 
that the Armstrong cheerfulness is so very cheerful—for other people. 
You say that nobody could kill such a happy old man, but I’m not 
sure; ne nos inducas in tentationem . If ever I murdered somebody,” he 
added quite simply, “I dare say it might be an Optimist.” 

“Why?” cried Merton, amused; “do you think people dislike cheer¬ 
fulness?” 

“People like frequent laughter,” answered Father Brown, “but 1 
don’t think they like a permanent smile. Cheerfulness without humour 
is a very trying thing.” 

They walked some way in silence along the windy grassy bank by 
the rail, and just as they came under the far-flung shadow of the tall 
Armstrong house, Father Brown said suddenly, like a man throwing 
away a troublesome thought rather than offering it seriously; “Of 
course, drink is neither good nor bad in itself. But I can’t help some¬ 
times feeling that men like Armstrong want an occasional glass of wine, 
to sadden them.” 

Merton’s official superior, a grizzled and capable detective named 
Gilder, was standing on the green bank waiting for the coroner, talking 
to Patrick Royce, whose big shoulders and bristled beard and hair 
towered above him. This was the more noticeable because Royce 
walked always with a sort of powerful stoop, and seemed to be going 
about his small clerical and domestic duties in a heavy and humbled 
style, like a buffalo drawing a go-cart. 

He raised his head with unusual pleasure at the sight of the priest, 
and took him a few paces apart. Meanwhile Merton was addressing 
the older detective respectfully indeed, but not without a certain boyish 
impatience. 
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“Well, Mr. Gilder, have you got much farther with the mystery?” 
“There is no mystery,” replied Gilder, as he looked under dreamy 
eyelids at the rooks. 

Well, there is for me, at any rate,” said Merton, smiling. 

‘It is simple enough, my boy,” observed the senior investigator, 

stroking his grey, pointed beard. “Three minutes after you’d gone for 

Mr. Royce’s parson the whole thing came out. You know that pasty- 

faced servant in the black gloves who stopped the train?” 

I should know him anywhere. Somehow lie rather gave me the 
creeps.” 

Well, drawled Gilder, “when the train had gone on again, that 
man had gone, too. Rather a cool criminal, don’t you think, to escape 
by the very train that went off for the police?” 

You re pretty sure, I suppose,” remarked the young man, “that he 
really did kill his master ?’ 1 

A C 

Yes, my son; I m pretty sure,” replied Gilder dn;.y; “for the trifling 
reason that he has gone off with twenty thousand pounds in papers 
that were in his masters desk. No; the only thing worth calling a 
difficulty is how he killed him. The skull seems broken as with some 
! a 'p°n, but there’s no weapon at all lying about, and the murderer 

would have found it awkward to carry it away, unless the weapon was 
too small to be noticed/’ 

Perhaps the weapon was too big to be noticed,” said the priest with 
an odd little giggle. 

Gilder looked round at his wild remark, and rather sternly asked 
Brown what he meant. 

Silly way of putting it, I know,” said Father Brown apologetically. 

Sounds like a fairy tale. But poor Armstrong was killed with a giant’s 

c , u * a great green club, too big to be seen, and which we call 

tie earth. He was broken against this green bank we are standing 
on. & 

How do you mean? asked the detective quickly. 

at er Brown turned his moon face up to the narrow facade of the 

ouse and blinked hopelessly up. Following his eyes, they saw that rmht 

at the top of this otherwise blind back quarter of the building, an attic 
window stood open. 

i ( T-"-. } f 

1 1 T°,? l C y° u sce > be explained, pointing a little awkwardly like a 
culd, he was thrown down from there?” 

Gilder frowningly scrutinized the window, and then said: “Well, 
“is certainly possible. But I don’t see why you are so sure about 

Brown opened his grey eyes wide. “Why,” he said, “there a bit of 

ope round the dead man’s leg. Don’t you see that other bit of rope 
P there caught at the corner of the window?” 


6 



162 


THE FATHER BROWN STORIES 


At that height the thing looked like the faintest particle of dust or hair, 
but the shrewd old investigator was satisfied. “You're quite right, sir/' 
he said to Father Brown; “that is certainly one to you.’ 7 

Almost as he spoke a special train with one carriage took the curve 
of the line on their left, and, stopping, disgorged another group of 
policemen, in whose midst was the hangdog visage of Magnus, the 
absconded servant. 


“By Jove! They’ve got him,” cried Gilder, and stepped forward 
with quite a new alertness. 

“Have you got the money?” he cried to the first policeman. 

The man looked him in the face with a rather curious expression and 
said: “No.” Then he added: “At least, not here.” 

“Which is the inspector, please?” asked the man called Magnus. 

When he spoke everybody instantly understood how this voice had 
stopped a train. He was a dull-looking man with flat black hair, a colour¬ 
less face, and a faint suggestion of the East in the level slits in his eyes 
and mouth. His blood and name, indeed, had remained dubious, ever 


since Sir Aaron had “rescued” him from a waitership in a London restaur¬ 
ant, and (as some said) from more infamous things. But his voice was 
as vivid as his face was dead. Whether through exactitude in a foreign 
language, or in deference to his master (who had been somewhat deaf), 
Magnus’s tones had a peculiarly ringing and piercing quality, and the 
whole group quite jumped when he spoke. 

“I always knew this would happen,” he said aloud with brazen bland¬ 
ness. “My poor old master made game of me for wearing black; but I 
always said I should be ready for his funeral. 

And he made a momentary movement with his two dark-gloved 

hands. 

“Sergeant,” said Inspector Gilder, eyeing the black hands with wrath, 
“aren't you putting the bracelets on this fellow? Fie looks pretty 
dangerous.” 

“Well, sir,” said the sergeant, with the same odd look of wonder, 
“I don’t know that we can.” 


“What do you mean?” asked the other sharply. “Haven’t you arrested 

I * 

himr 


A faint scorn widened the slit-like mouth, and the whistle of an 
approaching train seemed oddly to echo the mockery. 

“We arrested him,” replied the sergeant gravely, “just as he was 
coming out of the police-station at Highgate, where he had deposited 
all his master’s money in the care of Inspector Robinson.” 

Gilder looked at the man-servant in utter amazement. “Why on earth 
did you do that?” he asked of Magnus. 

“To keep it safe from the criminal, of course,” replied that person 
placidly. 
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‘Surely,” saiei Gilder, “Sir Aaron’s money might have been safely 
left with Sir Aaron’s family.” 

The tail of his sentence was drowned in the roar of the train as it 
went rocking and clanking; but through all the hell of noises to which 
that unhappy house was periodically subject, they could hear the syllables 
of Magnus’s answer, in all their bell-like distinctness: “I have no reason 
to feel confidence in Sir Aaron’s family.” 

All the motionless men had the ghostly sensation of the presence of 
some new person; and Merton was scarcely surprised when he looked 
up and saw the pale face of Armstrong’s daughter over Father Brown’s 
shoulder. She was still young and beautiful in a silvery style, but her 

nr was of so dusty and hucless a brown that in some shadows it seemed 
to have turned totally grey. 

Be careful what you say,” said Roycc gruffly, “you’ll frighten Miss 
Armstrong.” 

I hope so,” said the man with the clear voice. 

As the woman winced and everyone else wondered, he went on: “I 

am somewhat used to Miss Armstrong’s tremors. ! have seen her 

trembling off and on for years. And some said she was shaking with 

cold, and some she was shaking with fear; but 1 know she was shaking 

with hate and wicked anger—fiends that have had their feast this morning. 

She would have been away by now with her lover and all the money 

but for me. Ever since my poor old master prevented her from marrying 
that tipsy blackguard-” 

Stop, said Gilder very sternly; “we have nothing to do with your 

arml y fancies or suspicions. Unless you have some practical evidence, 
your mere opinions-” 

Oh! \ 11 give you practical evidence,” cut in Magnus, in his hacking 

***• ^ ou M have t0 subpoena me, Mr. Inspector, and I shall have to 

j And the truth is this: An instant after the old man was 

pitched bleeding out of the window, I ran into the attic, and found 

ns aughter swooning on the floor with a red dagger still in her hand. 

i. ow me t0 hand that also to the proper authorities.” He took from 

1 ^ “pocket a long horn-hiltcd knife with a red smear on it and 

n e^ it politely to the sergeant. Then he stood back again, and his 

s 0 c\cs almost faded from his face in one fat Chinese sneer. 

Merton felt an almost bodily sickness at the sight of him, and he 

muttered to Gilder: Surely you would take Miss Armstrong’s word 
against his?” 5 

lather Brown suddenly lifted a face so absurdly fresh that it looked 
some ow as if he had just washed it. “Yes,” he said, radiating innocence, 
b “ “ Mis Armstrong’s word against his?” 

>c girl uttered a startled, singular little cry; everyone looked at her. 
Cr 8 urc was rigid as if paralysed; only her face within its frame of 
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faint brown hair was alive with an appalling surprise. She stood like 
one of a sudden lassoocd and throttled. 

“This man, said Mr. Gilder gravely, 
found grasping a knife, insensible, after the 

“He says the truth/’ answered Alice. 

The next fact of which they were conscious was that Patrick Royce 
strode with his great stooping head into their ring and uttered the 
singular words: “Well, if I’ve got to go, I’ll have a bit of pleasure first.” 

His huge shoulder heaved and he sent an iron fist smash into Magnus’s 
bland Mongolian visage, laying him on the lawn as flat as a starfish. 
Two or three of the police instantly put their hands on Royce; but to 
the rest it seemed as if all reason had broken up and the universe were 
turning into a brainless harlequinade. 

None of that, Mr. Royce, Gilder had called out authoritatively. “I 
shall arrest you for assault.” 

you won t, answered the secretary in a voice like an iron gong; 
“you will arrest me for murder.” 

Gilder threw an alarmed glance at the man knocked down; but since 
that outraged person was already sitting up and wiping a little blood off 

a substantially uninjured face, he only said shortly: “What do you 
mean?” 

It is quite true, as this fellow says,” explained Royce, “that Miss 
Armstrong fainted with a knife in her hand. But she had not snatched 
the knife to attack her father, but to defend him.” 

To defend him,” repeated Gilder gravely. “Against whom?” 

“Against me,” answered the secretary. 

Ali ce looked at him with a complex and baffling face; then she said 
in a low voice: After all, I am still glad you are brave.” 

Come upstairs, said Patrick Royce heavily, “and I will show you 
the whole cursed thing,” 

The attic, which was the secretary’s private place (and rather a small 
cell for so large a hermit), had indeed all the vestiges of a violent drama. 
Near the centre of the floor lay a large revolver as if flung away; nearer 
to the left was rolled a whisky bottle, open but not quite empty. The 
cloth of the little table lay dragged and trampled, and a length of cord, 
like that found on the corpse, was cast wildly across the window sill. 
Two vases were smashed on the mantelpiece, and one on the carpet. 

“I was drunk,” said Royce. And this simplicity in the prematurely 
battered man somehow had the pathos of the first sin of a baby. 

“You all know about me,” he continued huskily; “everybody knows 
how my story began, and it may as well end like that, too. I was called 
a clever man once, and might have been a happy one; Armstrong saved 
the remains of a brain and body from the taverns, and was always kind 
to me in his own way, poor fellow! Only he wouldn’t let me marry 


actually says that you were 
murder.” 
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Alice here; and it will always be said that he was right enough. Well, 
you can form your own conclusions, and you won’t want me to go 
into details. That is my whisky bottle half emptied in the corner; that 
is my revolver quite emptied on the carpet. ! t was the rope rom my 
box that was found on the corpse, and it was from my window the 
corpse was thrown. You need not set detectives to grub up my tragedy; 
it is a common enough weed in this world. I give myself to the gallows; 
and, by God, that is enough!” 

At a sufficiently delicate sign the police gathered round the large man 
to lead him away; but their unobtrusiveness was somewhat staggered 
by the remarkable appearance Of Father Brown, who was on his hands 
and knees on the carpet in the doorway, as it engaged in some kind of 
undignified prayers. Being a person utterly insensible to the social 
figure he cut, he remained in this posture, but turned a bright round 
face up at the company, presenting the appearance of a quadruped with 
a very comic human head. 

I say, he said good-naturedly, “this really won’t do at all, you know. 
At the beginning you said we’d found no weapon. But now we’re 
finding too many; there’s the knife to stab, and the rope to strangle, 
and the pistol to shoot; and after all he broke his neck by falling out 
of a window! It won’t do. It’s not economical.” And he shook his 
head at the ground as a horse does grazing. 

Inspector Gilder had opened his mouth with serious intentions, but 

before he could speak the grotesque figure on the floor had gone on 
quite volubly. 

And now three quite impossible things: First, these holes in the 
carpet, where the six bullets have gone in. Why on earth should any¬ 
body fire at the carpet? A drunken man lets fly at his enemy’s head, 
the thing that s grinning at him. He doesn’t pick a quarrel with his feet, 
or lay siege with his slippers. And then there’s the rope”—and having 
done with the carpet the speaker lifted his hands and put them in his 
pockets, but continued unaffectedly on his knees—“in what conceivable 

* i ii ■ * 

intoxication would anybody try to put a rope round a mail’s neck and 
inally put it round his leg? Royce, anyhow, was not so drunk as that, 
or he would be sleeping like a log by now. And, plainest of all, the 
■whisky bottle. You suggest a dipsomaniac fought for the whisky bottle, 
and then, having won, rolled it away in a corner, spilling one half and 
leaving the other. That is the very last thing a dipsomaniac would do.” 

He scrambled awkwardly to his feet, and said to the self-accused 
murderer in tones of limpid penitence: “I’m awfully sorry, my dear 
sir^but.your tale is really rubbish.” 

Sir, said Alice Armstrong in a low tone to the priest, “can I speak 
to you alone for a moment?” 

This request forced the communicative cleric out of the gangway, 
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and before he could speak in the next room, the girl was talking with 
strange incisiveness. 

“You are a clever man,” she said, “and you are trying to save Patrick, 
I know. But it’s no use. The core of all this is black, and the more things 
you find out die more there will be against the miserable man I 
love.” 

“Why?” asked Brown, looking at her steadily. 

“Because,” she answered equally steadily, “I saw him commit the 
crime myself” 

“Ah!” said the unmoved Brown; “and what did he do?” 

“I was in this room next to them,” she explained; “both doors were 
closed, but I suddenly heard a voice, such as I had never heard on earth, 
roaring ‘Hell, hell, hell/ again and again, and then the two doors shook 
with the first explosion of the revolver. Thrice again the thing banged 
before I got die two doors open and found the room full of smoke; 
but the pistol was smoking in iny poor, mad Patrick’s hand, and I saw 
him fire the last murderous volley with my own eyes. Then he leapt 
on my father, who was clinging in terror to the window-sill, and, 
grappling, tried to strangle him with the rope which he threw over 
his head, but which slipped over his struggling shoulders to his feet. 
Then it tightened round one leg and Patrick dragged him along like a 
maniac. I snatched a knite from the mat and, rushing between them, 
managed to cut the rope before I fainted.” 

“I see,” said Father Brown, with the same wooden civility. “Thank 

»i 

you. 

As the girl collapsed under her memories, the priest passed stiffly into 
die next room, where he found Gilder and Merton alone with Patrick 
Royce, who sat in a chair, handcuffed. There he said to the Inspector 

submissively: 

“Might I say a word to the prisoner in your presence; and might he 

take off those funny cuffs for a minute?” 

“He is a very powerful man,” said Merton in an undertone. Why 

do you want them taken off?” 

“Why, I thought,” replied the priest humbly, “that perhaps I might 
have the very great honour of shaking hands with him/ 

Both detectives stared, and Father Brown added: * Won t you tell 

them about it, sir?” 

The man on the chair shook his tousled head, and the priest turned 
impatiently, 

“Then I will,” he said. “Private lives are more important than public 
reputations. I am going to save the living, and let the dead bury their 
dead.” 

He went to the fatal window and blinked out of it as he went on calk¬ 
ing. 
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I told you that in this case there were too many weapons and only 
one death. I tell you now that they were not weapons, and were not 
used to cause death. All those grisly tools, the noose, the bloody knife, 
tnc exploding pistol, were instruments ol a curious mercy. They were 
not used to kill Sir Aaron, but to save him.” 

To save him! * repeated Gilder. “And from what? M 
I j M i himself,” said Father Brown, “He was a suicidal maniac.” 

What? 9 cried Merton in an incredulous tone. “And the Religion of 
Cheerfulness-” 

b !S a cruel religion,” said the priest, looking out of the window. 
Why couldn t they let him weep a little, like his fathers before him? 

I T pi in. stiffened, his great views grew cold; behind that merry mask 
was the empty mind of the atheist. At last, to keep up his hilarious 
public level, he fell back on that dram-drinking he had abandoned long 
ago. But there is this horror about alcoholism in a single teetotaller: 
t at he pictures and expects that psychological inferno from which he 
as warned others. It leapt upon poor Armstrong prematurely, and 

’ \] morn * n S be was in such a case that he sat here and cried he was 

m hell, in so crazy a voice that his daughter did not know it. He was 
mad for death, and with the monkey tricks of the mad he had scattered 
round him death in many shapes—a running noose and his friend’s 
revolver and a knife. Royce entered accidentally and acted in a flash. 

1 * UU S *be knife oil the mat behind him, snatched up the revolver, 
a n aving no time to unload it, emptied it shot after shot all over the 
o°r. The suicide saw a fourth shape of death, and made a dash for 

^ AT'™* rcscuer tbd die only thing he could—ran after him 
A1 | lJ TllL ro P c an d tried to tie him hand and toot. Then it was that the 
1 r l i c y ran in> tmd misunderstanding the struggle, strove to slash 
^cr at icr free. At first she only slashed poor Royce’s knuckles, from which 

t y* < L >I1 i C r a ri^ le blood in this little affair. But, of course, you noticed 
1 a lc blood, but no wound on that servant’s face? Only before 

e x>or woman swooned, she did hack her father loose, so that he went 
rasiuig through that window into eternity.” 

rii ; ere . a l° n S ^illness slowly broken by the metallic noises of 
rH ^ Ut d°fb in g the handcuffs of Patrick Royce, to whom he said: “I 
\x?^ L^° U S10l dd have told the truth, sir. You and the young lady are 
^ 0re ^an Armstrong’s obituary notices.” 
on ound Armstrong s notices,” cried Rovce roughly. “Don’t you 

« t .tw asbccauscshemiism>tknow? „ - b y y 

“wL 0 C *"' I10W as ^ cc ^ Merton, 

ha I ^ cr ^ at ^ er i you fool!” roared the other. “He’d 

“NI T j 1V ' C I10W ^ llt ^ 0r ^ lcr ' ^ ni 'gl n eraze her to know that.” 
un I °u ' c would,” remarked Fatlicr Brown as he picked 

at. 1 rather think I should tell her. Even the most murderous 
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blunders don’t poison life like sins; anyhow, I think you may both be 
the happier now. I’ve got to go back to the Deaf School.” 

As he went out on to the gusty grass an acquaintance from Highgate 
stopped him and said: 

“The Coroner has arrived. The inquiry is just going to begin.” 

“I’ve got to get back to the Deaf School,” said Father Brown. “I’m 
sorry I can’t stop for the inquiry.” 
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I 


THE ABSENCE OF MR. GLASS 

The consulting-rooms of Dr. Orion Hood, the eminent criminologist 
an specialist in certain moral disorders, lay along the sea-front at Scar- 
oroug i, in a series of very large and well-lighted french windows, 
which showed the North Sea like one endless outer wall of blue-green 

l"j a ‘ u ' ln SU< A a pl ace ^ sea had something of the monotony of a 

... .., were ruled throughout 

y a terrible tidiness not unlike the terrible tidiness of the sea. It must 

e suppose that Dr. Hood s apartments excluded luxury, or even 
poetry. ese things were there, in their place; but one felt that they 

im^ neVcr . a ^ ov ^^ out of their place. Luxury was there: there stood 
pon a specia table eight or ten boxes of the best cigars; but they were 

rh 3 P an so ^ at Wrongest were always nearest the wall and 

snirif 111 ne * rcst ^ le window. A tantalus containing three kinds of 
bm ° *r 1 ? ueur excellence, stood always on this table of luxury; 

alwavf* anC1 j , e asscrtec ^ r ^ at ^ whisky, brandy, and rum seemed 
of til ° SUnd at ,. e same ^ eve ^* Poetr Y was there: the left-hand corner 
rialn l/° ^ j S as com pl et:e a set of English classics as the 

took, COuld Ar ° f En 8' ish “ d forag" physiologists. But if one 

the min^ VI* C^ucer or Shelley from that rank, its absence irritated 

werp riMr' C 3 * D i a P 1311 S ^ ront teet H O ne could not say the books 
being cbW^ ’ P r ?^y Aey were, but there was a sense of their 
Hood treats W •' P f 0 ”’ Ac Bibles in the old churches. Dr. 
|j^ thlS e. eaf.. * . . as if it were a public library. And 

lyrics and 'rl™ ' C j ' ntan gAility steeped even the shelves laden with 
without 3 S v. an ^ ta ^ es ^ en W ‘A drink and tobacco, it goes 
other smZ 1 ! i ,^ et , more SU A heathen holiness protected the 
sustained tR. i at .,^ Ac speciahst’s library, and the other tables that 
mechanics C CVCn ^ air )Ake instruments of chemistry or 

—as tlie^ 011 ^ 00c ^ P acec l Ae length of his string of apartments, bounded 
the west Vn?Vk 8 eo g ra plue s say—on the east by the North Sea and on 
He was Z ‘ C SCrne ^ r , an ^ s °1 Eis sociological and criminologist library, 
his hair *? 40 s ve l vet > hut with none of an artist’s negligence; 

his face was le^k Sh0t 8rey> but g rowin g Akk and healthy; 

can, but sanguine and expectant. Everything about him 
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and his room indicated something at once rigid and restless, like that 

great northern sea by which (on pure principles of hygiene) he had 
built his home. 

Fate, being in a funny mood, pushed the door open and introduced into 
those long, strict, sea-flanked apartments one who was perhaps the most 
stardmg opposite of them and their master. In answer to a curt but civil 
summons, the door opened inwards and there shambled into the room 
a shapeless little figure, which seemed to find its own hat and umbrella 
as unmanageable as a mass of luggage. The umbrella was a black and 
prosaic bundle long past repair; the hat was a broad-curved black hat, 
clerical but not common in England; the man was the very embodiment 
of all that is homely and helpless. 

The doctor regarded the new-comer with a restrained astonishment, 
not unlike that he would have shown if some huge but obviously harm¬ 
less sea-beast had crawled into his room. The new-comer regarded 
the doctor with that beaming but breathless geniality which charac¬ 
terizes a corpulent charwoman who has just managed to stuff herself 
into an omnibus. It is a rich confusion of social self-congratulation 
and bodily disarray. His hat tumbled to the carpet, his heavy umbrella 
slipped between his knees with a thud; he reached after the one and 
ducked after the other, but with an unimpaired smile on his round face 
spoke simultaneously as follows: 

“My name is Brown. Pray excuse me. I’ve come about that business 
of the MacNabs. I have heard you often help people out of such troubles. 
Pray excuse me if I am wrong.” 

By this time he had sprawlingly recovered the hat, and made an odd 
little bobbing bow over it, as if setting everything quite right. 

“I hardly understand you,” replied the scientist, with a cold intensity 
of manner. “I fear you have mistaken the chambers. I am Dr. Hood, 
and my work is almost entirely literary and educational. It is true 
that I have sometimes been consulted by the police in cases of peculiar 
difficulty and importance, but-” 

“Oh, this is of the greatest importance/’ broke in the little man called 
Brown. “Why, her mother won’t let them get engaged.” And he 
leaned back in his chair in radiant rationality. 

The brows of Dr. Hood were drawn down darkly, but the eyes 
under them were bright with something that might be anger or might 
be amusement. “And still,” he said, “I do not quite understand.” 

“You see, they want to get married,” said the man with the clerical 
hat. “Maggie MacNab and young Todhunter want to get married. 
Now, what can be more important than that?” 

The great Orion Hood’s scientific triumphs had deprived him of 
many things—some said of his health, others of his Goa; but they had 
not wholly despoiled him of his sense of the absurd. At the last plea 
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of the ingenuous priest a chuckle broke out of him from inside, and 
he threw himself into an arm-chair in an ironical attitude of the con¬ 
sulting physician. 

Mr. Brown/’ he said gravely, Ot is quite fourteen and a half years 
since I was personally asked to test a personal problem: then it was the 
case of an attempt to poison the French President at a Lord Mayor’s 
Banquet. It is now, 1 understand, a question of whether some friend 
of yours called Maggie is a suitable fiancee for some friend of hers called 
Todhunter. Well, Mr. Brown, I am a sportsman. I will take it on. 
I will give the MacNab family my best advice, as good as I gave the French 
Republic and the King of England—no, better: fourteen years better. 

1 have nothing else to do this afternoon. Tell me your story/’ 

The little clergyman called Brown thanked him with unquestionable 
warmth, but still with a queer kind of simplicity. It w r as rather as it he 
were thanking a stranger in a smoking-room for some trouble 111 passing 
the matches, than as if he w r ere (as he was) practically thanking the 
Curator of Kew Gardens for coming with him into a field to find a 
four-leaved clover. With scarcely a semi-colon after his hearty thanks, 
the little man began his recital: 

1 told you my name w r a$ Brown; w T eh, that’s the fact, and I’m the 
priest of the little Catholic Church I dare say you’ve seen beyond those 
straggly streets, where the town ends towards the north. In the last 
and straggliest of those streets which runs along the sea like a sea-wall 
there is a very honest but rather sharp-tempered member of my flock, 

2 ^4 u° W Ca ^ ec ^ ^ ac N a b* She has one daughter, and she lets lodgings, 
aIa , between her and the daughter, and between her and the lodgers— 
Well, I dare say there is a great deal to be said on both sides. At present 
s e has only one lodger, the young man called Todhunter; but he has 
b luu 11101 c tremble than all the rest, for he wants to marry the voung 

woman of the house.” 

And the young woman of the house,” asked Dr. Hood, w'idi huge 
amusement, “what does she want?” 

Why, she wants to marry him,” cried Father Browm, sitting up 
eager y. That is just the awful complication.” 

u ^A indeed a hideous enigma,” said Dr. Hood. 

This young James Todhunter,” continued the cleric, “is a very decent 
j/“" M) ar as ^ know; but then nobody knows very much. He is a bright, 
rownish jitdc fellow, agile like a monkey, clean-shaven like an actor, 
* n 0 liging like a born courtier. He seems to have quite a pocketful 
0 money, but nobody knows what his trade is. Mrs. MacNab, there- 

°!J T 8 °^ a P essi ™ scic turn), is quite sure it is something dreadful, 
T P r ^ oa b|y connected with dynamite. The dynamite must be of a 
^ ai |d Hoistdess sort, for the poor fellow only shuts himself up for 
CVcra 50urs of the day and studies something behind a locked door. 
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He declares his privacy is temporary artd justified, and promises to 
exp am before the wedding. 1 hat is all that anyone knows for certain, 
but Mrs. MacNab will tell you a great deal more than even she is certain 

° u ° U how the tales grow like grass on such a patch of ignorance 
as that. There are tales of two voices heard talking in the room; though, 
warn the door is opened, Todhunter is always found alone. There arc 
tales of a mysterious tall man in a silk hat, who once came out of the 
sea-mists and apparently out of the sea, stepping softly across the sandy 
fields and through the small back garden at twilight, till he was heard 
talking to the lodger at his open window. The colloquy seemed to end 
in a quarrel. Todhunter dashed down his window with violence, and 
the man in the high hat melted into the sea-fog again. This story is 
told by the family with the fiercest mystification; but I really think 
Mrs. MacNab prefers her own original tale: that the Other Man (or 
whatever it is) crawls out every night from the big box in the corner, 
which is kept^ locked all day. You see, therefore, how this sealed door 
of Todhunter s is treated as the gate of all the fancies and monstrosities 
of the Thousand and One Nights/ And yet there is the little fellow in 
his respectable black jacket, as punctual and innocent as a parlour clock. 
He pays his rent to the tick; he is practically a teetotaller; he is tirelessly 
kind with the younger children, and can keep them amused for a day 
on end; and, last and most urgent of all, he has made himself equally 
popular with the eldest daughter, who is ready to go to church with 
nim to-morrow.” 

A man warmly concerned with any large theories has always a relish 
for applying them to any triviality. The great specialist having con¬ 
descended to the priest's simplicity, condescended expansively. He settled 
himself with comfort in his arm-chair and began to talk in the tone of 
a somewhat absent-minded lecturer: 

“Even in a minute instance, it is best to look first to the main ten¬ 
dencies of Nature. A particular flower may not be dead in early winter, 
but the flowers are dying; a particular pebble may never be wetted 
with the tide, but the tide is coming in. To the scientific eye all human 
history is a series of collective movements, destructions or migrations, 
like the massacre of flies in winter or the return of birds in spring. Now 
the root fact in all history is Race. Race produces religion; Race pro¬ 
duces legal and ethical wars. There is no stronger case than that of 
the wild, unworldly and perishing stock which we commonly call the 
Celts, of whom your friends the MacNabs are specimens. Small, 
swarthy, and of this dreamy and drifting blood, they accept easily the 
superstitious explanation of any incidents, ust as they still accept (you 
will excuse me for saying) that superstitious explanation of all incidents 
which you and your Church represent. It is not remarkable that such 
people, with the sea moaning behind them and the Church (excuse me 
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again) droning in front oi them, should put fantastic features into what 
are probably plain events. You, with your small parochial responsi¬ 
bilities, see only this particular Mrs, MacNab, terrihed with this par¬ 
ticular tale of two voices and a tall man out of the sea. But the man 
with the scientific imagination sees, as it were, the whole clans of MacNab 
scattered over the whole world, in its ultimate average as Uniterm as a 
tribe of birds. He sees thousands of Mrs. MacNabs, in thousands of 
houses, dropping their little drop of morbidity in the tea-cups of their 
friends; he sees-” 

Before the scientist could conclude his sentence, another and more 
impatient summons sounded irom without; someone with swishing 
skirts was marshalled hurriedly down the corridor, and the door opened 
on a young girl, decently dressed but disordered and red-hot with haste. 
She had sea-blown blonde hair, and would have been entirely beautiful 
if her cheek-bones had not been, in the Scotch manner, a little high in 

relief as well as in colour. Her apology was almost as abrupt as a com¬ 
mand. 

I m sorry to interrupt you, sir,” she said, “but I had to follow father 
Brown at once; it’s nothing less than life or death.” 

Father Brown began to get to his feet in some disorder. “Why, what 
has happened, Maggie?” he said. 

James has been murdered, for ail I can make out,” answered the girl, 
still breathing hard from her rush. “That man Glass has been with him 

again; I heard them talking through the door quite plain. Two separate 
voices: for James s 
and quavery.” 

rhat man Glass?” repeated the priest in some perplexity. 

I know his name is Glass,” answered the girl, in great impatience. 

I heard it through the door. They were quarrelling—about money, 

1 think—for I heard James say again and again, ‘That's right, Mr. Glass,* 
or No, Mr. Glass,' and then, ‘Two or three, Mr. Glass.' But we're 
talking too much; you must come at once, and there may be time yet.” 

But time for what?” asked Dr. Hood, who had been studying the 
young lady with marked interest. “What is there about Mr. Glass and 
his money troubles that should impel such urgency?” 

I tried to break down the door and couldn't,” answered the girl 
shordy. Then I ran round to the back-yard, and managed to climb on 
to the window-sill that looks into the room. It was all dim, and seemed 
to be empty, but I swear I saw James lying huddled up in a corner, as if 
he^ were drugged or strangled.” 

This is very serious,” said Father Brown, gathering his errant hat 
and umbrella and standing up; “in point of fact I was just putting your 
before this gentleman, and his view- 99 

Has been largely altered,” said the scientist gravely. “I do not think 
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this young lady is so Celtic as I had supposed. As I have nothing else to 
do, I will put on my hat and stroll down the town with you.” 

In a few minutes all three were approaching the dreary tail of the 
MacNabs street: the girl with the stern and breathless stride of the 
mountaineer, the criminologist with a lounging grace (which was not 
without a certain leopard-like swiftness), and the priest at an energetic 
trot entirely devoid of distinction. The aspect of this edge of the town 
v ^ T; ‘ - entirely without justification for the doctor’s hints about desolate 
moods and environments. The scattered houses stood farther and farther 


apart in a broken string along the seashore; the afternoon was closing 
with a premature and partly lurid twilight; the sea was of an inky purple 
and murmuring ominously. In the scrappy back garden of the MacNabs 
wnich ran down towards the sand, two black, barren-looking trees 
stood up like demon hands held up in astonishment, and as Mrs. MacNab 
ran down the street to meet them with lean hands similarly spread, 
and her fierce face in shadow, she was a little like a demon herself. The 
doctor and the priest made scant reply to her shrill reiterations of her 
daughter s story, with more disturbing details of her own, to the divided 
vows of vengeance against Mr. Glass for murdering, and against Mr. 
Todhunter for being murdered, or against the latter for having dared to 
want to marry her daughter, and for not having lived to do it. They 
passed through the narrow passage in the front of the house until they 
came to the lodger’s door at the back, and there Dr. Hood, with the trick 
of an old detective, put his shoulder sharply to the panel and burst in the 
door. 

It opened on a scene of silent catastrophe. No one seeing it, even for 
a flash, could doubt that the room had been the theatre of some thrilling 
collision between two, or perhaps more, persons. Playing-cards lay 
littered across the table or fluttered about the floor as if a game had been 
interrupted. Two wine glasses stood ready for wine on a side-table, but 
a third lay smashed in a star of crystal upon the carpet. A few feet from 
it lay what looked like a long knife or short sw'ord, straight, but with an 
ornamental and pictured handle; its dull blade just caught a grey glint 
from the dreary window behind, which showed the black trees against 
the leaden level of the sea. Towards the opposite corner of the room was 
rolled a gentleman’s silk top hat, as if it had just been knocked off his 
head; so much so, indeed, that one almost looked to see it still rolling. 
And in the comer behind it, thrown like a sack of potatoes, but corded 
like a railway trunk, lay Mr. James Todhunter, with a scarf across his 
mouth, and six or seven ropes knotted round his elbows and ankles. 
His brown eyes were alive and shifted alertly. 

Dr. Orion Hood paused for one instant on the doormat and drank 
in the whole scene of voiceless violence. Then he stepped swiftly across 
the carpet, picked up the tall silk hat, and gravely put it upon the head of 
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the yet pinioned Todhuntcr. It was so much too large for him that it 
almost slipped down on to his shoulders. 

Mr. Glass s hac,” said the doctor, returning with it and peering into 
the inside with a pocket lens, “How to explain the absence of Mr. Glass 
-dthe presence of Mr, Glass s hat? For Mr. Glass is not a careless man 
j clothes. This hat is of a stylish shape and systematically brushed 
and burnished, though not very new. An old dandy, 1 should think.' 1 
But, good heavens! called out Miss MacNab, ' aren't you going to 

untie the man first?” 


I say old with intention, though not with certainty," continued the 
expositor; “my reason for it might seem a little far-fetched. The hair of 
uman beings falls out in very varying degrees, but almost always falls 
out sightly, and with the lens I should see the tiny hairs in a hat recently 
worn. It has none, which leads me to guess that Mr. Glass is bald. Now 
en this is taken with the high-pitched and querulous voice which Miss 
aC < a , e scribcd so vividly (patience, my dear lady, patience), when 

M ^ u if* ^ a * r ^ ess ^ eac ^ together with the tone common in senile anger, 
s iould think we may deduce some advance in years. Nevertheless, he 

^vas probably vigorous, and he was almost certainly tall. I might rely in 
ome egree on the story of his previous appearance at the window, as 
a ta man in a silk hat, but I think I have more exact indication. Tliis 
^me-gass has been smashed all over the place, but one of its splinters 
ics on the high bracket beside the mantelpiece. No such fragment 

: 1 *5 there if the vessel had been smashed in the hand of a 

comparatively short man like Mr. Todhunter ” 

v, _ J. c wa y»” sa id Father Brown, “might it not be as well to untie 
Mn Todhuntcr?” 


th ^ lesson from the drinking-vessels docs not end here,” proceeded 

lst ‘ * ma y sa y at once that it is possible that the man Glass 
as Ul ° r ncrvo . us through dissipation rather than age. Mr. Todhunter, 
TV,... CC 5 remar hcd, is a quiet thrifty gentleman, essentially an abstainer, 
been nr^ 3n wine-cups arc no part of lias normal habit; they have 

CO finlT M ° r 3 P articu * ar companion. But, as it happens, we may 
but th Cr ‘- Mr ' Todlni ntcr may or may not possess this winc-scrvice, 
Were tlT 1S no a PP carancc °f his possessing any wine. What, then, 
v .i • y lSC ' , . CSS ' : S 1° con t a >n? I would at once suggest some brandy or 
C'1 -kc h'xnrious sort, from a flask in the pocket of Mr. 

the tvn - C n V u h T somet hing like a picture of the man, or at least of 
0 c i' ” C ‘ j ’ doerly, fashionable, but somewhat frayed, ccrtainlv fond 

Glass^ and St , r0n S waters, and perhaps rather too fond of them! Mr. 
“I t pntlcman not unknown on the fringes of society.” 

untie°him rn e ’ Cncd t !’ c y°, un S woman, “if you don’t let me pass to 
nr i * ri111 outside and scream for the police.” 

S lould not advise you, Miss MacNab,” said Dr. Hood gravely, “to 
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be in any hurry to fetch the police. Father Brown, I seriously ask you to 
compose your flock, for their sakes not for mine. Well, we have seen 
something of the figure and quality of Mr. Glass; what are the chief 
facts known of Mr. Todhunter? They are substantially three: that he is 
economical, tnat he is more or less wealthy, and that he has a secret 
Now, surely it is obvious that there are the three chief marks of the kind 
of man who is blackmailed. And surely it is equally obvious that the 
faded finery, the profligate habits, and the shrill irritation of Mr. Glass 
are the unmistakable marks of the kind of man who blackmails him. 

^ c j i<3 y c ^ 1C typical figures of a tragedy of hush money: on the one 
hand, the respectable man with a mystery; on the other, the West-end 
vulture with a scent for a mystery. These two men have met here to-day 
and have quarrelled, using blow r s and a bare weapon.” 

Are you going to take those ropes off? asked the girl stubbornly. 

Dr. Hood replaced the silk hat carefully on the side table, and went 
across to the captive. He studied him intently, even moving him a little 
an^i half-turning him round by the shoulders, but he only answered: 

No, I think these ropes will do very w T ell till your friends the police 
bring the handcuffs.” 

Father Brown, who had been looking dully at the carpet, lifted his 
round face and said: “What do you mean?” 

The man of science had picked up the peculiar dagger-sword from the 
carpet and was examining it intently as he answered: 

“Because you find Mr. Todhunter tied up,” he said, “you all jump to 
the conclusion that Mr. Glass had tied him up; and then, I suppose, 
escaped. There are four objections to this: First, why should a gentle¬ 
man so dressy as our friend Glass leave his hat behind him, if he left of 
his own free will? Second, he continued, moving towards the window, 
"this is the only exit, and it is locked on the inside. Third, this blade here 
has a tiny touch ot blood at the point, but there is no wound on Mr. 
Todhunter. Mr. Glass took that wound away with him, dead or alive. 
Add to all this primary probability. It is much more likely that the 
blackmailed person would try to kill his incubus, rather than that the 
blackmailer would try to kill the goose that lays his golden eggs. There, 

I think, we have a pretty complete story.” 

“But the ropes?” inquired the priest, whose eyes had remained open 
with a rather vacant admiration. 

“Ah, the ropes,” said the expert with a singular intonation. “Miss 
MacNab very much wanted to know why I did not set Mr. Todhunter 
free from his ropes. Well, I will tell her. I did not do it because Mr. 
Todhunter can set himself free from them at any minute he chooses.” 

What?” cried the audience on quite different notes of astonishment. 

I have looked at all the knots on Mr. Todhunter,” reiterated Hood 
quietly. I happen to know something about knots; they are quite a 


THE ABSENCE OF MR. GLASS J?v 

brancb ° r c ■ niinal science. Every one of those knots he has made him¬ 
self and could loosen himself; not one of them would have been made bv 

a " cncl “ v r y'T- iryuig to pimon him. The whole of this affair of the 
: :s a k vcr &ke, to make us think him the victim of the struggle 

instead of the wretched Glass, whose corpse mav be hidden in the garden 
or stuffed up the chimney.’* 

Tbcre W j S 2 rat!lCr de P rcssed s >lcnce; the room was darkening, the 
sea-blighted boughs of the garden trees looked leaner and blacker than 

ever, yet they seemed to have come nearer to the window. One could 
a most fancy they were sea-monsters like crakens or cuttlefish, writhing 
polypi who had crawled up from the sea to see the end of this tragedv, 
even as he, the villain and victim of it, the terrible man in the tall hat,’ 
a once craw ed up from the sea. For the whole air was dense with the 
mor i ity o blackmail, which is the most morbid of human things 

wound U ' S a CHme COnCealm S 3 cnmc ‘- 3 black plaster on a blacker 

The face of the tittle Catholic priest, which was commonly complacent 
an even comic had suddenly become knotted with a curious frown. 

was not the blank curiosity of his first innocence. It was rather that 
creative curiosity which comes when a man has the beginnings of an 
ea - ay it again, please, he said in a simple, bothered manner; “do 

alUonc?” C * ° JllUnter CaR tic himself U P 3 U a l° Iie ai1 ^ untie himself 
( That is what 1 mean,” said the doctor. 
poS;t^ 1CUl,tCd Br0Wn smUcnly: if it cod,I 

a nrnTr 1 p Kr0S! ‘ h ' T” ratl, ' r lik ' 1 rjbbit ' a '«i P«ceJ with quite 
he tlTw Ven “ S T° 'i ,C pcftially-covcred face of the captive. Then 

he cried in °' V " ri,1 ' er . fltuous face “ the company. "Yes, that’s it!” 

why, loot 1," Can ' ,0 " “ ;t “ * facet 

An/tLtt'oh'thllh^'j'Ij 't' Pr l ti,C Jircct ' 01 ' of his glance. 

Todhunter’s • broa f bla ^ k scarf completely masked the lower half of 

and inren u 1 le ^ § row conscious of something stru<trdin<T 
and intense about the upper part of it. 8 &S & 

"You brutes- ^ K°| 0 ^ C ' UC > Cr l Cr ' e< ^ l^ C Y 0l,n g woman, strongly moved. 
iou brutes, I believe it s hurting him! ’ 

e xprcssion 31 BuH " 1^' ° r ' H °^ ; ' t,lc cyes have certainly a singular 

rather such i V ’° U , d l ntcr Pret‘hose transverse wrinkles as expressing 
“ni u h u!'? h psychologica 1 abnormality_” 1 ^ 

“Lauffb? S i” Cncd Fatbe , r brown: “can’t you see lie’s laughing?” 

J " aor ' a stin: '' l>ut wLt “ “ dl 

Well, replied the Reverend Brown apologetically, “not to put too 
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fine a point on it, I think he is laughing at you. And indeed, Tm a little 
inclined to laugh at myself, now I know about it.” 

‘‘Now you know about what?” asked Hood, in some exasperation. 

‘‘Now I know,” replied the priest, “the profession of Mr. Todhunter.” 

Fie shuffled about the room, looking at one object after another with 
what seemed to be a vacant stare, and then invariably bursting into an 
equally vacant laugh, a highly irritating process for those who had to 
watch it. He laughed very much over the hat, still more uproariously 
over the broken glass, but the blood on the sword point sent him into 
mortal convulsions of amusement. Then he turned to the fuming specia¬ 
list. 


“Dr. Hood,” he cried enthusiastically, “you are a great poet! You have 
called an uncreated being out of the void. How much more godlike 
that is than if you had only ferreted out the mere facts! Indeed, the 
mere facts are rather commonplace and comic by comparison. 

“I have no notion what you are talking about,” said Dr. Hood rather 
haughtily; “my facts are all inevitable, though necessarily incomplete. 
A place may be permitted to intuition, perhaps (or poetry if you prefer 
the term), but only because the corresponding details cannot as yet be 

ascertained. In the absence of Mr. Glass- 

“That’s it, that’s it,” said the little priest, nodding quite eagerly; that s 
the first idea to get fixed; the absence of Mr. Glass. He is so extremely 
absent. I suppose,” he added reflectively, that there was never anybody 

so absent as Mr. Glass.” 

“Do you mean he is absent from the town?” demanded the doctor. 
“I mean he is absent from everywhere,” answered Father Brown; 

“he is absent from the Nature of Tilings, so to speak.” 

“Do you seriously mean,” said the specialist with a smile, “that there 

is no such person?’ ’ 

The priest made a sign of assent “It does seem a pity,” he said. 

Orion Hood broke into a contemptuous laugh. “Well,” he said, 
,J before we go on to the hundred and one other evidences, let us take the 
first proof we found; the first fact we fell over when we fell into this 
room. If there is no Mr. Glass, whose hat is this?” 

“It is Mr. Todhunteris,” replied Father Brown. ( f 

“But it doesn’t fit him,” cried Hood impatiently. “He couldn t 

possibly wear it!” <( 

Father Brown shook his head with ineffable mildness. I never said lie 

could wear it,” he answered. “I said it was his hat. Or, if you insist on a 

shade of difference, a hat that is his.” 

“And what is the shade of difference?” asked the criminologist with a 

slight sneer. 

“My good sir,” cried the mild little man, with his first movement 
akin to impatience, “if you will walk down the street to the nearest 
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hatter s shop, you will see that there is, in common speech, a diflfe 
between a man’s hat and the hats that arc his.” 

But a hatter, protested Hood, “can get money out of his stock of 
new hats. What could Todhunter get out of this one old hat?” 
“Rabbits,” replied Father Brown promptly. 

“What?” cried Dr. Hood. 

Rabbits, ribbons, sweetmeats, goldfish, rolls of coloured paper,” 
said the reverend gentleman with rapidity. “Didn’t you see it all when you 
found out the faked ropes? It’s just the same with the sword. Mr. Tod¬ 
hunter hasn t got a scratch on him, as you say; but he’s got a scratch in 
him, if you follow me.” 

Do you mean inside Mr. Todhunter’s clothes?” inquired Mrs. 
MacNab sternly. 

4( ^ m ean inside Mr. Todhunter’s clothes,” said Father Brown. 

I mean inside Mr. Todhunter.” 

Well, what in the name of Bedlam do you mean?” 

Mr. Todhunter, explained Father Brown placidly, “is learning to 

e a professional conjurer, as well as juggler, ventriloquist, and expert 

jn t ie rope trick. The conjuring explains the hat. It is without traces of 

iair, not because it is worn by the prematurely bald Mr. Glass, but 

ecause it has never been worn by anybody. The juggling explains the 

t ircc glasses, which Todhunter was teaching himself to throw up and 

catch in rotation. But, being only at the stage of practice, he smashed 

one glass against the ceiling. And the juggling also explains the sword, 

^ lie 1 it was Mr. Todhunter’s professional prie le and duty to swallow. 

ut again, being at the stage of practice, he very slightly grazed the 

insi e of his tin oat with the weapon. Hence he has a wound inside him, 

vmici I am sure (from the expression of his face) is not a serious one. 

e was also practising tne trick of a release Iroin ropes, like the Davenport 

rotters, and he was just about to free himself when wc all burst into 

e r i 00 *?' ^ car ds, of course, are for card tricks, and they are scattered 
°n t ie floor because he had just been practising one of those dodges of 
scn mg them flying through the air. He merely kept his trade secret, 
^ccause he had to keep his tricks secret, like any other conjurer. But 
c mere fact of an idler in a top hat having once looked in at his back 
win ow, and been driven away by him with great indignation, was 
ugn to set us all on a wrong track of romance, and make us imagine 
is w iolc ljf c overshadowed by the silk-hatted spectre of Mr. Glass.” 

W a hout the two voices?” asked Maggie, staring. 

- 1 j 1K ‘ v cr heard a ventriloquist?” asked Father Brown. “Don’t 
you ow they speak first in their natural voice, and then answer them- 
15 s lri j ust that shrill, squeaky, unnatural voice that you heard?” 

1 , ^re was a long silence, and Dr. Hood regarded the little man who 
spoken with a dark and attentive smile. “You are certainly a very 
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ingenious person,” he said; “it could not have been done better in a 
book. But there is just one part of Mr, Glass you have not succeeded in 
explaining away, and that is his name. Miss MacNab distinctly heard 
him so addressed by Mr. Todhunter.” 

The Rev. Mr. Brown broke into a rather childish giggle. “Well, 
that,” he said, “that’s the silliest part of the whole silly story. When our 
juggling friend here threw up the three glasses in turn, he counted 
them aloud as he caught them, and also commented aloud when he failed 
to catch them. What he really said was: ‘One, two and three—missed 
a glass; one, two—missed a glass/ And so on.” 

There was a second of stillness in the room, and then everyone with 
one accord burst out laughing. As they did so the figure in the corner 
complacently uncoiled all the ropes and let them fall with a flourish. 
Then, advancing into the middle of the room with a bow, he produced 
from his pocket a big bill printed in blue and red, which announced that 
ZALADIN, the World’s Greatest Conjurer, Contortionist, Ventrilo¬ 
quist and Human Kangaroo would be ready with an entirely new series 
ot Tricks at the Empire Pavilion, Scarborough, on Monday next at 
eight o’clock precisely. 


II 

THE PARADISE OF THIEVES 

The great Muscari, most original of the young Tuscan poets, walked 
swiftly into his favourite restaurant, which overlooked the Mediter¬ 
ranean, was covered by an awning and fenced by little lemon and orange 
trees. Waiters in white aprons were already laying out on white tables 
the insignia of an early and elegant lunch; and this seemed to increase a 
satisfaction that already touched the top of swagger. Muscari had an 
eagle nose like Dante; his hair and neckerchief were dark and flowing; 
he carried a black cloak, and might almost have carried a black mask, 
so much did he bear with him a sort of Venetian melodrama. He acted 
as if a troubadour had still a definite social office, like a bishop. He went 
as near as his century permitted to walking the world literally like Don 
Juan, with rapier and guitar. 

For he never travelled without a case of swords, with which he had 
fought many brilliant duels, or without a corresponding case for his 
mandolin, with which he had actually serenaded Miss Ethel Harrogate, 
the highly conventional daughter of a Yorkshire banker on a holiday. 
Yet he was neither a charlatan nor a child; but a hot, logical Latin who 
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liked a certain thing and was it. His poetry was as straightforward as 
anyone else s prose. He desired fame or wane or the beauty of women 
w 2 torn directness inconceivable among the cloudy ideals or cloudy 

* T • I . ; to vaguer races his intensity smelt of danger 

0 r ,5y en , cn P* e ' bike fire or the sea, he was too simple to be trusted. 

ic anker and his beautiful English daughter were staying at the 
notel attached to Muscari’s restaurant; that was why it was his favourite 

A glance flashed round the room told him at once, however, 
• a f e liplsh party had not descended. The restaurant was glitter- 
g. ut still comparatively empty. Two priests were talking at a table 

.1 c< ? rner> ^ l | scar ' ( an ardent Catholic) took no more notice of 
rM |TJ.j couple of crows. But from a yet farther seat, partly con- 

*T d 3 dwarftree 8 6lden ^th oranges, there rose and advanced 

0Dnn • * e . P oet a person whose costume w'as the most aggressively 
opposite to his own. 

sham U rn11 Ure T dad , in tWeeds of a P iebald clleck - with a pink tie, a 
tradition \& P rotuberant yellow boots. He contrived, in the true 
, ' of Arty at Margate, to look at once startling and common- 

ES J to tf ^ ? Ck f e y a PP ar ‘tion drew nearer, Muscari was as- 
It was an I? ,^ erve . tbat tbe bead was distinctly different from the body, 
abruntlv « Cad ‘ [ uzz y> sw arthy and very vivacious, that rose 

tie. inf t U - ° tbe ^ tand ' n g collar like cardboard and the comic pink 

erection nfP^r u kncw - J fc recognised it, above all the dire 

friend name t^ f y a ”? y i a j ; hc faCC ° f , an oId but r ° r gotten 

when P h?a f J 3S Pf omised him when he was barely fifteen; but 

and a dema^^ m ?*, World he failcd > first publicly as a dramatist 
traveller a ^°^ UC ’ and tben P r ‘ v atcly for years on end as an actor, a 
last behind pT™ 0 . 11 a S cnt or a journalist. Muscari had known him 
°f that Drofpsc' 00 j S -’ 1C WaS but 100 wed attuned to the excitements 

swallowed him m> 30 ^ W1S bebeved tbat soinc moral calamity had 

"EajM * a ; * 

^ent. “Wdl I* f C ^° et> r ^ S ! n S aIK ^ s ^ ia ^ n g hands in a pleasant astonish- 
"cve-^pcid M Ke yo V u dr« K d”p r °° m; b “‘' 

">“■ ofle Wi w Kutec " 0t thC C0S ‘“ mC ° f an E " 8lisl " 

past.” 1 3t CaSC ’ remarked Muscari, “I confess I prefer the Italian of the 

his head- "anrUk°^ d mb ! ake ’ Muscari,” said the man in tweeds, shaking 

ma de the mom- C , rnistak ^ of Italy. In the sixteenth century we Tuscans 

chemistry. w/U^ Y C tbe new est steel, the newest carving, the newest 

newest mnrr ' 'j Sll)ll d wy not now have the newest factories, the 

» t ie newest finance—and the newest clothes?** 
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“Because they are not worth having,” answered Muscari. “You 
cannot make Italians really progressive; they are too intelligent. Men 
who see the short cut to good living will never go by the new elaborate 
roads.” 

“Well, to me Marconi, or D’Annunzio, i$ the star of Italy,” said the 
other. “That is why I have become a Futurist—and a courier.” 

“A courier!” cried Muscari, laughing. “Is that the last of your list 
of trades? And whom are you conducting?” 

“Oh, a man of the name of Harrogate, and his family, I believe. 

“Not the banker in this hotel?” inquired the poet, with some eager¬ 
ness. 

“That’s die man,” answered the courier. 

“Does it pay well?” asked the troubadour innocendy. 

“It will pay me,” said Ezza, with a very enigmatic smile. “But I 
am a rather curious sort of courier.” Then, as if changing the subject, 
he said abruptly: “He has a daughter—and a son.” 

“The daughter is divine,” affirmed Muscari, “the father and son are, 
I suppose, human. But granted his harmless qualities, doesn’t that 
banker strike you as a splendid instance of my argument? Harrogate 
has millions in his safes, and I have—the hole in my pocket. But you 
daren’t say—you can’t say—that he’s cleverer than I, or bolder than I, 
or even more energetic. He’s not clever; he’s got eyes like blue buttons; 
he’s not energetic, he moves from chair to chair like a paralytic. He s 
a conscientious, kindly old blockhead; but he’s got money simply be¬ 
cause he collects money, as a boy collects stamps. You re too strong- 
minded tor business, Ezza. You won t get on. To be clever enough to 
get all that money, one must be stupid enough to want it. 

“I’m stupid enough for that,” said Ezza gloomily. “But I should 
suggest a suspension of your critique of the banker, for here he comes.” 

Mr. Harrogate, the great financier, did indeed enter the room, but 
nobody looked at him. He was a massive elderly man with a boiled blue 
eye and faded grey-sandy moustaches; but for his heavy stoop he might 
have been a colonel. He carried several unopened letters in his hand. 
His son Frank was a really fine lad, curly-haired, sun-burat and strenuous; 
but nobody looked at him either. All eyes, as usual, were riveted, for 
the moment at least, upon Ethel Harrogate, whose golden Greek head 
and colour of the dawn seemed set purposely above that sapphire sea, 
like a goddess’s. The poet Muscari drew a deep breath as if he were 
drinking something, as indeed he was. He was drinking the Classic, 
which his fathers made. Ezza studied her with a gaze equally intense 
and far more baffling. 

Miss Harrogate was specially radiant and ready for conversation on 
this occasion; and her family had fallen into the easier Continental 
habit, allowing the stranger Muscari and even die courier Ezza to share 
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their table and their talk. In Ethel Harrogate conventionality crowned 

4 

itself with a perfection and splendour of its own. Proud of her father’s 
prosperity, fond of her fashionable pleasures, a fond daughter but an 
arrant flirt, she was all these things with a sort of golden good-nature 


that made her very pride pleasing and her worldly respectability a fresh 
and hearty thins;. 

/ o 

They were in an eddy of excitement about some alleged peril in the 
mountain path they were to attempt that week. The danger was not 
from rock and avalanche, but from something yet more romantic. Ethel 

7 <r* t 

had been earnestly assured that brigands, the true cut-throats of the 
modem legend, still haunted that ridge and held that pass of the Apen¬ 


nines 

a 


They say,” she cried, with the awful relish of a schoolgirl, that ali 
that country isn’t ruled by the King o t Italy, but by the King of Thieves. 
Who is the King of Thieves?” 

A great man,” replied Muscari, “worthy to rank with your own 
Robin Hood, signorina. Montano, the King of Thieves, was first heard 
of in die mountains some ten years ago, when people said brigands 
were extinct. But his wild authority spread with the swiftness of a silent 
revolution. Men found his fierce proclamations nailed in every moun¬ 
tain village; his sentinels, gun in hand, in every mountain ravine. Six 
times the Italian Government tried to dislodge him, and was defeated in 
six pitched battles as if by Napoleon.” 

Now that sort of thing,” observed the banker weightily, “would 
never be allowed in England; perhaps, after all, we had better choose 
another route. But the courier thought it perfectly safe.” 

1 11 . ri r t j • i ® * * 

u ; perfectly safe, said the courier contemptuously, I have been 
over h twenty times. There may have been some old jail-bird called a 
King in the time of our grandmothers; but he belongs to history if not 
tojable. Brigandage is utterly stamped out.” 

It can never be utterly stamped out,” Muscari answered; “because 
armed revolt is a reaction natural to southerners. Our peasants arc like 
t leir mountains, rich in grace and green gaiety, but with the fires be¬ 
neath. There is a point of human despair where the northern poor take 
to drink and our own poor take to daggers.” 

A poet is privileged,” replied Ezza, with a sneer. “If Signor Muscari 
^ere English he would still be looking for highwaymen in Wands¬ 
worth. Believe me, there is no more danger of being captured in Italv 
t un of being scalped in Boston.” 

^ hen you propose to attempt it?” asked Mr. Harrogate, frowning, 
h, it sounds rather dreadful,” cried the girl, turning her glorious 
C ty S 011 Muscari, “Do you really think the pass is dangerous?” 

uscari threw back his black mane. “I know it is dangerous,” he 

,ai • I am crossing it to-morrow.” 
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“Because they are not worth having,” answered Muscari. “You 
cannot make Italians really progressive; they are too intelligent. Men 
who see the short cut to good living will never go by the new elaborate 
roads.” 

“Well, to me Marconi, or D’Annunzio, is the star of Italy,” said the 
other. “That is why I have become a Futurist—and a courier.” 

“A courier!” cried Muscari, laughing. “Is that the last of your list 
of trades? And whom are you conducting?” 

“Oh, a man of the name of Harrogate, and his family, I believe.” 

“Not the banker in this hotel?” inquired the poet, with some eager¬ 
ness. 

“That’s tire man,” answered the courier. 

“Does it pay well?” asked the troubadour innocently. 

“It will pay me,” said Ezza, with a very enigmatic smile. “But I 
am a rather curious sort of courier.” Then, as if changing the subject, 
he said abruptly: “He has a daughter—and a son.” 

“The daughter is divine,” affirmed Muscari, “the father and son are, 
I suppose, human. But granted his harmless qualities, doesn’t that 
banker strike you as a splendid instance of my argument? Harrogate 
lias millions in his safes, and I have—the hole in my pocket. But you 
daren’t say—you can’t say—that he’s cleverer than I, or bolder than I, 
or even more energetic. He’s not clever; he’s got eyes like blue buttons; 
he’s not energetic, he moves from chair to chair like a paralytic. He s 
a conscientious, kindly old blockhead; but he’s got money simply be¬ 
cause he collects money, as a boy collects stamps. You’re too strong- 
minded for business, Ezza. You won’t get on. To be clever enough to 

get all that money, one must be stupid enough to want it. 

“I’m stupid enough for that,” said Ezza gloomily. “But I should 
suggest a suspension of your critique of the banker, for here he comes. 

Mr. Harrogate, the great financier, did indeed enter the room, but 
nobody looked at him. He was a massive elderly man with a boiled blue 
eye and faded grey-sandy moustaches; but for his heavy stoop he might 
have been a colonel. He carried several unopened letters in Iris hand. 
•His son Frank was a really fine lad, curly-haired, sun-burnt and strenuous, 
but nobody looked at him either. All eyes, as usual, were riveted, for 
the moment at least, upon Ethel Harrogate, whose golden Greek head 
and colour of the dawn seemed set purposely above that sapphire sea, 
like a goddess’s. The poet Muscari drew a deep breath as if he were 
drinking something, as indeed he was. He was drinking the Classic; 
which his fathers made. Ezza studied her with a gaze equally intense 
and far more baffling. 

Miss Harrogate was specially radiant and ready for conversation on 
this occasion; and her family had fallen into the easier Continental 
habit, allowing the stranger Muscari and even die courier Ezza to share 
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their table and their talk. In Ethel Harrogate conventionality crowned 
itself with a perfection and splendour of its own. Proud of her father’s 
prosperity, fond of her fashionable pleasures, a fond daughter but an 
arrant flirt, she was all these things with a sort of golden good-nature 
that made her very pride pleasing and her worldly respectability a tresh 
and hearty thing. 

They were in an eddy of excitement about some alleged peril in the 
mountain path they were to attempt that week. The danger was not 
from rock and avalanche, but from something yet more romantic. Btliel 
had been earnestly assured that brigands, the true cut-throats of the 

modern legend, still haunted that ridge and held that pass of the Apen¬ 
nines. 


They say,” she cried, with the awful relish o ! a schoolgirl, “that ail 
f hat country isn’t ruled by the King of Italy, but by the King of Thieves. 
Who is the King of Thieves? 1 ’ 

A great man/* replied Muscari, “worthy to rank with your own 
Robin Hood, signorina. Montano, the King o Thieves, was first heard 
of in the mountains some ten years ago, when people said brigands 
were extinct. But his wild authority spread with the swiftness of a silent 
revolution. Men found his fierce proclamations nailed in every moun¬ 
tain village; his sentinels, gun in hand, in every mountain ravine. Six 
times the Italian Government tried to dislodge him, and was defeated in 
six^pitched battles as if by Napoleon/’ 

Now that sort of thing/’ observed the banker weightily, “would 
never be allowed in England; perhaps, after all, we had better choose 
another route. But the courier thought it perfectly safe.” 

It is perfectly safe,” said the courier contemptuously, “I have been 
over it twenty times. There may have been some old jail-bird called a 
King in the time of our grandmothers; but he belongs to history if not 
to fable. Brigandage is utterly stamped out.” 

it can never be utterly stamped out,” Muscari answered; “because 
armed revolt is a reaction natural to southerners. Our peasants are li 
taeir mountains, rich in grace and green gaiety, but with the fires be¬ 
neath. There is a point of human despair where the northern poor take 
to^drink—and our own poor take to daggers.” 

A poet is privileged,” replied Ezza, with a sneer. “If Signor Muscari 
^cre English he would still be looking for highwaymen in Wands- 
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worth. Believe me, there is no more danger of being captured in Italy 
than of being scalped in Boston.” 


ii 


Then you propose to attempt it?” asked Mr. Harrogate, frowning. 

. it sounds rather dreadful, cried the girl, turning her glorious 
s on Mmron “n^ —m.. u_* i .1 • 1 0 


e)es on Muscari. Do you really think the pass is dang crous? 

uscari threw back his black mane. “I know it is dangerous,” he 
I am crossing it to-morrow.” 


said. 
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The young Harrogate was left behind for a moment emptying a 
glass of white wine and lighting a cigarette, as the beauty retired with the 
banker, the courier and the poet, distributing peals of silvery satire. At 
about the same instant the two priests in the corner rose; the taller, a 
white-haired Italian, taking his leave. The shorter priest turned and 
walked towards the banker s son, and the latter was astonished to realize 
that though a Roman priest the man was an Englishman. He vaguely 
remembered meeting him at the social crushes of some of his Catholic 
friends. But the man spoke before his memories could collect them¬ 
selves. 

“Mr. Frank Harrogate, I think/’ he said. “I have had an introduction, 
but I do not mean to presume on it. The odd thing I have to say will 
come far better from a stranger. Mr. Harrogate, I say one word and go: 
take care of your sister in her great sorrow.” 

Even for Frank’s truly fraternal indifference the radiance and derision 
of his sister still seemed to sparkle and ring; he could hear her laughter 
still fro m the garden of the hotel, and he stared at his sombre adviser in 
puzzlcdom. 

“Do you mean the brigands?” he asked; and then, remembering a 
vague fear of his own, “or can you be thinking of Muscari?” 

“One is never thinking of the real sorrow,” said the strange priest. 
“One can only be kind when it comes.” 

And he passed promptly from the room, leaving the other almost 
with his mouth open. 

A day or two afterwards a coach containing the company was really 
crawling and staggering up the spurs of the menacing mountain range. 
Between Ezza’s cheery denial of the danger and Muscari’s boisterous 
defiance of it, the financial family were firm in their original purpose; 
and Muscari made his mountain journey coincide with theirs. A more 
surprising feature was the appearance at the coast-town station of the 
little priest of the restaurant; he alleged merely that business led him 
also to cross the mountains of the midland. But young Harrogate could 
not but connect his presence with the mystical fears and warnings of 
yesterday. 

The coach was a kind of commodious w r agonctte, invented by the 
modernist talent of the courier, who dominated the expedition with his 
scientific activity and breezy wit. The theory of danger from thieves 
was banished from thought and speech; though so far conceded in 
formal act that some slight protection was employed. The courier and 
the young banker carried loaded revolvers, and Muscari (with much 
boyish gratification) buckled on* a kind of cutlass under his black cloak. 

He had planted his person at a flying leap next to the lovely English¬ 
woman; on the other side of her sat the priest, whose name was Brown 
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and who was fortunately a silent individual; the courier and the father 
and son were on the banc behind. Muscari was in towering spirits, seri¬ 
ously believing in the peril, and his talk to Ethel might well have made 
her think him a maniac. But there was something in the crazy and gor¬ 
geous ascent, amid crags like peaks loaded with woods like orchards, 
that dragged her spirit up alone with his into purple preposterous heavens 
; !i wheeling suns. The white road climbed like a white cat; it spanned 

sunless chasms like a tight-rope; it was flung round far-off headlands 
like a lasso. 

And yet, however high they went, the desert still blossomed like the 
rose. The fields were burnished in sun and wind with the colour o 
kingfisher and parrot and humming-bird; the hues of a hundred flower¬ 
ing flowers. There arc no lovelier meadows and woodlands than the 
English; no nobler crests or chasms than those of Snowdon and Gicncoe. 
But Ethel Harrogate had never before seen the southern parks tilted on 
the splintered northern peaks; the gorge of Glencoe laden with the 
I: 1 of Kent. There was nothing here of that chill and desolation that 
in Britain one associates with high and wild scenery. It was rather like 
a mosaic palace, rent with earthquakes; or like a Dutch tulip garden 
I wi to the stars with dynamite. 

i( hs like Kew Gardens on Deachy Head,” said Ethel. 

It is our secret/’ answered he, “the secret of the volcano; that is 

also the secret of the revolution—that a thing can be violent and vet 
fruitful/’ 

You arc rather violent yourself,” and she smiled at him. 

And yet rather fruitless,” he admitted; “if I die to-night I die un¬ 
married and a fool.” 

is not my fault if you have come,” she said after a difficult silence. 

h is never your fault,” answered Muscari; “it was not vour fault 
that Troy fell.” 

As he spoke they came under overwhelming cliffs that spread almost 
IKC m 8 s al) °ve a comer of peculiar peril. Shocked by the big shadow 
011 ! ,le ,mrow ledge, the horses stirred doubtfully. The driver leapt 
to t le earth to hold their heads, and they became ungovernable. One 

’/ ,c Rarc ^ U P to his full height—the titanic and terrifying height of 
3* orse when he becomes a biped. It was just enough to alter the equi- 
ibnum; the whole coach heeled over like a ship and crashed through the 
ringe of bushes over the cliff. Muscari threw an arm round Ethel, who 
pp8 10 him, and shouted aloud. It was for such moments that he 

At the moment when the gorgeous mountain walls went round the 
poet s head like a purple windmill a thing happened which was super- 
lcia y even more startling. The elderly and lethargic banker sprang 
erect in the coach and leapt over the precipice before the tilted vehicle 
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could tdivc him there. In the tirst flash it looked as wild as suicide; but 
in the second it was as sensible as a safe investment. The Yorkshireman 
had evidently more promptitude, as well as more sagacity, than Muscari 
had given him credit for; for lie landed in a lap of land which might 
have been specially padded with turf and clover to receive him. As it 
happened, indeed, the whole company were equally lucky, if less digni¬ 
fied in their form of ejection. Immediately under this abrupt turn of the 
road was a grassy and flowery hollow like a sunken meadow; a sort of 
green velvet pocket in the long, green, trailing garments of the hills. 
Into this they were all tipped or tumbled with little damage, save that 
their smallest baggage and even the contents of their pockets were 
scattered in the grass around them. The wrecked coach still hung above, 
entangled in the tough hedge, and the horses plunged painfully down 
the slope. The first to sit up was the little priest, who scratched his 
head with a face of foolish wonder. Frank Harrogate heard him say to 
himself: “Now why on earth have we fallen just here?” 

He blinked at the litter around him, and recovered his own very 
clumsy umbrella. Beyond it lay the broad sombrero fallen from the 
head ot Muscari, and beside it a scaled business letter which, after a glance 
at the address, he returned to the elder Harrogate. On the other side of 
him the grass partly hid Miss Ethel’s sunshade, and just beyond it lay a 
curious little glass bottle hardly two inches long. The priest picked it 
up; in a quick, unobtrusive manner he uncorked and sniffed it, and his 
heavy face turned the colour of clay. 

“Heaven deliver us!” he muttered; “it can’t be hers! Has her sorrow 
come on her already?” He slipped it into his own waistcoat pocket. 
“I think I’m justified,” he said, “till I know a little more.” 

He gazed painfully at the girl, at that moment being raised out of the 
flowers by Muscari, who was saying: “We have fallen into heaven; it 
is a sign. Mortals climb up and they fall down; but it is only gods and 
goddesses who can fall upwards.” 

And indeed she rose out of the sea of colours so beautiful and happy 
a vision that the priest felt his suspicion shaken and shifted. “After all, 
he thought, “perhaps die poison isn’t hers; perhaps it’s one of Muscari s 
melodramatic tricks.” 

Muscari set the lady lightly on her feet, made her an absurdly theatrical 
bow, and then, drawing his cutlass, hacked hard at the taut reins of the 
horses, so that they scrambled to their feet and stood in the grass tremb¬ 
ling. When he had done so, a most remarkable thing occurred. A very 
quiet man, very poorly dressed and extremely sunburnt, came out of 
the bushes and took hold of the horses' heads. He had a queer-shapea 
knife, very broad and crooked, buckled on his belt; there was nothing 
else remarkable about him, except his sudden and silent appearance. 
The poet asked him who he was, ai|d he did not answer. 
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Looking around him at the contused and startled group in the hollow, 

Muscari then perceived that another tanned and tattered man, with a 

short gun under his arm, was looking at them From the ledge just below, 

leaning his elbows on the edge of the turf Then he looked up at the road 

from which they had fallen and saw, looking down on them, the muzzles 

of four other carbines and four other brown faces with bright but quite 
motionless eves. 

Jhc brigands! cried Muscari, with a kind of monstrous gaiety. 
This was a trap. Ezza, if you will oblige me by shooting the coachman 
first, we can cut our way out yet. There are only six ot them/' 

The coachman, said Ezza, who was standing grimly with his hands 
in his pockets, happens to be a servant of Mr, Harrogate's/* 

Then shoot him all the more, cried the poet impatiently; “he was 

ri cd to upset his master. Then put the lady in the middle, and wc wall 
break the line up there—with a rush/’ 

And, wading in wild grass and flowers, he advanced fearlessly on the 
tour carbines; but finding that no one followed except young Harro¬ 
gate, lie turned, brandishing his cutlass to wave the others on. He behold 
the courier still standing slightly astride in the centre of the grassy ring, 

. ls " anc * s * n pockets; and his lean, ironical Italian face seemed to grow 
longer and longer in the evening light. 

l thought, Muscari, I was the failure among our schoolfellows,” 
he said and you thought you were the success. But I have succeeded 

more than you and fill a bigger place in history. I have been acting epics 
'while you have been writing them.” 

Come on, I tel! you!” thundered Muscari from above. “Will you 

[ an ' tllrre talking nonsense about yourself with a woman to save and 
three strong men to help you? What do you call yourself?” 

I call myself Montano,” cried the strange courier in a voice equally 

ou and full. I am the King of Thieves, and J welcome you all to my 
summer palace. y * 

And even as he spoke five more silent men with weapons readveame 

u ot the bushes, and looked towards him for their orders. One of 
them held a large paper in his hand. 

cJW littlc “‘ whcre we are all picnicking,” went on the 
courier-brigand, with the same easy yet sinister smile, “is, together 

with some caves underneath it, known by the name of the Paradise of 

teves. U is my principal stronghold on these hills; for (as you have 

ZZ T n T cd ) ! hc e y ne is tnvisible both from the road above and 
iinn ■ W bclow - ^‘ s something better than impregnable; it is 
p ? t,cca c> ^ere * mostly live, and here I shall certainly die, if the 

Tr trac k , mc here - 1 am not the kind Criminal that 
es his defence, but the better kind that reserves his last bullet.” 

, were staring at him thunderstruck and still, except Father Brown, 
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who heaved a huge sigh as of relief and fingered the little phial in his 

pocket. Thank God! he muttered; “that’s much more probable. 

The poison belongs to this robber-chief, of course. He carries it so that 
he may never be captured, like Cato.” 

The king ot Thieves was, however, continuing his address with the 
same Kind of dangerous politeness. “It only remains for me,” he said, 

to explain to my guests the social conditions upon which I have the 
pleasure of entertaining them. I need not expound the quaint old ritual 
or ransom, which it is incumbent upon me to keep up; and even this 
only applies to a part of the company. The Reverend Father Brown 
and the celebrated Signor Muscari I shall release to-morrow at dawn 
and escort to my outposts. Poets and priests, if you will pardon my 
simplicity of speech, never have any money. And so (since it is impossible 
to get anything out of them), let us seize^ the opportunity to show our 
admiration for classic literature and our reverence for Holy Church.” 

He paused with an unpleasing smile; and Father Brown blinked 
repeatedly at him, and seemed suddenly to be listening; with great 

* p i -I i t d / O 

attention. The brigand captain took the large paper from the attendant 
brigand and, glancing it over, continued: “My other intentions are 
clearly set forth in this public document, which I will hand round in a 
moment; and which after that will be posted on a tree by every village 
m the valley, and every cross-road in the hills. I will not weary you 
with the verbalism, since you will be able to check it; the substance of 
my proclamation is this: I announce first that I have captured the English 
millionaire, the colossus of finance, Mr. Samuel Harrogate. I next 
announce that 1 have found on his person notes and bonds for two 
thousand pounds, which he has given up to me. Now since it would 
be really immoral to announce such a thing to a credulous public if it 
had not occurred, I suggest it should occur without further delay. I 
suggest that Mr. Harrogate senior should now give me the two thou¬ 
sand pounds in his pocket.” 

The banker looked at him under lowering brows, red-faced and sulky, 
but seemingly cowed. That leap from the falling carriage seemed to 
have used up his last virility. He had held back in a hang-dog style 
when his son and Muscari had made a bold movement to break out of 
thetbrig&nd trap. And now his red and trembling hand went reluc¬ 
tantly to his breast-pocket, and passed a bundle of papers and envelopes 
tq^he* brigand. 

"^Excellent!” cried that outlaw gaily; “so far we are all cosy. I resume 
the points of my proclamation, so soon to be published to all Italy. The 
third item is that of ransom. I am asking from the friends of the Harro¬ 
gate family a ransom of three thousand pounds, which I am sure is 
almost insulting to that family in its moderate estimate of their impor¬ 
tance. Who would not pay triple this sum for another day’s association 
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with such a domestic circle? I will not conceal From you that the docu¬ 
ment ends with certain legal phrases about the unpleasant things that 
may happen it the money is not paid; but meanwhile, ladies and gentle¬ 
men, let me assure you that 1 am comfortably off here for accommo¬ 
dation, wine and cigars, and bid you for the present a sportsman-like 
welcome to the luxuries of the Paradise of Thieves.” 

All the time that he had been speaking, the dubious-looking men 
with carbines and dirty slouch hats had been gathering silently in such 
•Teponderating numbers that even Muscari was compelled to recognize 
his sally with the sword as hopeless. He glanced around him; but the 
girl had already gone over to soothe and comfort her father, tor her 
natural affection for his person was as strong or stronger than her some¬ 
what snobbish pride in his success. Muscari, with the illogicality of a 
lover, admired this filial devotion, and yet was irritated by it. He slapped 
his sword back in the scabbard and went and flung himself somewhat 
sulkily on one of the green banks. The priest sat down within a yard or 
two, and Muscari turned his aquiline eye and nose on him in an in¬ 
stantaneous irritation. 

Well,” said the poet tartly, “do people still think me too romantic? 
Are there, I wonder, any brigands lcit in the mountains?” 

There may be,” said Father Brown agnostically. 

What do you mean?” asked the other sharply. 

I mean I am puzzled,” replied the priest. “I am puzzled about Ezza 
or Montano, or whatever his name is. He seems to me much more 
inexplicable as a brigand even than he was as a courier.” 

But in what way?” persisted his companion. “Santa Maria! I should 
have thought the brigand was plain enough.” 

■ I find three curious difficulties,” said the priest in a quiet voice. “I 
should like to have your opinion on them. First of all I must tell you I 
was lunclung in that restaurant at the seaside. As four of you left the 
room, you and Miss Harrogate went ahead, talking and laughing; the 
banker and the courier came behind, speaking sparely and rather low. 
But I could not help hearing Ezza say these words—‘Well, let her have a 
little fun; you know the blow may smash her any minute.* Mr. Harro¬ 
gate answered nothing; so the words must have had some meaning, 
n the impulse of the moment I warned her brother that she might 
e in peril; I said nothing of its nature, for I did not know. But if it meant 
this capture in the hills, the thing is nonsense. Why should the brigand- 
courier warn his patron, even by a hint, when it was his whole purpose 
to lure him into the mountain-mousetrap? It could not have meant that. 

ut if not, what is this other disaster, known both to courier and banker, 
which hangs over Miss Harrogate’s head?” 

Disaster to Miss Harrogate!” ejaculated the poet, sitting up with 

some ferocity. “Explain yourself; go on ” 
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“Ail my riddles, however, revolve round our bandit chief,” resumed 
the priest reflectively. “And here is the second of them. Why did he 
put so prominently in his demand for ransom the fact that he had taken 
two thousand pounds from his victim on the spot? It had no faintest 
tendency to evoke the ransom. Quite the other way, in fact. Harro¬ 
gate's friends would be far likelier to fear for his ate if they thought the 
thieves were poor and desperate. Yet the spoliation on the spot was 
emphasized and even put first in the demand. Why should Ezza Mon¬ 
tano want so specially to tell all Europe that he had picked the pocket 
before he levied the blackmail? 1 ’ 

“I cannot imagine/’ said Muscari, rubbing up his black hair for once 
with an unaffected gesture. “You may think you enlighten me, but you 
are leading me deeper in the dark. What may be the third objection 
to the King of the Thieves?” 

“The third objection,” said Father Brown, still in meditation, “is this 
bank we are sitting on. Why does our brigand-courier call this his chief 
fortress and the Paradise of Thieves? It is certainly a soft spot to fall 
on and a sweet spot to look at. It is also quite true, as he says, that it is 
invisible from valley and peak, and is therefore a hiding-place. But it 
is not a fortress. It never could be a fortress. I think it would be the worst 
fortress in the world. For it is actually commanded from above by the 
common high-road across the mountains—the very place where the 
police w T ould most probably pass. Why, five shabby short guns held us 
helpless here about half an hour ago. The quarter of a company of any 
kind of soldiers could have blown us over the precipice. Whatever is 
the meaning of this odd little nook of grass and flowers, it is not an 
entrenched position. It is something else; it has some other strange sort 
of importance; some value that I do not understand. It is more like an 
accidental theatre or a natural green-room; it is like the scene for some 

romantic comedy; it is like. ...” n 

As the little priest’s words lengthened and lost themselves in a dull 
and dreamy sincerity, Muscari, whose animal senses were alert and im¬ 
patient, heard a new noise in the mountains. Even for him the sound was 
as yet very small and faint; but he could have sworn the evening breeze 
bore with it something like the pulsation of horses’ hoofs and a distant 

hallooing. , , 

At the same moment, and long before the vibration had touched t e 

less-experienced English ears, Montano the brigand ran up the b 
above them and stood in the broken hedge, steadying himself against 
a tree and peering down the road. He was a strange figure as he stoo 
there, for he had assumed a flapped fantastic hat and swinging baldric 
and cutlass in his capacity of bandit king, but the bright prosaic twee 

of the courier showed through in patches all over him. 

The next moment he turned his olive, sneering face and made a 



THE PARADISE OF THIEVES 


*95 


movement with his hand. The brigands scattered at the signal, not in 
confusion, but in what was evidently a kind of guerilla discipline. In¬ 
stead of occupying the road along the ridge, they sprinkled themselves 
along the side ot it behind the trees and the hedge, as it watching un¬ 
seen for an enemy. The noise beyond grew stronger, beginning to shake 
the mountain road, and a voice could be clearly heard calling out orders. 
The brigands swayed and huddled, cursing and whispering, and the 
evening air was ^ nil of little metallic noises as they cocked their pistols, 
or loosened their knives, or trailed their scabbards over the stones. Then 
the noises from both quarters seemed to meet on the road above; branches 
broke, horses neighed, men cried out. 

“A rescue!” cned Muscari, springing to his feet and waving his hat; 
“the gendarmes are on them! Now for freedom and a blow for it! 
Now to be rebels against robbers! Come, don’t let us leave everything 
to the police; that is so dreadfully modern. Fall on the rear of these 
ruffians. The gendarmes are rescuing us; come, friends, let us rescue the 
gendarmes!” 

And mrowing his hat over the trees, he drew his cutlass once more 
and began to escalade the slope up to the road. Frank Harrogate jumped 
and ran across to help him, revolver in hand, but was astounded to 
near himseli imperatively recalled by the raucous voice of his father, 
who seemed to be in great agitation. 

I won’t have it,” said the banker in a choking voice; ”1 command 
you not to interfere.”' 

But, father,” said Frank very warmly, “an Italian gentleman has led 

the way. You wouldn’t have it said diat the English hung back.” 

It is useless,” said the older man, who was trembling violently, “it 

is useless. We must submit to our lot.” 

Father Brown looked at the banker; then he put his hand instinctively 

if on his heart, but really on the little botde of poison; and a great 

light came into his face like the light ot the revelation ot death. 

Muscari meanwhile, without waiting for support, had crested the 

bank up to the road, and struck die brigand king heavily on the shoulder, 

causing him to stagger and swing round. Montano also had his cutlass 

unsheathed, and Muscari, without further speech, sent a slash at his head 

which he was compelled to catch and parry. But even as the two short 

blades crossed and clashed the King of Thieves deliberately dropped his 
point and laughed. 

Whats die good, old man?” he said in spirited Italian slang; “this 
t inned farce will soon be over.” 

What do you mean, you shuffler?” panted the fire-eating poet, 
s^your courage a sham as well as your honesty?” 

Everything about me is a sham,” responded the ex-courier in com- 
p cte good-humour. “I am an actor; and if I ever had a private character, 
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I have forgotten it. I am no more a genuine brigand than I am a genuine 
courier, I am oniy a bundle of masks, and you can’t fight a duel with 
that.” And he laughed with boyish pleasure and fell into his old stradd¬ 
ling attitude, with his back to the skirmish up the road. 

Darkness was deepening under the mountain walls, and it was not 
easy to discern much of the progress of the struggle, save that tall men 
were pushing their horses’ muzzles through a clinging crowd of brigands, 
who seemed more inclined to harass and hustle the invaders than to 
kill them. It was more like a town crowd preventing the passage of the 
police than anything the poet had ever pictured as the last stand of 
doomed and outlawed men of blood. Just as he was rolling his eyes 
in bewilderment he felt a touch on his elbow, and found the odd little 
priest standing there like a small Noah with a large hat, and requesting 
the favour of a word or tw r o. 

“Signor Muscari,” said the cleric, “in this queer crisis personalities 
may be pardoned. I may tell you without offence of a way in which 
you will do more good than by helping the gendarmes, who are bound 
to break through in any case. You will permit me the impertinent 
intimacy; but do you care about that girl? Care enough to marry her 
and make her a good husband, I mean?” 

“Yes,” said the poet quite simply. 

“Does she care about you?” 

“I think so,” was the equally grave reply. 

“Then go over there and offer yourself,” said the priest: “offer her 
everything you can; offer her heaven and eardi if you ve got them. 
The time is short.” 

“Why?” asked the astonished man of letters. M 

“Because,” said Father Browoi, “her Doom is coming up the road. 

“Notliing is coming up the road,” argued Muscari, except the 
rescue.” 

“Well, you go over there,” said his adviser, “and be ready to rescue 
her from the rescue.” 

Almost as he spoke the hedges were broken all along the ridge by a 
rush of the escaping brigands. They dived into bushes and thick grass 
like defeated men pursued; and the great cocked hats of the mounte 
gendarmerie were seen passing along above the broken hedge. An¬ 
other order was given; there was a noise of dismounting, and a ta 
officer with a cocked hat, a grey imperial, and a paper in his hand ap¬ 
peared in the gap that was the gate of the Paradise of Thieves. There 
was a momentary silence, broken in an extraordinary way by the banker, 
who cried out in a hoarse and strangled voice: “Robbed! I ve been 
robbed!” 

“Why, that was hours ago,” cried his son in astonishment: 1 when you 
were robbed of two thousand pounds.” 
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Ho* of two thousand pounds,” said the financier, with an abrupt 
and terrible composure, “only of a small bottle.” 

, policeman w ith the grey imperial was striding across the green 
hollow. Encountering the King of the Thieves in his path, he clapped 
Imn on the shoulder wit something between a caress and a buffet and 

gave him a push that sent him staggering away. “You’ll get into trouble, 
too, he said, if you play these tricks. ” 

Again to Muscari s artistic eye it seemed scarcely like the capture of a 

great oudaw at bay. Passing on, the policeman halted before the i larro- 

gate group and said: “Samuel Harrogate, I arrest you in the name of 

the aw for embezzlement of the funds of the Hull and Huddersfield 
Hank. 

The great banker nodded with an odd air of business assent, seemed to 
re cct a moment, and before they could interpose took a half turn and a 
step that brought him to the edge of the outer mountain wall. Then, 
mgmg up his hands, he leapt exactly as he leapt out of the coach. But 

.1 * un * “* not fall into a little meadow just beneath; he fell a 
ojjsand feet below, to become a wreck of bones in the valley. 

P A 2 *®® °* ica '* an policeman, which he expressed volubly to 
ather Brown, was largely mixed with admiration. “It was like him 

0 escape us at last,” he said. “He was a great brigand if you like. This 

ft tnck °f bis I believe to be absolutely unprecedented. He fled with 
e company s money to Italy, and actually got himself captured by sham 
ngandsin his own pay, so as to explain both the disappearance of the 
oney an the disappearance of himself. That demand for ransom was 
rea y taken seriously by most of the police. But for years he’s been doing 

bri&nil ^ ^ laC ’ ^ U ^ te ^ & 00< f ^ c b at - He will be a serious loss to 

him USCa t! l Cading away the unlla PPy daughter, who held hard to 
1, '1 , 01 niaIi y a year after. But even in that tragic wreck he 

for »u r P .1 ^i* 1 ? a smile and a hand of half-mocking friendship 
he i n u efenSlb,e , Ezza M ontano. “And where are you going next?” 

he asked iu m over his shoulder. 0 

mil ‘ rm t m 2 ham .” answered the actor, puffing a cigarette. “Didn’t I 

in anvflr Was a Futu nst? I really do believe in those tilings if I believe 
m M Chaa 8 c > bustle and new things every morning. I am going 

^ C!Kr ' VTP 00 '- Ueds > Hull, Huddersfield, Glasgow, Chicag! 
“1 e .‘gbtened, energetic, civilized society!’ ’ 

ort, said Muscari, r.o the real Paradise of Thieves.” 
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THE DUEL OF DR. HIRSCH 

M. Maurice Brun and M. Armand Armagnac were crossing the sunlit 
Champs Elysees with a kind of vivacious respectability. They were 
both short, brisk and bold. They both had black beards that did not 
seem to belong to their faces, after the strange French fashion which 
makes real hair look like artificial. M. Brun had a dark wedge of beard 
apparently affixed under his lower lip. M. Armagnac, by way of a 
change, had two beards; one sticking out from each corner of his em¬ 
phatic chin. They were both young. They were both atheists, with a 
depressing fixity of outlook but great mobility of exposition. They were 
both pupils of the great Dr. Hirsch, scientist, publicist and moralist. 

M, Brun had become prominent by his proposal that the common 
expression “Adieu” should be obliterated from all the French classics, 
and a slight fine imposed for its use in private life. “Then, he said, 
“the very name of your imagined God will have echoed for the last 
time in the ear of man.” M. Armagnac specialized rather in a resistance 
to militarism, and wished the chorus of the Marseillaise altered from 
“Aux armes, citoyens” to “Aux graves, citoyens.” But his antimilitar¬ 
ism was of a peculiar and Gallic sort. An eminent and very wealthy 
English Quaker, who had come to see him to arrange for the disarm¬ 
ament of the whole planet, was rather distressed by Armagnac s proposal 
that (by way of beginning) the soldiers should shoot their officers. 

And indeed it was in this regard that the two men differed most from 
their leader and father in philosophy. Dr. Hirsch, though born m France 
and covered with the most triumphant favours of French education* 
was temperamentally of another type—mild, dreamy, humane, an , 
despite his sceptical system, not devoid of transcendentalism. He was, in 
short, more like a German than a Frenchman; and muphras they admire 
him, something in the subconsciousness of these Gauls was irritate at 
his pleading for peace in so peaceful a manner. To their party t roug 
out Europe, however, Paul Hirsch was a saint of science. His large an 
daring cosmic theories advertised his austere life and innocent if some¬ 
what frigid, morality; he held something of the position of Darwin 
doubled with the position of Tolstoy. But he was neither an anarctost 
nor an antipatriot; his views on disarmament were moderate and evo u 
tionary—the Republican Government put considerable con i 
him as to various chemical improvements. He had lately even is 
covered a noiseless explosive, the secret of which the Government 

was carefully guarding. 
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His house stood in a handsome street near the Elysee—a street which 
in that strong summer seemed almost as full of foliage as the park itself; 
a row of chestnuts shattered the sunshine, interrupted only in one place 
where a large cafe ran out into the street. Almost opposite to this were 
the white and green blinds of the great scientist’s house, an iron balcony, 
also painted green, running along in front of the first-floor windows. 
Beneath this was the entrance into a kind of court, gay with shrubs and 
fes, into which the two Frenchmen passed in animated talk. 

1 lie door was opened to them by the doctor’s old servant, Simon, 
who light very well have passed for a doctor himself, having a strict 
suit of buck, spectacles, grey hair, and a confidential manner. In fact, 
he was a far more presentable man of science than his master, Dr. Hirsch, 
'vlio was a forked radish of a fellow, with just enough bulb of a head to 
make his body insignificant. With all the gravity of a great physician 
handling a prescription, Simon handed a letter to M. Armagnac. That 
gentleman ripped it up with a racial impatience, and rapidly read the 

following: 


I cannot come down to speak to you. There is a man in this house 
whom I refuse to meet. He is a Chauvinist officer, Dubose. He is sitting 
on the stairs. He has been kicking the furniture about in all the other 
rooms; I have locked myself in my study, opposite that cafe. If you love 
mc » go over to the cafe and wait at one of the tables outside. 1 will 
try to smd him over to you. I want you to answer him and deal with 
him. I cannot meet him myself. I cannot: I will not. 

There is going to be another Dreyfus case. 

“P. Hirsch.* ’ 


M. Armagnac looked at M. Brun. M. Brun borrowed the letter, 
an ^ looked at M. Armagnac. Then both betook themselves 
nskly to one of the little tables under the chestnuts opposite, where 

* ^ glasses of horrible green absinthe, which they 

a PP arentl y m any weather and at any time. Otherwise the 
^ e seemed empty, except for one soldier drinking coffee at one table, 

nothT an ° t ^ er a ^ ar f? e man drinking a small syrup and a priest drinking 

Maurice Brun cleared his throat and said: "Of course we must help 
the master in every way, but- M 

There was an abrupt silence, and Armagnac said: “He may have 
excellent reasons for not meeting the man himself, but-” * 

v j C r* her cou ^ complete a sentence, it was evident that the in- 
Mer had been expelled from the house opposite. The shrubs under the 

"r SW ^, ^ k urst apart, as that unwelcome guest was shot 

out of them like a cannon-ball. 
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He was a sturdy figure in a small and tilted Tyrolean felt hat, a figure 
that had indeed something generally Tyrolean about it. The man's 
shoulders were big and broad, but his legs were neat and active in 
knee-breeches and knitted stockings. His face was brown like a nut; 
he had very bright and restless brown eyes; his dark hair was brushed 
back stiffly in front and cropped close behind, outlining a square and power¬ 
ful skull; and he had a huge black moustache like the horns of a bison. 
Such a substantial head is generally based on a bull neck; but this was 
hidden by a big coloured scarf, swathed round up the man's ears and 
falling in front inside his jacket like a sort of fancy waistcoat. It was 
a scarf of strong dead colours, dark red and old gold and purple, probably 
of Oriental fabrication. Altogether the man had something a shade 
barbaric about him; more like a Hungarian squire than an ordinary French 
officer. His French, however, was obviously that of a native; and his 
French patriotism was so impulsive as to be slightly absurd. His first 
act when he burst out of the archway was to call in a clarion voice down 
the street: “Are there any Frenchmen here?” as if he were calling for 
Christians in Mecca. 

Armagnac and Brun instantly stood up; but they were too late. Men 
were already running from the street corners; there was a small but 
ever-clustering crowd. With the prompt French instinct for the politics 
of the street, the man with the black moustache had already run across 
to a comer of the cafe, sprung on one of the tables, and seizing a branch 
of chestnut to steady himself, shouted as Camille Desmoulins once 
shouted when he scattered the oak-leaves among the populace. 

“Frenchmen!” he volleyed; “I cannot speak! God help me, that is 
why I am speaking! The fellows in their filthy parliaments who learn 
to speak also learn to be silent—silent as that spy cowering in the house 
opposite! Silent as he is when I beat on his bedroom door! Silent as he 
is now, though he hears my voice across this street and shakes where he 
sits! Oh, they can be silent eloquently—the politicians! But the time 
has come when we that cannot speak must speak. You are betrayed to 
the Prussians. Betrayed at this moment. Betrayed by that man. I am 
Jules Dubose, Colonel of Artillery, Belfort. We caught a German spy 
in the Vosges yesterday, and a paper was found on him—a paper I hold 
in my hand. Oh, they tried to hush it up; but I took it direct to the man 
who wrote it—the man in that house! It is in his hand. It is signed wit 
his initials. It is a direction for finding the secret of this new Noiseless 
Powder. Hirsch invented it; Hirsch wrote this note about it. This note 
is in German, and was found in a German's pocket. ‘Tell the man the 
formula for powder is in grey envelope in first drawer to the left^ 0 
Secretary's desk, War Office, in red ink. He must be careful. P.H. 

He rattled short sentences like a quick-firing gun, but he was plainly 
the sort of man who is either mad or right. The mass of the crowd was 
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Nationalist, and already in threatening uproar; and a minority of equally 
angry Intellectuals, led by ArmagnaC and Brun, only made the majority 
more militant. 

If this is a military secret,’ * shouted Brun, “why do you yell about it 
in the street?” 

s will tell you why I do!” roared Dubose above the roaring crowd. 
I went to this man in straight and civil style. If he had any explanation 
1 ould have been given in complete confidence. He refuses to explain. 
He refers me to two strangers in a cafe as to two flunkeys. He has thrown 
me out of the house, but I am going back into it, with the peope of 

Paris behind me!” F 

A shout seemed to shake the very -:a<;ade of mansions and two stones 
cw, one breaking a window above the balcony. The indignant Colonel 
p unged once more under the archway and was heard crying and 
t un ering inside. Every instant the human sea grew wider and wider; 

‘ J l u l' ag ^1 nst the r ills and steps of the traitor’s house; it was already 
certain that the place would be burst into like the Bastihe, when the 
^roken french window opened and Dr. Hirsch came out on the balcony. 

; or an mstant the fury half turned to laughter; for he was an absurd 
gure m such a scene. His long bare neck and sloping shoulders were 
the shape of a champagne bottle, but that was the only festive thing 
? ? u *hhn. His coat hung on him as on a peg; he wore his carrot-coloured 
hair long and weedy; his cheeks and chin were fully fringed with one of 

f ln , sc irritating beards that begin far from the mouth. He was very pale, 
and he wore blue spectacles. 

Livid as he was, he spoke with a sort of prim decision, so that the mob 
e ^silent in the middle of his third sentence. 

•.. only two things to say to you now. The first is to my foes, the 
second to my friends. To my foes I say: It is true I will not meet M. 

°ugh he is storming outside this very room. It is true I have 
Ked two other men to confront him for me. And I will tell you why! 

all?!* cT n0t and must not see him—because it would be against 
?u°c and honour to see him. Before I am triumphantly 

. e ore a court, there is another arbitration this gentleman owes 
as a gentleman, and in referring him to my seconds I am strictly-” 

D -S- . ® run were waving their hats wildly, and even the 

r s enemies roared applause at this unexpected defiance. Once 

<‘>P C 4 py s ® ntcnces were inaudible, but they could hear him say: 

lectn-T ricm ‘ s —I niyself should always prefer weapons purely intel- 
, an to these an evolved humanity will certainly confine itself. 

and h* 11 J Wn m ° St P rcc ‘ ous trut h is the fundamental force of matter 
but I books are successful; my theories are unrefuted; 

I camw * Cr u n° ‘T from a prejudice almost physical in the French. 

«nnot sop^k ltV a ___. 1 r^./ >\ 1 r 1 . . ... 1 
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echoes of their pistols. The French ask for a duellist as the English ask 
tor a sportsman. Well, I give my proofs: I will pay this barbaric bribe, 
and then go back to reason for the rest of my life/’ 

Two men were instantly found in the crowd itself to offer their services 
to Colonel Dubose, who came out presently, satisfied. One was the 
common soldier with the coffee, who said simply: “I will act for you, sin 
I am the Due de Valognes, The other was the big man, whom his 
friend the priest sought at first to dissuade; and then walked away alone. 

In the early evening a light dinner was spread at the back of the Cafe 
Charlemagne. Though unroofed by any glass or gilt plaster, the guests 
were nearly all under a delicate and irregular roof of leaves; for the orna¬ 
mental trees stood so thick around and among the tables as to give some¬ 
thing of the dimness and the dazzle of a small orchard. At one of the 
central tables a very stumpy little priest sat in complete solitude, and 
applied himself to a pile of whitebait with the gravest sort of enjoyment. 
His daily living being very plain, he had a peculiar taste for sudden 
and isolated luxuries; he was an abstemious epicure. He did not lift his 
eyes from his plate, round which red pepper, lemons, brown bread and 
butter, etc., were rigidly ranked, until a tall shadow fell across the 
table, and his friend Flambeau sat down opposite. Flambeau was gloomy. 

‘Tin afraid I must chuck this business, 0 said he heavily. “I’m all on 
the side of the French soldiers like Dubose, and f m all against the French 
atheists like Hirsch; but it seems to me in this case we’ve made a mistake. 
The Duke and I thought it as well to investigate the charge, and I must 
say I’m glad we did.” 

Is the paper a forgery, then?” asked the priest. 

That’s just the odd thing,” replied Flambeau. “It’s exactly like 
Hirsch’s writing, and nobody can point out any mistake in it. But it 
wasn’t written by Hirsch. If he’s a French patriot he didn t write it, 
because it gives information to Germany. And if he’s a German spy he 
didn’t write it, well—because it doesn’t give information to Germany. 

“You mean the information is wrong?” asked Father Brown. 

“Wrong,” replied the other, “and wrong exactly where Dr. Hirsch 
would have been right—about the hiding-place of his own secret formula 
in his own official department. By favour of Hirsch and the authorities, 
the Duke and I have actually been allowed to inspect the secret drawer 
at the War Office where the Hirsch formula is kept. We are the only 
people who have ever known it, except the inventor himself and the 
Minister for War; but the Minister permitted it to save Hirsch from 
fighting. After that we really can’t support Dubose ii his revelation is a 
mare’s nest.” 

And it is?” asked Father Brown. 

It is,” said his friend gloomily. “It is a clumsy forgery by some¬ 
body who knew nothing of the real hiding-place. It says the paper is in 
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the cupboard on the right of the Secretary’s desk. As a fact the cup¬ 
board with the secret drawer is some way to the left of the desk. It says 
he grey envelope contains a long document written in red ink. It isn’t 
written in red ink, but in ordinary black ink. It’s manifestly absurd to 
say that ' lirsch can have made a mistake about a paper that nobody 
knew of but himself; or can have tried to help a foreign thief by telling 

him to fumble in the wrong drawer. I think we must chuck it up and 
apologize to old Carrots.” 

Father Brown seemed to cogitate; he lifted a little whitebait on his 

fork. “You are sure the grey envelope was in the left cupboard?” he 
asked. 


Positive,” replied Flambeau, 
envelope really—was 


i i 


The grey envelope—it was a white 


Father Brown put down the small silver fish and the fork and stared 
across at liis companion. What?” he asked, in an altered voice. 

Well, what? repeated Flambeau, eating heartily. 

^It wa s not grey,” said the priest. “Flambeau, you frighten me.” 

( What the deuce are you frightened of?” 

1 m frightened of a white envelope,” said the other seriously. “If 
u ' K ‘ on 'y j usc been grey! I lang it all, it might as well have been grey. 
But if it was white, the whole business is black. The Doctor has been 
dabbling in some of the old brimstone after all.” 

„ ® ut I te U y°u he couldn’t have written such a note!” cried Flambeau. 

Ibc note is utterly wrong about the facts. And innocent or guilty, 
Dr Hirsch knew all about the facts.” 

Hie man who wrote that note knew all about the facts,” said his 
cerical companion soberly. “He could never have got ’em so wrong 

UltK)Ut knowing about ’em. You have to know an awful lot to be 
wrong on every subject—like the devil.” 

Do you mean- 

<»l 4 

man telling lies on chance would have told some ot the 
ru , said his friend firmly. “Suppose someone sent you to find a 

t a §! r een door and a blue blind, with a front garden but no 

ac garden, with a dog but no cat, and where they drank coffee but 
not tea. You would say if you found no such house that it was all made 

U Pj i U F. Sa y no - 1 sa y if y°u found a house where the door was blue 
an e blind green, where there was a back garden and no front garden, 
^ re cats were common and dogs instantly shot, where tea was drunk 
^ quarts and coffee forbidden—then you would know you had found 
c ouse. The man must have known that particular house to be so 

accurately inaccurate.” 

But what could it mean?” demanded the diner opposite. 

at all^A t , conce iy e » sa id Brown; “I don’t understand this Hirsch affair 
a • long as it was only the left drawer instead of the right, and red 
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ink instead of black, I thought it must be the chance blunders of a forger, 
as you say. But three is a mystical number; it finishes things. It finishes 
this. That the direction about the drawer, the colour of ink, the colour 
of envelope, should none of them be right by accident, that cant be a 
coincidence. It wasn’t.” 

“What was it, then? Treason?” asked Flambeau, resuming his dinner, 

“I don’t know that either,” answered Brown, with a face of blank 
bewilderment. “The only thing I can think of. . . . Well, I never under¬ 
stood that Dreyfus case. I can always grasp moral evidence easier than 
the other sorts. I go by a man’s eyes and voice, don’t you know, and 
whether his family seems happy, and by what subjects he chooses— 
and avoids. Well, I was puzzled in the Dreyfus case. Not by the horrible 
things imputed both ways; I know (though it’s not modem to say so) 
that human nature in the highest places is still capable of being Cenci 
or Borgia. No; what puzzled me was the sincerity of both parties. I 
don’t mean the political parties; the rank and file are always roughly 
honest, and often duped. I mean the persons of the play. I mean the 
conspirators, if they were conspirators. I mean the traitor, if he was a 
traitor. I mean the men who must have known the truth. Now Dreyfus 
went on like a man who knew he was a wronged man. And yet the French 
statesmen and soldiers went on as if they knew he wasn’t a wronged man 
but simply a wrong ’un. I don’t mean they behaved well; I mean they 
behaved as if they were sure. I can’t describe these things; I know what I 
mean.” 

“I wish I did,” said his friend. 

Hirsch?” 

“Suppose a person in a position of trust,” went on the priest, began 
to give the enemy information because it was false information. ■ U P“ 
pose he even thought he was saving his country by misleading the 
foreigner. Suppose this brought him into spy circles, and little loans were 
made to him, and little ties tied on to him. Suppose he kept up his con¬ 
tradictory position in a confused way by never telling the foreign spies 
the truth, but letting it more and more be guessed. The better part o 
him (what was left of it) would still say: *1 have not helped the enemy, 

I said it was the left drawer/ The meaner part of him would akea ^ 
be saying: ‘But they may have the sense to see that means the right. ^ 

I think it is psychologically possible—in an enlightened age, you know* 

“It may be psychologically possible,” answered Flambeau, and it 
certainly would explain Dreyfus being certain he was wronged and 
judges being sure he was guilty. But it won’t wash historically, because 
Dreyfus’s document (if it was his document) was literally correct. 

“I wasn’t thinking of Dreyfus,” said Father Brown. 

Silence had sunk around them with the emptying of the tables; it was 
already late, though the sunlight still clung to everything, as if accident- 


“And what has it to do with old 
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entangled in the trees. In the stillness Flambeau shifted his seat 

sharply—making an isolated and echoing noise—and threw his elbow 

over the angle of it. “Well,” he said, rather harshly, “if Hirsch is not 
better than a timid treason-monger. . , 

«i, )^°u 1 ^e too hard on them,” said Father Brown gently. 

ts not entirely their fault; but they have no instincts. I mean those 

t mgs that make a woman refuse to dance with a man or a man to 

touc an investment They ve been taught that it’s all a matter of 
degree. 

Anyhow,” cried Flambeau impatiently, “he’s not a patch on my 

Principal, and I shall go through with it. Old Dubose may be a bit mad, 
but he s a sort of patriot after all.” 

Father Brown continued to consume whitebait. 

omet ing in the stolid way he did so caused Flambeau’s fierce black 
; to ramble over his companion afresh. “What’s the matter with vou?” 

him?” 6311 eman< k^' ^ u ^ osc s ah right in that way. You don’t doubt 

l r ‘ ei ?j' sa 'd sma h priest, laying down his knife and fork in 
l * n °j C ° j es P a ‘ r » 1 doubt everything. Everythin., i mean, that has 
ppene to-day. I doubt the whole story, though it has been acted 
• ° r ~^ ace ' ^ doubt every sight that my eyes have seen since mom- 
g- ere is something in this business quite different from the ordinary 
m _ ce m y ster y where one man is more or less lying and the other man 
““ le f* t f llin g the truth. Here both men. . . . Well! I’ve told 
satisfy mi; 1 ”^ 1 ^ CaU t ‘ irn ‘ : ^ at cou ^d satisfy anybody. It doesn’t 

MH ^ 0r ,T C eit h rc f lR 'd Flambeau frowning, while the other went on 

that Lh 411 ent ire resignation. “If all you can suggest is 

clever k°. n ° 3 m ^ ssa S e conveyed by contraries, I call it uncommonly 
« T { u * • • - well, what would you call it?” 

cornmr^ ^ it thin, ’ said the priest promptly. “I should call it un- 

The lieic ru m L But „ tha ! s C ^ e ^ ueer thing about the whole business. 
Hirsch’c * / a ^schoolboy s. There are only three versions, Dubose’s and 

French 1 at atlc ^ mine. Either that note was written by a 
official to h^f t ?, ru ' n a ^ renc h official; or it was written by the French 
to mUleo/i erman oncers; or it was written by the French official 
Dassino u erman officers. Very well. You’d expect a secret paper 
from rJT P eo P^ e » officials or officers, to look quite different 
most cerr • 1 ° U - cx P ect » probably a cipher, certainly abbreviations; 
daborat 1 ^ sc j en tific and strictly professional terms. But this thing’s 

will fmJ \ Slm P,» a penny dreadful: ‘In the purple grotto you 
find ,he golden cnlej l t look a, if... * if,, were mean. ,o be 
.. tlro ugh at once." 


O** 

1 S 'lore they could take it in a short figure in French uniform 
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had walked up to their table like the wind, and sat down with a sort of 
thump. 

‘ I have extraordinary news,” said the Due de Valognes. “I have 
just come from this Colonel of ours. He is packing up to leave the 
country, and he asks us to make his excuses sur le terrain .” 

‘ What:'” cried Flambeau, with an incredulity quite 

apologize? 

“Yes,” said the Duke gruffly; “then and there—before everybody— 

when the swords are drawn. And you and I have to do it while he is 
leaving the country.” 



“But what can this mean?” cried Flambeau. “He can't be afraid of 
that little Hirsch! Confound it!” he cried, in a kind of rational rage; 
“nobody could be afraid of Flirsch!” 

“I believe it’s some plot!” snapped Valognes—“some plot of the 
Jews and Freemasons. It's meant to work up glory for Hirsch. . . ” 

The face of Father Brown was commonplace, but curiously contented; 
it could shine with ignorance as well as with knowledge. But there 
was always one flash when the foolish mask fell, and the wise mask 
fitted itself in its place; and Flambeau, who knew his friend, knew 
that his friend had suddenly understood. Brown said nothing, but 
finished his plate of fish. 

“Where did you last see our precious Colonel?” asked Flambeau, 
irritably, 

“He’s round at the Hotel Saint Louis by the Elysee, where we drove 
with him. He’s packing up, I tell you.” 

“Will he be there still, do you think?” asked Flambeau, frowning at 
the table. 

“I don't think he can get away yet,” replied the Duke; “he's packing 
to go a long journey. . . .” 

“No,” said Father Brown, quite simply, but suddenly standing up, 
“for a very short journey. For one of the shortest, in fact. But we may 
still be in time to catch him if we go there in a motor-cab.” 

Nothing more could be got out of him until the cab swept round the 
comer by the Hotel Saint Louis, where they got out, and he led the 
party up a side lane already in deep shadow with the growing dusk. 
Once, when the Duke impatiently asked whether Hirsch was guilty of 
treason or not, he answered rather absently: “No; only of ambition- 
like Caesar.” Then he somewhat inconsequently added: “He lives a very 
lonely life; he has had to do everything for himself.” 

“Well, if he’s ambitious, he ought to be satisfied now,” said Flambeau 
rather bitterly. “All Paris will cheer him now our cursed Colonel has 
turned tail.” 

“Don’t talk so loud,” said Father Brown, lowering his voice; “your 
cursed Colonel is just in front.” 
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The other two started and shrank farther back into the shadow of the 
wall, for the sturdy figure of their runaway principal could indeed be 
seen shuffling along in the twilight in front, a bag in each hand. He 
looked much the same as when they first saw him, except that he had 
changed his picturesque mountaineering knickers for a conventional 
] .; > ! trousers. It was clear he was already escaping from the hotel. 

the lane down which they followed him was one of those that seem 
to be at the back of things, and look like the wrong side of the stage 
scenery. A colourless, continuous wall ran down one flank of it, in¬ 
terrupted at intervals by dull-hued and dirt-stained doors, all shut fast 
and featureless save for the chalk scribbles of some passing gamin. The 
tops of trees, mostly rather depressing evergreens, showed at intervals 
over the top of the wall, and beyond them in the grey and purple gloam¬ 
ing could be seen the back of some long terrace of tall Parisian houses 
really comparatively close, but somehow looking as inaccessible as a 

range of marble mountains. On the other side of die lane ran the high 
gilt railings of a gloomy park. ® 

knnw^ b r T ’7 kln8 r0und , him in rather a weird way. “Do you 
<<u’n 531 u j therC *? SOmethin g ^out this place that-” 

Vanid.-likli" £,?** ShlrP,y; fe “° W ' S dilppeirci 

He has a key,” explained their clerical friend. “He’s only gone into 
one of these garden doors,” and as he spoke they heard on!o( the dull 
wooden doors close again with a click in front of them. 

Str ° f de ? p t0 the door thus $ but almost in his face, and 
of curiosirv T°l! U [° r l monien [>. b . mn 8 his black moustache in a fury 

like a monkey and stood on the top of the wall, his ^non us fiSte 
TU^n 11 ? 1 ie r/ C ** ,lke dle dark tree-tom ^ 

than we thought ” he said- C i c - eSCape 1S ™ 0re elab orate 

He » esapmg from everywhere,’ Wed FerLBrown 

dd^KeT nght “ Cd ’ b “' ^ VOiC ' ' ,D » y°“ -a„ rf. 

“You will not find his body,” replied the other. 

A Kind of cry came from Flambeau on the wall above “Mv r„A " 

t "Zw&r Z'r‘r ‘ 


dl ‘H “ f 1 ho “' « well i'> the back of a man. 

"Why, theyZmcefafterZZ 'a k* hZ’ ““S his “P- 

ing P Ls legs with h excitemtnr d %t ambCaU ^ Sat there P osi rively kick- 

against the wall with his K V Ca i° n f rema ' ned below, leaning 

wall, with his back to the whole theatre of events, and look- 
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ing wistfully across to the park palings and the twinkling, twilit 

trees. 

The Duke, however stimulated, had the instincts of an aristocrat, 

3Jjd desired rather to stare at the house than to spy on it; but Flambeau, 

vvno tad tne instincts of a burglar (and a detective), had already swung 

himself from the wall into the fork of a straggling tree from which he 

could crawl quite close to the only illuminated window in the back of 

the high dark house. A red blind had been pulled down over the light, 

out pulled crookedly, so that it gaped on one side, and by risking his 

neck along a branch that looked as treacherous as a twig, Flambeau 

could just see Colonel Dubose walking about in a brilliantly-lighted 

and luxurious bedroom. But close as Flambeau was to the house, he 

heard the words of his colleagues by the wall, and repeated them in a 
low voice. 

“Yes, they will meet now after all!” 

They will never meet, said Father Brown. “Hirsch was right when 
he said that in such an affair the principals must not meet. Have you 
read a queer psychological story by Henry James, of two persons who 
so perpetually missed meeting each other by accident that they began 
to feel quite frightened of each other, and to think it was fate? This is 
something of the kind, but more curious.” 

“There are people in Paris who will cure them of such morbid fancies,” 
said Valognes vindictively. “They will jolly well have to meet if we 
capture them and force them to fight.” 

“They will not meet on the Day of Judgment,” said the priest. “If 
God Almighty held the truncheon of the lists, if St. Michael blew the 
trumpet for the swords to cross—even then, if one of them stood ready, 
the other would not come.” 

“Oh, what does all this mysticism mean?” cried the Due de Valognes, 
impatiently; “why on earth shouldn’t they meet like other people?” 

“They are the opposite of each other,” said Father Brown, with a 
queer kind of smile. “They contradict each other. They cancel out, so 
to speak.” 

He continued to gaze at the darkening trees opposite, but Valognes 
turned his head sharply at a suppressed exclamation from Flambeau. 
That investigator, peering into the lighted room, had just seen the 
Colonel, after a pace or two, proceed to take his coat off Flambeau s 
first thought was that this really looked like a fight; but he soon dropped 
the thought for another. The solidity and squareness of Dubose s chest 
and shoulders was all a powerful piece of padding and came off with 
his coat. In his shirt ana trousers he was a comparatively slim gende- 
man, who walked across the bedroom to the bathroom with no more 
pugnacious purpose than that of washing himself. He bent over a basin, 
dried his dripping hands and face on a towel, and turned again so that 
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he strong light fell on his face. His brown complexion had gone, his 

big black moustache had gone; he was clean-shaven and ve he. 

Nothing remained of the Colonel but his bright, hawk-like, brown eyes. 

Under the wall Father Brown was going on in heavy meditation, as 
if to himself. 

It is all just Hke what I was saying to Flambeau. These opposites won’t 

do. They don’t work. They don’t fight. If it’s white instead of black, 

and solid instead of liquid, and so on all along the line—then there’s 

something wrong, Monsieur, there’s something wrong. One of these 

men is fair and the other dark, one stout and the other slim, one strong 

and the other weak. One has a moustache and no beard, so you can’t 

see his mouth; the other has a beard and no moustache, so you can’t 

see his chin. One has hair cropped to his skull, but a scarf to hide his 

neck; the other has low shirt-collars, but long hair to hide his skull. 

It s aU too neat and correct, Monsieur, and there’s something wrong. 

1 hings made so opposite are things that cannot quarrel. Wherever the 

one sticks out the other sinks in. Like a face and a mask, like a lock and 
a key-” 

Fiambcau was peering into the house with a visage as white as a sheet. 
The occupant of the room was standing with his back to him, but in 
ront of a looking-glass, and had already fitted round his face a sort 
0 framework of rank red hair, hanging disordered from the head and 
clinging round the jaws and chin while leaving the mocking mouth 
uncovered. Seen thus in the glass the white face looked like the face of 
Judas laughing horribly and surrounded by capering flames of hell. 
For a spasm Flambeau saw the fierce, red-brown eyes dancing, then they 
were covered with a pair of blue spectacles. Slipping on a loose black 
coat, the figure vanished towards the front of the house. A few moments 
ater a roar of popular applause from the street beyond announced that 
Ur. Hirsch had once more appeared upon the balcony. 


IV 

THE MAN IN THE PASSAGE 

Two men appeared simultaneously at the two ends of a sort of passage 
runnmg a ] on g the s jd e of the Apollo Theatre in the Adelphi. The even- 

emni-if^ mu streets was l ar ge and luminous, opalescent and 

««,U t P^ sa S e was comparatively long and dark, so each man 
see the other as a mere black silhouette at the other end. Never- 
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theless, each man knew the other, even in that inky outline; for they 
were both men of striking appearance and they hated each other. 

The covered passage opened at one end on one of the steep streets 
of the Adelphi, and at the other on a terrace overlooking the sunset- 
coloured river. One side of the passage was a blank wall, for the build¬ 
ing it supported was an old unsuccessful theatre restaurant, now shut 
up. The other side of the passage contained two doors, one at each end. 
Neither was what was commonly called the stage door; they were a 
sort of special and private stage doors used by very special performers, 
and in this case by the star actor and actress in the Shakespearean per¬ 
formance of the day. Persons of that eminence often like to have such 
private exits and entrances, for meeting friends or avoiding them. 

The two men in question were certainly two such friends, men who 
evidently knew the doors and counted on their opening, for each ap¬ 
proached the door at the upper end with equal coolness and confidence. 
Not, however, with equal speed; but the man who walked fast was the 
man from the other end of the tunnel, so they both arrived before the 
secret stage door almost at the same instant. They saluted each other with 
civility, and waited a moment before one of them, the sharper walker 
who seemed to have the shorter patience, knocked at the door. 

In tins and everything else each man was opposite and neither could 
be called inferior. As private persons both were handsome, capable 
and popular. As public persons, both were in the first public rank. 
But everything about them, from their glory to their good looks, was 
of a diverse and incomparable kind. Sir Wilson Seymour was the kind 
of man whose importance is known to everybody who knows. The 
more you mixed with the innermost ring in every polity or profession, 
the more often you met Sir Wilson Seymour. He was the one intelli¬ 
gent man on twenty unintelligent committees—on every sort of subject, 
from the reform of the Royal Academy to the project of bimetallism 
for Greater Britain. In the Arts especially he was omnipotent. He was 
so unique that nobody could quite decide whether he was a great aris¬ 
tocrat who had taken up Art, or a great artist whom the aristocrats 
had taken up. But you could not meet him for five minutes without 

realizing that you had really been ruled by him all your life. 

His appearance was “distinguished” in exactly the same sense; it was 
at once conventional and unique. Fashion could ^have found no fault 
with his high silk hat; yet it was unlike anyone else s hat a little higher, 
perhaps, and adding something to his natural height. His tall, slender 
figure had a slight stoop yet it looked the reverse of feeble. His hair 
was silver-grey, but he cid not look old; it was worn longer than the 
common yet he did not look effeminate; it was curly but it did not 
look curled. His carefully pointed beard made him look more manly 
and militant than otherwise, as it does in those old admirals or 
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Velazquez with whose dark portraits his house was hung. His grey 

gloves were a shade bluer, his silver-knob bed cane a shade longer than 

scores of such gloves and canes flapped and flourished about die theatres 
and the restaurants. 

The other man was not so tall, yet would have struck nobody as 
s ort, but merely as strong and handsome. His hair also was curly, but 
fair and cropped close to a strong, massive head—the sort of head you 
rea a door with, as Chaucer said of the Miller s. His military mous¬ 
tache and the carriage of his shoulders showed him a soldier, but he had 
pair o those peculiar frank and piercing blue eyes which are more 
common in sailors. His face was somewhat square, his jaw was square, 
shoulders were square, even his jacket was square. Indeed, in the 

WUd j C u°° caricature tllen current, Mr. Max Beerbohm had repre¬ 
sented him as a proposition in the fourth book of Euclid. 

For he also was a public man, though with quite another sort of 

success. You did not have to be in the best society to have heard of 

_ ptain ut cr, of the siege of Hong-Kong, and the great march across 

. ou c0 . not g et away from hearing of him wherever you 
were; his portrait was on every other postcard; lus maps and battles in 

l " 01 ,a ulusirated paper; songs in his honour in every other music- 

naif turn or on every other barrel-organ. His fame, though probably 
more temporary, was ten times more wide, popular and spontaneous 
tie ot er man s. In thousands of English homes lie appeared enor¬ 
mous a ove England, like Nelson. Yet he had infinitely less power in 
England than Sir Wilson Seymour. 

The door was opened to them by an aged servant or “dresser,” whose 
eii own ace and figure and black shabby coat and trousers con- 
' ' o: T'cmy with the glittering interior of the great actress’s diessine- 
om. t was fitted and filled with looking-glasses at every ancle of 
retracuon, so that they looked like the hundred facets of one huge 

luJrv r f °" e could get inside a diamond. The other features of 
coo,,?’ 3 CW .“V a few col °tired cushions, a few scraps of stage 

Arabian ’ M-T mu tl pEcd by all the mirrors into the madness of the 
shuffling j ^ da f cc d and changed places perpetually as the 
the waif attCIldam s u ^ ted a udtfor outwards or shot one back against 

sJ^ 130 ^ Sp c ke \° C ) le dm gy dresscr b y name, calling him Parkin- 
wa« in , 1 ,^ or t le ad y 35 Nliss Aurora Rome. Parkinson said she 

the Krft« C rV er i r ° 0m ’ ^ ut ^ 1C would go and teh her. A shade crossed 
the prp ° b°th visitors; for the other room was the private room of 

of the tin I V 1 W | 11 ’ 1 '■'binn Miss Aurora was performing, and she was 

In abniif U if d0CS n °, t lnflatnc admiration without inflaming jealousy. 

as she al .' J a ,“ mute » ho wever, the imier door opened, and she entered 

ays id, even in private life, so tliat the very silence seemed to 
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oe a roar of applause, and one well-deserved. She was clad in a some¬ 
what strange garb of peacock green and peacock blue satins, that gleamed 
1 xkc blue and green metals, such as delignt children and aesthetes, and her 
neavy, hot brown hair framed one of those magic faces which are 
dangerous to all men, but especially to boys and to men growing grey. 
In company with her male colleague, the great American actor, Isidore 
Biuno, she was producing a particularly poetical and fantastic inter¬ 
pretation of Midsummer Night's Dream : in which the artistic promin¬ 
ence was given to Oberon and Titania, or in other words to Bruno and 
herself. Set in dreamy and exquisite scenery, and moving in mystical 
dances, the green costume, like burnished beetle-wings, expressed all 
the elusive individuality of an elfin queen. But when personally con¬ 
fronted in what was still broad daylight, a man looked only at the 
woman’s face. 

She greeted both men with the beaming and baffling smile which 
kept so many males at the same just dangerous distance from her. She 
accepted some flowers from Cutler, which were as tropical and expen¬ 
sive as his victories; and another sort of present from Sir Wilson Sey¬ 
mour, offered later on and more nonchalantly by that gentleman. For 
it was against his breeding to show eagerness, and against his con¬ 
ventional unconventionality to give anything so obvious as flowers. 
He had picked up a trifle, he said, which was rather a curiosity; it was an 
ancient Greek dagger of the Mycenaean Epoch, and might well have 
been worn in the time of Theseus and Hippolyta. It was made of brass 
like all the Heroic weapons, but, oddly enough, sharp enough to prick 
anyone still. He had really been attracted to it by the leaf-like shape; 
it was as perfect as a Greek vase. If it was of any interest to Miss Rome 
or could come in anywhere in the play, he hoped she would- - 

The inner door burst open and a big figure appeared, who was more of 
a contrast to the explanatory Seymour than even Captain Cutler. Nearly 
six-foot-six, and of more than theatrical thews and muscles, Isidore 
Bruno, in the gorgeous leopard skin and golden-brown garments of 
Oberon, looked like a barbaric god. He leaned on a sort of hunting- 
spear, which across a theatre looked a slight, silvery wand, but which in 
die small and comparatively crowded room looked as plain as a pike¬ 
staff—and as menacing. His vivid black eyes rolled volcanically, his 
bronzed face, handsome as it was, showed at that moment a combin¬ 
ation of high cheekbones with set white teeth, which recalled certain 
American conjectures about his origin in the Southern plantations. 

“Aurora/* he began, in that deep voice like a drum of passion that 
had moved so many audiences, “will you-” 

He stopped indecisively because a sixth figure had suddenly presented 
itself just inside the doorway—a figure so incongruous in the scene as 
to be almost comic. It was a very short man in the black uniform of the 
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Roman secular clergy, and looking (especially in such a presence as 
i'i uos and Aurora’s) rather like the wooden Noah out of an ark* 

He did not, however, seem conscious o any contrast, but said with dull 
civility: “I believe Miss Rome sent for me.” 

A shrewd observer might have remarked that the emotional tem¬ 
perature rather rose at so unemotional an interruption. The detach- 
‘ ' of a professional celibate seemed to reveal to the others that they 

Uhv! round the woman as a ring of amorous rivals; just as a stranger 
coming in with frost on his coat will reveal that a room is like a furnace. 

presence of the one man who did not care about her increased Miss 
I ' iM. :, sense that everybody else was in love with her, and each in a 
• hat dangerous way: the actor with all the appetite of a savage and 
4 S]>oilt child; the soldier with all the simple selfishness ot a man of 
will rather than mind; Sir Wilson with that daily hardening concen¬ 
tration with which old Hedonists take to a hobby; nay, even the abject 
Parkinson, who had known her before her triumphs, and who followed 

her about the room with eyes or feet, with the dumb fascination of a 
dog. 

A shrewd person might also have noted a yet odder thing. The 
man like a black wooden Noah (who was not wholly without shrewd¬ 
ness) noted it with a considerable but contained amusement. It was 
^ iduu that the great Aurora, though by no means indifferent to the 
admiration of the other sex, wanted at this moment to get rid of all the 
men who admired her and be left alone with the man who did not— 
^ not admire her in that sense at least; for the little priest did admire 
and even enjoy the firm feminine diplomacy with which she set about 

1 taS \ ^ crc Was > P er ^ a P s > °nly one tiling that Aurora Rome was 
clever about, and that was one half of humanity—the other half. The 

tt c priest watched, like a Napoleonic campaign, the swift precision of 
er po ’ey for expelling all while banishing none. Bruno, the big actor, 
was so abyish that it was easy to send him off in brute sulks, banging 

C ?i? r * Antler, the British officer, was pachydermatous to ideas, but 
punct ous about behaviour. He would ignore all hints, but he would 
e rat | er than ignore a definite commision from a lady. As to old Sey¬ 
mour, e had to be treated differently; he had to be left to the last. The 
o y way to move him was to appeal to him in confidence as an old 
nen , to let him into the secret of the clearance. The priest did really 

a I ? urc &°me as she achieved all these three objects in one selected 

action. J 

aCr0SS t0 Captain Cutler and said in her sweetest manner: 
s value all these flowers, because they must be your favourite 

^owers. But they won c be complete, you know, without my favourite 

lili‘ WCr r l over t0 ^ at S ^°P roun d the corner and get me some 
es-o-the-valley, and then it will be quite lovely ” 
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The first object of her diplomacy, the exit of the enraged Bruno, was 
at once achieved. He had already handed his spear in a lordly style, like 
a sceptre, to the piteous Parkinson, and was about to assume one of 
the cushioned seats like a throne. But at this open appeal to his rival 
there glowed in his opal eyeballs all the sensitive insolence of the slave; 
he knotted his enormous brown fists for an instant, and then, dashing 
open the door, disappeared into his own apartments beyond. But mean¬ 
while Miss Rome’s experiment in mobilizing the British Army had not 
succeeded so simply as seemed probable. Cutler had indeed risen stiffly 
and suddenly, and walked towards the door, hatless, as if at a word of 
command. But perhaps there was something ostentatiously elegant 
about the languid figure of Seymour leaning against one of the looking- 
glasses that brought him up short at the entrance, turning his head this 
way and that like a bewildered bulldog. 

“I must show this stupid man where to go,’* said Aurora in a whisper 
to Seymour, and ran out to the threshold to speed the parting guest. 

Seymour seemed to be listening, elegant and unconscious as was his 
posture, and he seemed relieved when he heard the lady call out some 
last instructions to the Captain, and then turn sharply and run laughing 
down the passage towards the other end, the end on the terrace above the 
Thames. Yet a second or two after Seymour’s brow darkened again. 
A man in his position has so many rivals, and lie remembered that 
at the other end of the passage was the corresponding entrance to Bruno’s 
private room. He did not lose his dignity; he said some civil words to 
Father Brown about the revival of Byzantine architecture in the West¬ 
minster Cathedral, and then, quite naturally, strolled out himself into 
the upper end of the passage. Father Brown and Parkinson were left 
alone, and they were neither of them men with a taste for superfluous 
conversation. The dresser went round the room, pulling out looking- 
glasses and pushing them in again, his dingy dark coat and trousers 
looking all the more dismal since he was still holding the festive fairy 
spear of King Oberon. Every time he pulled out the frame of a new 
glass, a new black figure of Father Brown appeared; the absurd glass 
chamber was full of Father Browns, upside down in the air like angels, 
turning somersaults like acrobats, turning their backs to everybody like 
very rude persons. 

Father Brown seemed quite unconscious of this cloud of witnesses, 
but followed Parkinson with an idly attentive eye till he took himself 
and his absurd spear into the farther room of Bruno. Then he abandoned 
himself to such abstract meditations as always amused him—calculating 
the angles of the mirrors, the angles of each refraction, the angle at which 
each must fit into the wall . . . when he heard a strong but strangled cry. 

He sprang to his feet and stood rigidly listening. At the same^instant 
Sir Wilson Seymour burst back into the room, white as ivory. Who s 
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that man in the passage?” he cried. “Where’s that dagger of 
mine? ^ 3 ° 

Before Father Brown could turn in his heavy boots Seymour was 
plunging about the room looking for the weapon. And before he could 
possibly find that weapon or any other, a brisk running of feet broke 
upon the pavement outside, and the square face of Cutler was thrust 
mto the same doorway He was still grotesquely grasping a bunch of 

iibes-of-the-valley. “What’s this?” he cried. “What’s that creature down 
the passage? Is this some of your tricks?” 

Mv tricks! hissed his pale rival, and made a stride cowards him. 

t e instant of time in which all this happened Father Brown stepped 

nut into the top of the passage, looked down it, and at once walked 
briskly towards what he saw. 

At this the other two men dropped their quarrel and darted after 
m Cmltr calling out: “What are you doing? Who are you?” 

.l- y ^ ame “ Brov ^>” said the priest sadly, as he bent over some- 
mg and straightened himself again. “Miss Rome sent for me, and I 

Th ^ I could. 1 have come too late.” 

in I | m f n l0 r° k r ecl down ’ ancl in one them at least the life died 
MM 1 °* ffremoon. It ran along the passage like a path of 

or ’ ^ i m t ., e mi ^ of it Aurora Rome lay lustrous in her robes of 

tom •’ ^ cr ^ ca< ^ ^ ace turn cd upwards. Her dress was 

wowdfrnm k-1 St u Ug ^ ,e ’ , leaVing C ^ e n 8 hc sll0u ^ er bare, but the 
K ] 111 ' v 11( -b tbe blood was welling was on the other side. The 

a gger lay flat and gleaming a yard or so away. 

) ,--. C 1 ‘'l' 1 "!' stillness for a measurable time, so that they could 

whistlinr»°f 3 ° we . r '8'rl s laugh outside Charing Cross, and someone 

Then th^ p Un0US ^ ^°l a taxica ^ ln onc the streets off the Strand, 
oassion ft a f tain ’ w 'th 3 movement so sudden that it might have been 
Sevmr/ P| ay " ac . tin 8> took Sir Wilson Seymour by the throat. 

neednotkill 31 m Steadi,y without either fight or fear. “You 

account” mC ' esai< ^ ’ n a voice quite cold; “i shall do that on my own 

with th^ a ^ ta * n S ^ and hesitated and dropped; and the other added 

that n } 6 ,c y candour: If I find I haven’t the nerve to do it with 
nat dagger I can do it in a month with dnnk.” 

for thi« V> f n ^ f°| 0d enou gh l° r me,” replied Cutler, “but I’ll have blood 
And h C f° re u y° urs —hut I think I know whose.” 

the Harr ^ ^ C odlers could appreciate his intention he snatched up 
burst it o' S ^f ai |8 at the other door at the lower end of the passage, 

As he did n u an< ^ con ^ ronte( ^ Bruno in his dressing-room, 

door and P^.^ ar ^ Inson tottered in his wavering way out of the 

shakilv to ^ cor P se passage. He moved 

War it, looked at it weakly with a working iace; then moved 
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shakily back into the dressing-room again, and sat down suddenly on one 
of the richly cushioned chairs. Father Brown instantly ran across to him, 
taking no notice of Cutler and the colossal actor, though the room 
already rang with their blows and they began to struggle for the dagger. 
Seymour, who retained some practical sense, was whistling for the 
pol ice at the end of the passage. 

When the police arrived it was to tear the two men from an almost 
ape-like grapple; and, after a few formal inquiries, to arrest Isidore 
Bruno upon a charge of murder, brought against him by his furious 
opponent. The idea that the great national hero of the hour had arrested 
a wrongdoer with his own hand doubtless had its weight with the 
police, who are not without elements of the journalist. They treated 
Cutler with a certain solemn attention, and pointed out that he had got 
a slight slash on the hand. Even as Cutler bore him back across tilted 
chair and table, Bruno had twisted the dagger out of his grasp and 
disabled him just below the wrist. The injury was really slight, but till 
he was removed from the room the half-savage prisoner stared at the 
running blood with a steady smile. 

“Looks a cannibal sort of chap, don’t he?” said the constable con¬ 
fidentially to Cutler. 

Cutler made no answer, but said sharply a moment after: “We must 
attend to the . . . the death ...” and his voice escaped from articulation. 

“The two deaths,” came in the voice of the priest from the farther 
side of the room. “This poor fellow was gone when I got across to 
him.” And he stood looking down at old Parkinson, who sat in a black 
huddle on the gorgeous chair. He also had paid his tribute, not without 
eloquence, to the woman who had died. 

The silence was first broken by Cutler, who seemed not untouched by 
a rough tenderness. “I wish I was him,” he said huskily. “I remember 
he used to watch her wherever she walked more than—anybody. She 
was his air, and he’s dried up. He’s just dead.” 

“We are all dead,” said Seymour in a strange voice, looking down the 

road. 

They took leave of Father Brown at the comer of the road, with 
some random apologies for any rudeness they might have shown. Both 

their faces were tragic, but also cryptic. 

The mind of the little priest was always a rabbit-warren of wild 
thoughts that jumped too quickly for him to catch them. Like the 
white tail of a rabbit he had the vanishing thought that he was certain 
of their grief, but not so certain of their innocence. 

“We had better all be going,” said Seymour heavily; “we have done 
all we can to help.” 

“Will you understand my motives,” asked Father Brown quietly, 
“If I say you have done all you can to hurt?” 
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They both started as if guiltily, and Cutler said sharply: “To hurt 

*vl > +• * 

whom? 

“To hurt yourselves,” answered the priest. “I would not add to your 

troubles if it weren’t common justice to warn you. You’ve done nearly 

everything you could do to hang yourselves, if this actor should be 

acquitted. They’ll be sure to subpoena me; I shall be bound to say that 

after the cry was heard each of you rushed into the room in a wild 

state and began quarrelling about a dagger. As far as my words on 

oath can go, you might either of you have done it. You hurt yourselves 

with that, and then Captain Cutler must have hurt himself with the 
dagger.” 

“Hurt myself!” exclaimed the Captain, with contempt. “A sillv 
little scratch.” ; 

“Which drew blood,” replied the priest, nodding. “We know there’s 

blood on the brass now. And so we shall never know whether there 
was blood on it before.” 

There was a silence; and then Seymour said, with an emphasis quite 
alien to his dauy accent: But J saw a man in the passage.” 

^ k?™ y ° U did \ amwcrcd the clenc Brown with a’face of wood 
( “ptani (,u': r. That s what seems so improbable.” 

Before either could make sufficient sense of it even to answer, Father 

Brown had politely excused himself and gone stumping up the road 
with his stumpy old umbrella. V 

As modern newspapers are conducted, the most honest and most 
important news is the police news. If it be true that in the twentieth 
century more space is given to murder than to politics, it is for the 
excellent reason that murder is a more serious subject. But even this 
would hardly explain the enormous omnipresence and widely distri- 

Pre^otLondL Th l ^ ^ ^ % ster 7 >” in the 

Press of London and the provinces. So vast was the excitement that 

for some weeks the Press really told the truth; and the reports of ex- 
aminatjon and cross-examination, if interminable, even if intolerable 
* J, ellable : The true reason, ot course, was the coincidence of 

Lo J T r V ' ttlm ™ as 1 a P°P ular actress ’« the accused was a popular 

[ he ac . c , used bad been caught red-handed, as it were, by the 
most popular soldier of the patriotic season. In those extraordinary 
circumstances the Press was paralysed into probity and accuracy; and 

rest of this somewhat singular business can practically be recorded 
trom the reports of Bruno’s trial. 

The trial was presided over by Mr. Justice Monkhouse, one of those 
0 are jeered at as humorous judges, but who are generally much 
_ ore serious than the serious judges, for their levity comes from a 

reallf fii P j tlenC L °c - pr , ofesi , onal s °l e mnity; while the serious judge is 

y filled with frivolity, because he is filled with vanity. All the 

» 
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chief actors being of a worldly importance, the barristers were well 
balanced; the prosecutor for the Crown was Sir Walter Cowdray, a 
heavy but weighty advocate of the sort that knows how to seem English 
and trustworthy, and how to be rhetorical with reluctance. The prisoner 
was defended by Mr. Patrick Butler, K.C., who was mistaken for a 
mere flaneur by those who misunderstood the Irish character—and 
those who had not been examined by him. The medical evidence in¬ 
volved no contradictions, the doctor whom Seymour had summoned 
on the spot, agreeing with the eminent surgeon who had later examined 
the body. Aurora Rome had been stabbed with some sharp instrument 
such as a knife or dagger; some instrument, at least, of which the blade 
was short. The wound was just over the heart, and she had died instantly. 
When the doctor first saw her she could hardly have been dead for 
twenty minutes. Therefore when Father Brown found her she could 
hardly have been dead for three. 

Some official detective evidence followed, chiefly concerned with the 
presence or absence of any proof of a struggle; the only suggestion of 
this was the tearing of the dress at the shoulder, and this did not seem to 
fit in particularly well with the direction and finality of the blow. When 
these details had been supplied, though not explained, the first of the 
important witnesses was called. 

Sir Wilson Seymour gave evidence as he did everything else that he 
did at all—not only well, but perfectly. Though himself much more 
of a public man than the judge, he conveyed exactly the fine shade 
of self-effacement before the King’s Justice; and though everyone looked 
at him as they would at the Prime Minister or the Archbishop of Canter¬ 
bury, they could have said nothing of his part in it but that it was that 
of a private gentleman, with an accent on the noun. He was also re¬ 
freshingly lucid, as he was on the committees. He had been calling 
on Miss Rome at the theatre; he had met Captain Cutler there; they had 
been joined for a short time by the accused, who had then returned 
to his own dressing-room; they had then been joined by a Roman Catho¬ 
lic priest, who asked for the deceased lady and said his name was Brown. 
Miss Rome had then gone just outside the theatre to the entrance of the 
passage, in order to point out to Captain Cuder a flower-shop at whic 
he was to buy her some more flowers; and the witness had remained in 
the room, exchanging a few words with the priest. He had then dis¬ 
tinctly heard the deceased, having sent the Captain on his errand, turn 
round laughing and run down the passage towards its other end, where 
was the prisoner's dressing-room. In idle curiosity as to the rapid move¬ 
ments of his friends, he had strolled out to the head of the passage him¬ 
self and looked down it towards the prisoner’s door. Did he see any¬ 
thing in the passage? Yes; he saw something in the passage. 

Sir Walter Cowdray allowed an inipressive interval, during which 
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the witness looked down, and for all his usual composure seemed t > 
have more than his usual pallor. Then the barrister said in a lower voice, 
which seemed at once sympathetic and creepy: “Did you see it distinctly?” 

Sir Wilson Seymour, however moved, had his excellent brains in full 
working-order. “Very distinctly as regards its outline, but quite in¬ 
distinctly, indeed not at all, as regards the details inside the outline The 
passage is of such length that anyone in the middle of it appears quite 
black against the light at the other end.” The witness lowered his 
steady eyes once more and added: “1 had noticed the fact before when 

Captain Cutler first entered it.” There was another silence, md the 
judge leaned forward and made a note. 

it Z ell \ Said T aIt f P atient 'y» “what was the outline like? Was 
■t, for instance, like the figure of the murdered woman?” 

“\Yrt! m . t j ■ , answered Seymour quietly. 

What did it look like to you?” ^ 

2 l0 ° ked . t0 me ”spiled the witness, “like a tall man.” 

witness-box, after a few final particulars to C3Vm 8 the 

fir 

js? *;■ ^ -. 

af-aW k ifc vulgar JZ^ ^ ' V “ 

Efe t' *" T h ™ 1 aftcS' ' dayli S ht 

“After all." hc ? reared sWv“ "‘7 eX|>losion - 

woman? ^ 0 y° u did dunk at first it was a 

fact ’” he ^id, “bttThulo^dshm wouldTk ^ 3 P ° mt of 

■nipression, of course 1 shall do1 me t0 answer for my 

[ h| ng that was not exactly a woman and v« W “ S ° methm 8 ab °ut the 

'ong hair.” CrC,lt And 11 had something that looked like 

Thank you,” said Mr Butler If p j i 
had got what he wanted. ’ ‘ C ’ d Sat down su ddenly, as if he 
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Captain Cutler was a far less plausible and composed witness than Sir 
vVilson, but his account of the opening incidents was solidly the same. 
He described the return of Bruno to his dressing-room, the dispatching 
ot himself to buy a bunch of lilies-of-the-valley, his return to the upper 
end of the^ passage, the thing he saw in the passage, his suspicion of Sey¬ 
mour, ana his struggle with Bruno. But he could give little artistic 
assistance about the black figure that he and Seymour had seen. Asked 
about its outline, he said he was no art critic—with a somewhat too obvious 
sneer at Seymour. Asked if it was a man or a woman, he said it looked 
more like a beast—with a too obvious snarl at the prisoner. But the man 
was plainly shaken with sorrow and sincere anger, and Cowdray quickly 
excused him from confirming facts there were already fairly clear. 

The defending counsel also was again brief in his cross-examination; 
although (as was his custom) even in being brief, he seemed to take a 
long time about it. You used a rather remarkable expression/’ he said, 
looking at Cutler sleepily. What do you mean by saying that it looked 
more like a beast than a man or a woman?” 


Cutler seemed seriously agitated. “Perhaps I oughtn’t to have said 
that, he said; but when the brute has huge humped shoulders like a 
chimpanzee, and bristles sticking out of its head like a pig-” 

Mr. Butler cut short his curious impatience in the middle. “Never 
mind whether its hair was like a pig s,” he said, “was it like a woman’s? 

“A woman’s!” cried the soldier. “Great Scott, no!” 

The last witness said it was,” commented the counsel, with un¬ 
scrupulous swiftness. “And did the figure have any of those serpentine 
and semi-feminine curves to which eloquent allusion has been made? 
No? No feminine curves? The figure, if 1 understand you, was rather 
heavy and square than otherwise?” 

“He may have been bending forward,” said Cutler, in a hoarse and 
rather faint voice. 

“Or again, he may not,” said Mr. Butler, and sat down suddenly for 
the second time. 


The third witness called by Sir Walter Cowdray was the little Catholic 
clergyman, so little, compared with the others, that his head seemed 
hardly to come above the box, so that it was like cross-examining a 
child. But unfortunately Sir Walter had somehow got it into his head 
(mostly by some ramifications of his family’s religion) that Father Brown 
was on the side of the prisoner, because the prisoner was wicked and 
foreign and even partly black. Therefore he took Father Brown up 
sharply whenever that proud pontiff tried to explain anything; and told 
him to answer yes or no, and tell the plain facts without any Jesuitry. 
When Father Brown began, in his simplicity, to say who he thought the 
man in the passage was, the barrister told him that he did not want his 

theories. 
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“A black shape was seen in the passage. And you say you saw the 
black shape. Well, what shape was it?” 

Father Brown blinked as under rebuke; but he had long known the 
literal nature of obedience. “The shape,” he said, “was short and thick, 
but had two sharp, black projections curved upwards on each d ~ -c»i_. 

n rt /\ J a ^ a m. f _ . 1 )) 

horns, and- 



ui iup, lauicr liKc noms, ana- 

“Oh! the devil with homs, no doubt,” ejaculated Cowdray, sitting 

down in triumphant jocularity. “It was the devil come to eat Protes¬ 
tants. 

No, said the priest dispassionately; “I know who it was.” 

Those in court had been wrought up to an irrational, but real sense 

'! 501 f rnorist r°sity. They had forgotten the figure in the dock and 
thought only of the figure in the passage. And the figure in the passage, 
desenbed by three capable and respectable men who had all seen it, was 

IbffS “ST: °“ e dw “ a womm ' and ,he ° ther a 

The judge was looking at Father Brown with level and piercing eves 
You are a most extraordinary witness,” he said; “but there is^ome- 

g -Lout you that makes me think you are trying to tell the truth 
WeU, who was the man you saw in the passage?” 

He was myself,' said Father Brown. 
quftrcd;Tdv C “Your n WH i? ^iiV extra °rdinary stillness, and said 

IZ Sr sSg°t S, tLl* — ft er A " d 

question: "You have heard about this 

ray .he ermre was committed with a short Lc? ? ' eXperK 

■Wat" “a Br0Wn ' n ° ddinS S ° lem,,ly “ te “ owl ’ 

roily seen himdfToh^ltdH'tthTJhol dt ' ha ‘ t pHeSt had 
hurried on to explain “ Lornble), he had himself 

w e fisr sttSS ^ sh n tiad “- sp - 

daggers, if they’re tli‘t sort nf ? ^ ? d ° f the stecl j ™ Hke 

Je spear poor old Parkinson kilU? Spe f th 7 had b theat res; like 

couldn’t bear what he’d done.” ^ JUSt ^ bemg P enitent - He 

pbbhnfaway.TadTSy ^ Uttk P riest - w ho was 

looked at him with brioli/ g j U m the box - But the judge still 

of “Ti and ^ S 3 

If Parkinson did it w irK 1 . q eStlons unperturbed. 

' ™' h that I”" 1 ”* s P car .” said Butler, “he must 
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have thrust from four yards away. How do you account for signs of 
struggle, like the dress dragged off the shoulder?” He had slipped into 
treating this mere witness as an expert; but no one noticed it now. 

I he poor lady’s dress was tom/* said the witness, “because it was 
caught in a panel that slid to just behind her. She struggled to free her- 
self , and as she did so Parkinson came out of the prisoner’s room and 
lunged with the spear.” 

“A panel?” repeated the barrister in a curious voice. 

“It was a looking-glass on the other side,” explained Father Brown, 
“When I was in the dressing-room I noticed that some of them could 
probably be slid out into the passage.” 

There was another vast and unnatural silence, and this time it was 
the judge who spoke. “So you really mean that when you looked down 
that passage, the man you saw was yourself—in a mirror?” 

“Yes, my lord; that was what I was trying to say,” said Brown, “but 
they asked me for the shape; and our hats have corners just like horns, 
and so h -” 

The judge leaned forward, his old eyes yet more brilliant, and said in 
specially distinct tones: “Do you really mean to say that when Sir Wilson 
Seymour saw that wild what-you-call-him with curves and a woman s 
hair and a man’s trousers, what he saw was Sir Wilson Seymour?” 

“Yes, my lord,” said Father Brown. 

“And you mean to say that when Captain Cutler saw that chimpanzee 
with humped shoulders and hog’s bristles, he simply saw himself? 

“Yes, my lord.” 

The judge leaned back in his chair with a luxuriance in which it was 
hard to separate the cynicism and the admiration. “And can you tell 
us why,” he asked, “you should know your own figure in a looking- 
glass, when two such distinguished men don’t?” 

Father Brown blinked even more painfully than before; then he 
stammered: “Really, my lord, I don’t know .. . unless it’s because I don t 
look at it so often.” 


V 

t 

THE MISTAKE OF THE MACHINE 

Flambeau and his friend the priest were sitting in the Temple Gardens 
about sunset; and their neighbourhood or some such accidental influence 
had turned their talk to matters of legal process. From the problem of the 
licence in cross-examination, their talk strayed to Roman and mediaeval 
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torture, to the examining magistrate in France and the Third Degree in 
America. 

I vc been reading, said Flambeau, of this new psychometric 

method they talk about so much, especially in America. You know what 

; mean; they put a pulsometer on a man’s wrist and |udge by how his 

heart goes at die pronunciation of certain words. What do you think of 
it?” 


“I think it very interesting,” replied Father Brown; “it reminds me 

of that interesting idea in the Dark Ages that blood would flow from a 
corpse it the murderer touched it.” 

Do you really mean, demanded his friend, that you think the 
two methods equally valuable?” 

! trunk them equally valueless,” replied Brown. “Blood flows, 

fast or slow, in dead folk or living, for so many more million reasons 

than we can ever know. Blood will have to flow very funnily; blood 

will have to flow up the Matterhorn, before I will take it as a sign that I 
am to shed it.” 

The method, remarked the other, “has been guaranteed by some of 
die greatest American men of science.” 

„ ^hat sentimentalists men of science are!” exclaimed Father Brown, 

md how such more sentimental must American men of science be! 

Who but a Yankee would think of proving anything from heart-throbs? 

Why, they must be as sentimental as a man who thinks a woman is in 

ove with him if she blushes. That s a test from the circulation of the 

blood, discovered by the immortal Harvey; and a jolly rotten test, too.” 

But surel), insisted Flambeau, it might point pretty straight at 
something or other /* 

There s a disadvantage in a stick pointing straight,” answered the 
° cr. at is it? Why, the other end of the stick always points tiie 
opposite way. It depends whether you get hold of the stick by die right 
end. I saw the thing done once and I’ve never believed in it since ” And 
he proceeded to tell the story of his disillusionment. 


It happened nearly twenty years before, when he was chaplain to his 
co re lgiomsts in a prison in Chicago—where the Irish population dis¬ 
played a capacity both for crime and penitence which kept him tolerably 
busy. The official second-in-command under the Governor was an ex- 
detective named Greywood Usher, a cadaverous, careful-spoken 

'ST , phlloso P her ' occasionally varying a very rigid visage with an 
odd apologetic grimace. He liked Father Brown in a slightly patronizing 
way; and Father Brown liked him, though he heartily disliked ha 

tneories. His theories were extremely complicated and were held 
with extreme simplicity. 

One evening he had sent for the pnest, who, according to his custom, 
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took a seat in silence at a table piled and littered with papers, and waited. 
The official selected from the papers a scrap of newspaper cutting, which 
he handed across to the cleric, who read it gravely. It appeared to be an 
extract from one of the pinkest of American Society papers, and ran as 

follows: 

“Society’s brightest widower is once more on the Freak Dinner stunt. 
All our exclusive citizens will recall the Perambulator Parade Dinner, in 
which Last-Trick Todd, at his palatial home at Pilgrim’s Pond, caused 
so many of our prominent debutantes to look even younger than their 
years. Equally elegant and more miscellaneous and large-hearted in 
social outlook was Last-Trick’s show the year previous, the popular 
Cannibal Crush Lunch, at which the confections handed round were 
sarcastically moulded in the forms of human arms and legs, and during 
which more than one of our gayest mental gymnasts was heard offering 
to eat his partner. The witticism which will inspire this evening is as 
yet in Mr. Todd’s pretty reticent intellect, or locked in the jewelled 
bosoms of our city’s gayest leaders; but there is talk of a pretty parody 
of the simple manners and customs at the other end of Society s scale. 
This would be all the more telling, as hospitable Todd is entertaining 
in Lord Falconroy, the famous traveller, a true-blooded aristocrat fresh 
from England’s oak-groves. Lord Falconroy’s travels began before his 
ancient feudal title was resurrected; he was in the Republic in his youth, 
and fashion murmurs a sly reason for his return. Miss Etta Todd is one 
of our deep-souled New Yorkers, and comes into an income of nearly 

twelve hundred million dollars.’* 

“Well/* asked Usher, “does that interest you?” 

“Why, words rather fail me,” answered Father Brown. “I cannot 
think at this moment of anything in this world that would interest me 
less. And, unless the just anger of the Republic is at last going to electro¬ 
cute journalists for writing like that, 1 don’t quite see why it should 

interest you either.” - 

“Ah! .said Mr. Usher dryly, and handing across another scrap ot 

newspaper. “Well, does that interest you? 

The paragraph was headed “Savage Murder of a Warder. Convict 
Escapes,” and ran: “Just before dawn this morning a shout for help was 
heard in the Convict Settlement at Sequah in this State. The authorities, 
hurrying in the direction of the cry, found the corpse of the warder 
who patrols the top of the north wall of the prison, the steepest an 
most difficult exit, for which one man has always been found sufficient. 
The unfortunate officer had, however, been hurled from the high wall, 
his brains beaten out as with a club, and his gun was missing. Further 
inquiries showed that one of the cells was empty; it had been occupie 
by a rather sullen ruffian giving his name as Oscar Rian. He was o y 
temporarily detained for some comparatively trivial assault; but he gave 
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everyone the impression ol a mail with a black past and a dangerous 
future Finally, when daylight had fully revealed the scene of murder, 
it was found that he had written on the wall above the body a frag¬ 
mentary sentence, apparently with a finger dipped in blood: ‘This was 
self-defence and he had the gun. I meant no harm to him or any man 
but one. I am keeping the bullet for Pilgrim’s Pond—O.R.’ A man must 
have used most fiendish treachery or most savage and amazing bodily 
daring to have stormed such a wall in spite of an armed man.” 

Well, the literary style is somewhat improved,” admitted die priest 
cheerfully, but still I don t see what I can do for you. I should cut a 
poor figure, with my short legs, running about this State after an athletic 
assassin of that sort. I doubt whether anybody could find him. The 
convict setdement at Sequah is t hirty miles from here; the country between 
is wild and tangled enough, and the country beyond, where he will 
surely have the sense to go, is a perfect no-man’s land tumbling away to 
the prairies. He may be in any hole or up any tree.” 

(< ^ e J sn * any hole, said the governor; “he isn’t up any tree.” 

^ Why, how do you know? asked Father Brown, blinking. 

Would you like to speak to him?” inquired Usher. 

Father Brown opened his innocent eyes wide. “He is here?” lie 
exclaimed. Why, how did your men get hold of him?” 

I got hold of him myself, drawded the American, rising and lazily 
stretching his lanky legs before the fire. ‘I got hold of him with the 
crooked end ot a walking-stick. Don’t look so surprised. I really did. 
You know I sometimes take a turn in the country lanes outside this dis- 
ma place, well, I was walking early this evening up a steep lane with 
dark hedges and grey-looking ploughed fields on both sides; and a 
young moon was up and silvering the road. By the light of it 1 saw a 
man running across the field towards the road; running w r ith his body 
ent and at a good mile-race trot. He appeared to be much exhausted; 

)Ut U ‘ JU1 . 1C caTlU * li \ ^ je thick black hedge he went through it as if it 
Were ma c of spiders webs; or rather (for I heard the strong branches 
reaking and snapping like bayonets) as if he himself were made of 

i ne# A Ji * nstant * n w hich he appeared up against the moon, crossing 

i . C f j a * s ung my hooked cane ai his legs, tripping him and bringing 

im own. Then I blew my whistle long and loud, and our fellows came 
nmnmg up to secure him.” 

r ^ havc h^'en rathei awkward,” remarked Brown, “if you had 

totmd he was a popular athlete practising a mile race.” 

h t n0t * Sa ^ kJsher grimly. “We soon found out who he was; 
a E uess cd it with the first glint of the moon on him.” 

l° U “L° U ^ t n was ninaway convict,” observed the priest 
J^P y» because you had read in the newspaper cutting that morning 
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“I had somewhat better grounds,” replied the governor coolly. “I 
pass over the first as too simple to be emphasized—I mean that fashionable 
athletes do not run across ploughed fields or scratch their eyes out in 
bramble hedges. Nor do they run all doubled up like a crouching dog. 
There were more decisive details to a fairly well-trained eye. The man 
was clad in coarse and ragged clothes, but they were something more 
than merely coarse and ragged. They were so ill-fitting as to be quite 
grotesque; even as he appeared in black outline against the moonrise, 
the coat-collar in which his head was buried made him look like a hunch¬ 
back, and the long loose sleeves looked as if he had no hands. It at once 
occurred to me that he had somehow managed to change his convict 
clothes for some confederate’s clothes which did not fit him. Second, 


there was a pretty stiff wind against which he was running; so that I 
must have seen the streaky look of blowing hair, if the hair had not been 
very short. Then I remembered that beyond these ploughed fields he 
was crossing lay Pilgrim’s Pond, for which (you will remember) the 
convict was keeping his bullet; and I sent my walking-stick flying. 

“A brilliant piece of rapid deduction,” said Father Brown; “but had 
he got a gun?” 

As Usher stopped abruptly in his walk the priest added apologetically: 
“I’ve been told a bullet is not half so useful without it.” 

“He had no gun,” said the other gravely; “but that was doubtless due 
to some very natural mischance or change of plans. Probably the same 
policy that made him change the clothes made him drop the gun; he 
began to repent the coat he had left behind him in the blood of his 


victim. 

“Well, that is possible enough,” answered the priest. 

“And it’s hardly worth speculating on,” said Usher, turning to some 

other papers, “for we know it’s the man by this time.” 

His clerical friend asked faintly: “But how?” And Greywood Usher 
threw down the newspapers and took up the two press-cuttings again. 

“Well, since you are so obstinate,” he said, “let’s begin at the begin¬ 
ning. You will notice that these two cuttings have only one thing in 
common, which is the mention of Pilgrim’s Pond, the estate, as you 
know, of the millionaire Ireton Todd. You also know that he is a 
remarkable character; one of those that rose on stepping-stones 
“Of our dead selves to higher things,” assented his companion. es > 

I know that. Petroleum, I think.” , . . 

“Anyhow,” said Usher, “Last-Trick Todd counts for a great deal in 

this rum affair.” . , .«• 

He stretched himself once more before the fire and continued taiKing 


in his expansive, radiantly explanatory style. 

“To begin with, on the face of it, there is no mystery here at ail. 

is not mysterious, it is not even odd, that a jailbird should take gun 
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to Pilgrim’s Pond. Our people aren’t like the English, who will forgive 
a mail lor being riel if he throws away money on hospitals or horses. 
Last-Trick Todd has made himself big by his own considerable anilities; 

doubt that many of those on whom he has shown his 
abilities would like to show theirs on him with a shot-gun. Todd might 

easily get dropped by some man ue’d never even heard of; some labourer 

he d locked out, or some clerk in a business he’d busted. Last-Trick is a 

man of mental endowments and a high public character; but in this 

country the relations of employers and employed are considerably 
strained. ' 

tv, 5 the whole thing looks supposing this Rian made for 
dgmii s Pond to kill Todd. So it looked to me, till another little discovery 
woke up what I l ave of the detective in me. When I had my prisoner 
sate, I picked up my cane again and strolled down the two or three turns 
ot country road that brought me to one of the side entrances of Todd’s 
grounds, the one nearest to the pool or lake after which the place is 
named. It was some two hours ago, about seven by this time; the moon- 
ight was more luminous, and I could see the long white streaks of it 
lying on the mysterious mere with its grey, greasy, half-liquid shores 
in which they say our fathers used to make witches walk until they sank. 

( “ C exact t f e; ,^ uc y° u * ulow the place I mean; it lies north 

of Todd s house toward the wilderness, and has two queer wrinkled 

trees, so dismal that they look more like huge fungoids dian decent 

toliage. As I stood peering at this misty pool, I fancied I saw the faint 

tigure ot a man moving from the house towards it, but it was all too dim 

and distant for one to be certain of the fact, and still less of the details. 

Besides, my attention was very sharply arrested by something much 

closer. I crouched behind the fence which ran not more than two 

hundred yards from one wing of the great mansion, and which was 

fortimtdy split in places, as if specially for the application of a cautious 

eye. A door had opened m the dark bulk of the left wing, and a figure 

ppcared black against the illuminated interior—a muffled figure bend- 

blin^^^ 7 peCnng ° Ut 11110 the m 8 hc - h closed the door 

• 5 ’ 1 sa Y u , was “crying a lantern, which threw a patch of 

mperfect light on the dress and figure of the wearer. It seemed to be the 

3 woman *. wra P ped U P a ragged cloak and evidently dis- 
L „„ ° Z° l t n r tlCC: therC WaS somethin g v ery strange both about 
hned ^h^U cu fum I eneSS - m , a perSOn comin g out of those rooms 

to andfo 8 7^ ab ° V , e Her H f ad She dellbera *ly swun g it three timJ 

* tit (It 2 Slgnal - As S,ie SWUI1 8 it the second time a flicker of 

gllt feU for a mo ment on her own Lice, a face that I knew. She 

8 
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was unnaturally pale, and her head was bundled in her borrowed 
plebeian shawl; but I am certain it was Etta Todd, the millionaire’s 

daughter. 

‘ She retraced her steps in equal secrecy and the door closed behind 
her again. I was about to climb the fence and follow, when I realized 
that the detective fever that had lured me into the adventure was rather 
undignified; and that in a more authoritative capacity I already held all 
the cards in my hand. 1 was just turning away when a new noise broke 
on the night. A window was thrown up in one of the upper floors, 
but just round the corner of the house so that 1 could not see it; and a 
voice of terrible distinctness was heard shouting across the dark garden 
to know where Lord Falconroy was, for he was missing from every 
room in the house. There was no mistaking chat voice. I have heard it 
on many a political platform or meeting of directors; it was Ireton 
Todd himself. Some of the others seemed to have gone to the lower 
windows or on to the steps, and were calling up to him that Falconroy 
had gone for a stroll down to the Pilgrim’s Pond an hour before, and 
could not be traced since. Then Todd cried ‘Mighty Murder!’ and shut 
down the window violendy; and I could hear him plunging down the 
stairs inside. Repossessing myself of my former and wiser purpose, I 
whipped out of the way of the general search that must follow; and 

returned here not later than eight o’clock. 

“I now ask you to recall that little Society paragraph which seemed 
to you so painfully lacking in interest. If the convict was not keeping 
the shot for Todd, as he evidently wasn’t, it is most likely that he was 
keeping it for Lord Falconroy; and it looks as if he had delivered the 
goods. No more handy place to shoot a man than in the curious geological 
surroundings of that pool, where a body thrown down would sink 
through thick slime to a depth practically unknown. Let us suppose, 
then, that our friend with the cropped hair came to kill Falconroy and 
not Todd. But, as I have pointed out, there are many reasons why people 
in America might want to kill Todd. There is no reason why any- 
body in America should want to kill an English lord newly landed, 
except for the one reason mentioned in the pink paper—that the lord 
is paying his attentions to the millionaire s daughter. Our crop-haire 
friend, despite his ill-fitting clothes, must be an aspiring lover. , 

“I know the notion will seem to you jarring and even comic; but that s 
because you are English. It sounds to you like saying the Archbis op o 
Canterbury’s daughter will be married in St. George’s, Hanover Square, 
to a crossing-sweeper on ticket-of-leave. You don’t do justice to the 
climbing and aspiring power of our more remarkable citizens. ou 
see a good-iooking grey-haired man in evening-dress with a sort o 
authority about him, you know he is a pillar of the State, and you fancy 
he had a father. You are in error. You do not realize that a compara- 
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tivcly few years ago he may have been in a tenement or (quite likely) 
in a jail. You don't allow for our national buoyancy and uplift. Many 
of our most liilluential citizens have not only risen recently, but risen 
comparatively late in life. Todd's daughter was fully eighteen when her 
father first made his pile; so there isn’t really anything impossible in her 
having a hanger-on in low life; or even in her hanging on to him, as I 
think she must be doing, to judge by the lantern business. If so, the 
hand that held the lantern may not be unconnected with the hand that 
held the gun. This case, sir, will make a noise.” 

^ Well, said the priest patiently, “and what did you do next?” 

I reckon you 11 be shocked,” replied Greywood Usher, “as I know 

you don t cotton to the march of science in these matters. I am given a 

good deal of discretion here, and perhaps take a Little more than I’m given; 

and I thought it was an excellent opportunity to test that Psychometric 

Machine { told you about. Now, in my opinion, that machine can’t 
lie.” 


No machine can lie,” said Father Brown; “nor can it tell the truth.” 
h ' :]L - m this case, as I’ll show you,” went on Usher positively. “I 
sat the man in the ill-fitting clothes in a comfortable chair, and simply 
wrote words on a blackboard; and the machine simply recorded the 

; oi his pulse; and I simply observed his manner. The trick is 
to introduce some word connected with the supposed crime in a list of 
words connected with something quite different, yet a list in which it 
quite naturally. Thus I wrote heron’ and ‘eagle’ and ‘owl’, 
and when I wrote ‘falcon’ he was tremendously agitated; and when I 
began to make an V at the end of the word, that machine just bounded. 
W ho else in this republic has any reason to jump at the name of a newly- 
arrived Englishman like ralconroy except the man who’s shot him? 
Isn’t that better evidence than a lot of gabble from witnesses—the evi¬ 
dence of a reliable machine?” 


You always forget,” observed his companion, “that the reliable 
machine always lias to be worked by an unreliable machine.” 

^Why, what do you mean?” asked the detective, 

! mean Man,” said Father Brown, “the most unreliable machine I 
know of. I don’t want to be rude; and I don’t think you will consider 
Man to be an offensive or inaccurate description of yourself. You say 
you observed his manner; but how do you know you observed it right? 
You say the words have to come in a natural way; but how do you know 
f“ at y° u did h naturally? How do you know, if you come to that, that 
e did not observe your manner? Who is to prove that you were not 

p^ C - d0Usly ^^d? There was no machine tied on to your 

I tell you, cried the American in the utmost excitement, “I was as 
cool as a cucumber.” 
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“Criminals also can be as cool as cucumbers/’ said Brown with a smile. 
“And almost as cool as you.” 

“Well, this one wasn’t,” said Usher, throwing the papers about. 
“Oh, you make me tired!” 

* I’m sorry,” said the other. “I only point out what seems a reasonable 
possibility. If you could tell by his manner when the word that might 
hang him had come, why shouldn’t he tell from your manner that the 
word that might hang him was coming? I should ask for more than 
words myself before I hanged anybody. ’ 

Usher smote the table and rose in a sort of angry triumph. 

“And that,” he cried, “is just what I’m going to give you. I tried 
the machine first just in order to test the thing in other ways afterwards 
and the machine, sir, is right.” 

He paused a moment and resumed with less excitement. “I rather 
want to insist, if it comes to that, that so far I had very little to go on 
except the scientific experiment. There was really nothing against the 
man at all. His clothes were ill-fitting, as I’ve said, but they were rather 
better, if anything, than those of the submerged class to which he evi¬ 
dently belonged. Moreover, under all the stains of his plunging through 
ploughed fields or bursting through dusty hedges, the man was com¬ 
paratively clean. This might mean, of course, that he had only just 
broken prison; but it reminded me more of the desperate decency of 
the comparatively respectable poor. His demeanour was, I am bound 
to confess, quite in accordance with theirs. He was silent and dignified as 
they are; he seemed to have a big, but buried, grievance, as they do. 
He professed total ignorance of the crime and the whole question; and 
showed nothing but a sullen impatience for sometliing sensible that might 
come to take him out of his meaningless scrape. He asked me more 
than once if he could telephone for a lawyer who had helped him a long 
time ago in a trade dispute, and in every sense acted as you would expect 
an innocent man to act. There was nothing against him in the world 
except that little finger on the dial that pointed to the change of his 
pulse. 

“Then, sir, the machine was on its trial; and the machine was right. 
By the time I came with him out of the private room into the vestibule 
where all sorts of other people were awaiting examination, I think he 
had already more or less made up his mind to clear things up by something 
like a confession. He turned to me and began to say in a low voice. 
‘Oh, I can’t stick this any more. If you must know all about 

me-* 

“At the same instant one of the poor women sitting on the long bench 
stood up, screaming aloud and pointing at him with her finger. I have 
never in my life heard anything more demoniacally distinct. Her lean 
finger seemed to pick him out as if it were a pea-shooter. Though the 
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word was a mere howl, every syllable was as clear as a separate stroke on 
the clock. 

“ Drugger Davis!’ she shouted. ‘They’ve got Drugget Davis!’ 
Among tlu \wetched women, mostly thieves and street-walkers 
ov, my faces were turned, gaping with glee and hate. Ifl had never heard 
the words, I should have known by the very shock upon his features that 
the so-called Oscar Rian had heard his real name. But I’m not quite so 
ignorant, you may be surprised to hear. Drugger Davis was one of the 
most terrible and depraved criminals that ever baffled our police. It is 
certain he had done murder more than once long before his last exploit 
with the warder. But he was never entirely fixed for it, curiously enough 
because he did it in the same manner as those milder—or meaner—crimes 
for which he war fixed p,e t ty often. He was a handsome, well-br”d 
looking brute, as he still is, to some extent; and he used mostly to go 
about with barmaids or shop-girls and do them out of their money. 
Very often, though, he went a good deal farther; and they were found 
drugged with cigarettes or chocolates and their whole property missing 
Then came one case where the girl was found dead; but deliberation 
cou d not quite be proved, and, what was more practical still, the criminal 
could not be found. I heard a rumour of his having reappeared some¬ 
where m the opposite character this time, lending money instead of 
orrowmg it; but still to such poor widows as he might personally fas¬ 
cinate, and still with the same bad result for them. Well, there is vour 
innocent man, and there is his innocent record. Even, since then four 
criminals and three warders have identified him and confirmed the 

S' „ '™ ™ u e y0 , U g0 V° say to m y p° 0r ktde machine after 
that. Hasn t the machine done for him? Or do you prefer to say that 

the woman and I have done for him?” r 1 

, AS to wha j you’ve done for him,” replied Father Brown, rising and 

^ur I don t think they can kill Drugger Davis on that old vague story 

i. k P 0lS0n -and as for the convict who killed the warder, I suppose 

t s obvious that you haven’t got him. Mr. Davis is innocait of Tat 
crime, at any rate. 

What do you mean?” demanded the other. “Why should he be 
innocent of that crime?” X 

Why, bless us all! cried the small man in one of his rare moments 

of animation, why, because he's guilty of,he other crimes! I don t 

know what you people are made of. You seem to think that all sins are 
a £ cr f m a bag ; You ^ 25 a miser on Monday were always 

weeksttf ° n T Uesd f y -,, Y ° U tel ’ me d* man Y°u have here spent 

money tharT^ W , heedlmg _ n , eed y women out of smaU sums of 
tumJi’ f* e USed . 3 dru ^ at C ^ e ^ ,est > a poison at the worst; that he 
turned up afterwards as the lowest kind of moneylender, and cheated 
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most poor people in the same patient and pacific style. Let it be granted 
—let us admit, for the sake of argument, that he did all this. If that is so, 
I will tell you what he didn’t do. He didn’t storm a spiked wall against 
a man with a loaded gun. He didn’t write on the wall with his own hand, 
to say he had done it. He didn’t stop to state that his justification was 
self-defence. He didn’t explain that he had no quarrel with the poor 
warder. He didn’t name the house of the rich man to which he was 
going with the gun. He didn’t write his own initials in a man’s blood. 
Saints alive! Can’t you see the whole character is different, in good and 
evil? Why, you don’t seem to be like I am a bit. One would think you’d 
never had any vices of your own.” 

The amazed American had already parted his lips in protest when the 
door of his private and official room was hammered and rattled in an 
unceremonious way to which he was totally unaccustomed. 

The door flew open. The moment before Greywood Usher had been 
coming to the conclusion that Father Brown might possibly be mad. 
The moment after he began to think he was mad himself. There burst 
and fell into his private room a man in the filthiest rags, with a greasy 
squash hat still askew on his head, and a shabby green shade shoved up 
from one of his eyes, both of which were glaring like a tiger’s. The 
rest of his face was almost undiscoverable, being masked with a matted 
beard and whiskers through which the nose could barely thrust itself, 
and further buried in a squalid red scarf or handkerchief. Mr. Usher 
prided himself on having seen most of the roughest specimens in the 
State, but he thought he had never seen such a baboon dressed as a scare¬ 
crow as this. But, above all, he had never in all his placid scientific 

existence heard a man like that speak to him first. 

“See here, old man Usher,” s.iouted the being in die red handker¬ 
chief, ‘‘I’m getting tired. Don’t you try any of your hide-and-seek 
on me; I don’t get fooled any. Leave go of my guests, and I 11 let-up on 
the fancy clockwork. Keep him here for a split instant and you 11 fed 

pretty mean. I reckon I’m not a man with no pull. 

The eminent Usher was regarding the bellowing monster with an 
amazement which had dried up all other sentiments. The mere shoe 
to his eyes had rendered his ears almost useless. At last he rang a £ 
with a hand of violence. While the bell was still strong and pealing, e 

voice of Father Brown fell soft but distinct. 

“I have a suggestion to make,” he said, “but it seems a little con¬ 
fusing. I don’t know this gentleman—but—but I think I know him. 
Now, you know him—you know him quite well—but you don t know 

him—naturally. Sounds paradoxical, I know.” . 

“I reckon the Cosmos is cracked,” said Usher, and fell asprawl in 

round office chair. . , 

“Now, see here,” vociferated the stranger, striking the table, u 
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speaking in a voice chat was all the more mysterious because it was com¬ 
paratively mild and rational though still resounding. "I woi I., 
in. I want-” 7 

“Who in hell are you?” yelled Usher, suddenly sitting up straight. 

I think the gentleman’s name is Todd,” said the priest. 

.Then he picked up the pink slip of newspaper. 

I fear you don’t read the Society papers properly,” he said, and 
began to read out in a monotonous voice, “ ‘Or locked in the jewelled 
bosoms of our city’s gayest leaders; but there is talk of a pretty parody 
ot the manners and customs of the other end of Society’s scale.’ There’s 
been a big Slum Dinner up at Pilgrim’s Pond to-night; and a man one 
of the guests disappeared. Mr. Ireton Todd is a good host, and has 

tr ™~ htm wit l0ut even whting to take off his fancy-dress ” 
What man do you mean?” 

I mean the man with the comically ill-fitting clothes you saw run- 
mng across the ploughed filed. Hadn’t you better go and investigate 
him He will be rather impatient to get back to his champagne, from 

h rigiit ” fan aW ^ m SUC11 llUfry ’ WhCn tllC convict with the gun hove 

“Do you seriously mean-” began the official. 

Why look here, Mr. Usher,” said Father Brown quietly, “you said 

, n , me couldn 1 make a mistake; and in one sense it didn’t But 
the other machine did; the machine that worked it. You assumed that 

the man in rags jumped at the name of Lord Falconroy, because he was 

Lord Falconroy s murderer. He jumped at the name of Lord Falconroy 
because he i5 Lord Falconroy. ' 

“w he ? w? th ?- h t ZCS < ? lda ' t be say so? ” landed the staring Usher, 
e felt his plight and recent panic were hardly patrician,” replied 

jrr\ J 0 hc tned l ? k f, e P the name back at first. But he was P just 
,omg to tell it you, when -and Father Brown looked down at his 

b °.?n when a woman found another name for him ” 

white Ut “Z! S P C 1 S0 mad “ t0 Say ’” Said Gre ywood Usher, very 
wiute, that Lord Falconroy was Drugger Davis.” Y 

mdripCl! 0 " “ him Very but with 1 

von a r° l $a r g he said. “I leave all die rest to 

Eh™ Pink papCr $ayS tbat the ritle was rec ently revived for him- 

but the IB' 15 afe VCry Unrellable - Ic sa Y s he was in the States in youth;’ 
but the whole story seems very strange. Davis and Falconroy are both 

Eanf?^^ 1 ^ 1 ^ 6 COWards * but so are lots of other men. I would not 

Lfly Jd rid«ly“l°S1 ^ B “ ‘ ‘ hink '” J he WC " C 0n 

tocratic You ^ a nstocracy—even m assuming it to be so aris- 

ou see a good-looking Englishman in evening-dress; you 
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knew he’s in the House of Lords; and you fancy he has a father. You 
don’t allow for our national buoyancy and uplift. Many of our most 
influential noblemen have not only risen recently, but-” 

“Oil, stop it!” cried Greywood Usher, wringing one lean hand in 
impatience against a shade of irony in the other’s face. 

“Don’t stay talking to this lunatic!” cried Todd brutally. “Take me 
to my friend.” 

Next morning Father Brown appeared with the same demure ex¬ 
pression, carrying yet another piece of pink newspaper. 

“I’m afraid you neglect the fashionable press rather, he said, “but this 
cutting may interest you.” 

Usher read the headlines, “Last-Trick’s Strayed Revellers: Mirthful 
Incident near Pilgrim’s Pond.” The paragraph went on: “A laughable 
occurrence took place outside Wilkinson’s Motor Garage last night. 
A policeman on duty had his attention drawn by larrikins to a man in 
prison dress who was stepping with considerable coolness into the 
steering-seat of a pretty high-toned Panhard; he was accompanied by a 
girl wrapped in a ragged shawl. On the police interfering, the young 
woman threw back the shawl, and all recognized Millionaire Todds 
daughter, who had just come from the Slum Freak Dinner at the Pond, 
where all the choicest guests were in a similar deshabille. She and the 
gentleman who had donned prison uniform were going for the cus¬ 
tomary joy-ride.” 

Under the pink slip Mr. Usher found a strip of a later paper, headed, 
“Astounding Escape of Millionaire’s Daughter with Convict. She had 
Arranged Freak Dinner. Now Safe in-” 

Mr. Greenwood Usher lifted his eyes, but Father Brown was gone. 


VI 

THE HEAD OF CESAR 

There is somewhere in Brompton or Kensington an interminable 
avenue of tall houses, rich but largely empty, that looks like a terrace of 
tombs. The very steps up to the dark front doors seem as steep as the 
side of pyramids; one would hesitate to knock at the door, lest it should 
be opened by a mummy. But a yet more depressing feature in the grey 
facade is its telescopic length and changeless continuity. The pilgrim 
walking down it begins to think he will never come to a break or a 
comer; but there is one exception—a very small one, but hailed by the 
pilgrim almost with a shout. There is a sort of mews between two o 
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the tal. mansions a mere slit like the crack of a door by comparison 
wi h the street but just large enough to permit a pigmy ale-house or 
eating-house, soil allowed by the rich to their stable-servants, to stand 
m e ang e. There is something cheery in its very dinginess, and some- 
mng free and elfin in its very insignificance. At the feet of those grey 
stone giants it looks like a lighted house of dwarfs. * X 

Anyone passing the place during a certain autumn evening, itself 
ablest fairylike, might nave seen a hand pull aside the red half-blind 

^ h,ch , aIor, g with some large white lettering) half hid the interior from 
the street and a face peer out not unlike a rather innocent goblin’s 
£ was > m &ct, the face of one with the harmless human name of Brown 

They were simng at a small table, close up to the window, when die 
pnest polled the curtain back and looked out. He waited till a stranger 

Sow r luS , r 7 d , ey 7 0 y t0 the ,ar 8 e white letter ing on the 

andSi ^ t 6 ?’- ^ 3 y0Ung giH ^ red hair 

£ said softly: k ' ^ ^ ^ fnend pUt aWay the P oc ket-book), 

falsfnose ” C ^ ' CI ' mimtCS ’ 1 ^ y° u ’ d folI °w that man with the 

lo£t U l°d k I d rh P “ bUt thC ^ the red hair 

She was simply and even loosely dressed in light brown sacking stuff 

Ct S 3 Th’ ^ CVen L ° n , 3 f, C ° nd gIance * a ratber nefdiSf; 

“Who? he?” ^ C f3lse n ° Se! ” rc P eated Flambeau 

out? Sr" “»wered Father Brown. “I want you to find 

out, 1 ask it as a favour. He went down there”—and he jerked his thnmh 

E pLatt r .r r of 

Flambeau op 7 ^ P^poste yet. only want to know the direction.” 

r r d —' ■sr ^ 

33 of the Me door ° f dwarf «> 

steadHw l™?™ t0 °, k 3 SmaI1 book out o{hk Packet and began to read 

How do you liw i£(^r Str ° ng V ° iCe: Why d ° y ° U Say that? 
He lifted his rather heavy eyelids, which fluttered in considerable 
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embarrassment. Then his dubious eye roamed again to the white letter¬ 
ing on the glass front of the public-house. The young woman’s eyes 
followed his, and rested there also, but in pure puzzledom. 

No/ said Father Brown, answering her thoughts. “It doesn’t say 
Sela , like the thing in the Psalms; I read it like that myself when I was 
wool-gathering just now; it says ‘Ales.’ ” 

Well?” inquired the staring young lady. “What does it matter what 

it says?” 

His ruminating eye roved to the girl’s light canvas sleeve, round the 
wrist of which ran a very slight thread of artistic pattern, just enough to 
distinguish it from a working-dress of a common woman and make it 
more like the working-dress of a lady art-student. He seemed to find 
much food for thought in this; but his reply was very slow and hesi¬ 
tant. ‘You see, madam,” he said, “from outside the place looks—well, 
it is a perfectly decent place—but ladies like you don’t—don’t generally 
think so. They never go into such places from choice, except-” 

“Well?” she repeated. 

“Except an unfortunate few who don’t go in to drink milk.” 

“You are a most singular person,” said the young lady. “What is 
your object in all this?” 

“Not to trouble you about it,” he replied, very gently. “Only to arm 
myself with knowledge enough to help you, if ever you freely ask my 
help.” 

“But why should I need help?” 

He continued his dreamy monologue. “You couldn’t have come 
in to see protfy£es> humble friends, that sort of thing, or you’d have gone 
through into the parlour . . . and you couldn’t have come in because 
you were ill, or you’d have spoken to the woman of the place, who s 
obviously respectable . . . besides, you don’t look ill in that way, but 
only unhappy. . . . This street is the only original long lane that has no 
turning; and the houses on both sides are shut up. ... I could only sup¬ 
pose that you’d seen somebody coming whom you didn’t want to meet; 
and found the public-house was the only shelter in this wilderness of 

stone_I don’t think I went beyond the licence of a stranger in glancing 

at the only man who passed immediately after. . . . And as I thought he 
looked like the wrong sort . , . and you looked like the right sort... I 
held myself ready to help if he annoyed you; that is all. As for my friend, 
he’ll be back soon; and he certainly can’t find out anything by stumping 
down a road like this. ... I didn’t think he could.” 

“Then why did you send him out?” she cried, leaning forward with 
yet warmer curiosity. She had the proud, impetuous face that goes with 
reddish colouring, and a Roman nose, as it did in Marie Antoinette. 

He looked at her steadily for the first time, and said: “Because I hoped 
you would speak to me.” 
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Si c looked back at him for some time with a heated face, in which 
there hung a red shadow of anger; then, despite her anxieties, humour 
broke out of her eyes and the comen of her mouth, and she answered 
almost grimly: “Well, if youTe so keen on my convenation, perhaps 
you 11 answer my quest ion.* * After a pause she added: “I had the nonour 
to^ask you why you thought the man's nose was false.” 

The wax always spots like that just a little in this weather,” answered 
hiilicr Brown with entire simplicity, 

4 4 ^ 9 ^ a J. / 

But it s such a crooked nose,” remonstrated the red-haired girl 

J he priest smiled in his turn. “I don’t say it’s the sort of nose one 
would wear out of mere foppery,” he admitted. “This man, I think, 
wears it because his real nose is so much nicer.” 

But why?” she insisted. 

it What is the nursery-rhyme?” observed Brown absent-mindedly. 
There was a crooked man and he went a crooked mile. . . . That man, 
I fancy, has gone a very crooked road—by i olio wing his nose.” 

^Why, what s lie done? ’ she demanded, rather shakily. 

■ don t want to force your confidence by a hair,” said Father Brown, 

very quietly. But I think you could tell me more about that than I can 
teUyou” 

The girl sprang to her feet and stood quite quietly, but with clenched 
hands, like one about to stride away; then her hands loosened slowly, 
and she sat down again. “You are more of a mystery than all the others ” 
she said desperately; “but I feel there might be a heart in your mystery,” 

“What we all dread most,” said the priest in a low voice, “is a maze 
with no centre. That is why atheism is only a nightmare.” 

“I will tell you everything,” said the red-haired girl doggedly, “except 
why I am telling you; and that I don’t know.” 

She picked at the darned table-cloth and went on: “You look as if 
you knew what isn’t snobbery as well as what is; and when I say that ours 
is a good old family, you’ll understand it is a necessary part of the story 
indeed, my chief danger is in my brother’s high-and-dry notions, 
noblesse oblige and all that. Well, my name is Christabel Carstairs; and 
my father was that Colonel Carstairs you’ve probably heard of, who 
made the famous Carstairs Collection of Roman coins. I could never 
describe my father to you; the nearest I can say is that he was very like a 
Roman coin himself. He was as handsome and as genuine and as valuable 
and as metallic and as out-of-date. He was prouder of his Collection 
thm of his coat-of-arms—nobody could say more than that. His extra- 
or inary character came out most in his will. He had two sons and one 
daughter. He quarrelled with one son, my brother Giles, and sent him 
to Australia on a small allowance. He then made a will leaving the 

arstairs Collection, actually with a yet smaller allowance, to my brother 
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in acknowledgment of Arthur’s loyalty and rectitude and the distinctions 
he had already gained in mathematics and economics at Cambridge. 
He left me practically all his pretty large fortune; and I am sure he meant 
it in contempt. 

“Arthur, you may say, might well complain of this; but Arthur is 
my father over again. Though he had some differences with my father 
in early youth, no sooner had he taken over the Collection than he 
became like a pagan priest dedicated to a temple. He mixed up these 
Roman halfpence with the honour of the Carstairs family in the same 
stiff, idolatrous way as his father before him. He acted as if Roman 
money must be guarded by all the Roman virtues. He took no pleasures; 
he spent nothing on himself; he lived for the Collection. Often he would 
not trouble to dress for his simple meals; but pottered about among 
the corded brown-paper parcels (which no one else was allowed to 
touch) in an old brown dressing-gown. With its rope and tassel and his 
pale, thin, refmed face, it made him look like an old ascetic monk. 
Every now and then, though, he would appear dressed like a decidedly 
fashionable gentleman; but that was only when he went up to the 
London sales or shops to make an addition to the Carstairs Collection. 

“Now, if you’ve known any young people, you won’t be shocked if 
I say that I got into rather a low frame of mind with all this; the frame of 
mind in which one begins to say that the Ancient Romans were all very 
well in their way. I’m not .like my brother Arthur; I can’t help enjoy¬ 
ing enjoyment. I got a lot of romance and rubbish where I got my red 
hair, from the other side of the family. Poor Giles was the same; and 
I think the atmosphere of coins might count in excuse for him; though 
he really did wrong and nearly went to prison. But he didn’t behave 
any worse than I did; as you shall hear. 

“I come now to the silly part of the story. I think a man as clever as 
you can guess the sort of thing that would begin to relieve the monotony 
for an unruly girl of seventeen placed in such a position. But I am so 
rattled with more dreadful things that I can hardly read my own feeling; 
and don’t know whether I despise it now as a flirtation or bear it as a 
broken heart. We lived then at a little seaside watering-place in South 
Wales, and a retired sea-captain living a few doors off had a son about 
five years older than myself, who had been a friend of Giles before he 
went to the Colonies. His name does not affect my tale; but I tell you it 
was Philip Hawker, because I am telling you everything. We used to 
go shrimping together, and said and thought we were in love with 
each other; at least he certainly said he was, and I certainly thought I 
was. If I tell you he had bronzed curly hair and a falconish sort of face, 
bronzed by the sea also, it’s not for his sake, I assure you, but for the 
story; for it was the cause of a very curious coincidence. 

“One summer afternoon, when I had promised to go shrimping along 
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the sands with Philio, I was waiting rather impatiently in the front 
drawing-room, watching Arthur handle some packets of coins he had 
just purchased and slowly shunt them, one or two at a time, info his own 
dark study and museum which was at the back of the house. As soon as 
I heard the heavy door close on him finally, I made a bolt for my shrimp- 
mg-net and tam-o -shanter and was just going to slip out, when I saw 
!' :,u in y l-' 1 ( -’ > tlicr bad loti behind him one coin that lay gleaming on t? 
long bench by the window. It was a bronze coin, and the colour, com¬ 
bined with the exact curve of the Roman nose and something ’in the 
very lift of the long, wiry neck, made the head of Caesar on it the almost 
precise portrait of Philip Hawker. Then I suddenly remembered Giles 
telling Philip of a coin that was like him, and Philip wishing he had it. 
Perhaps you can fancy the wild, foolish thoughts with which my head 
went round; I felt as if I had had a gift from the fairies. It seemed to me 
that if I could only run away with this, and give it to Philip like a wild 
sort of wedding-ring, it would be a bond between us for ever; I felt a 
thousand such things at once. Then there yawned under me,’like the 
oit, the enormous, awful notion of what I was doing; above all, the un¬ 
bearable thought, which was like touching hot iron, of what Arthur 
would think of it. A Carstairs a thief; and a thief of the Carstairs treasure 1 
I believe my brother could see me burned like a witch for such a thing 
But then, the very thought of such fanatical cruelty heightened my old 
hatred of his dingy old antiquarian fussiness and my longing for the 
youth and liberty that called to me from the sea. Outside was strong 
sunlight with a wind; and a yellow head of some broom or gorse in the 
garden rapped against the glass of the window. I thought of that living 
and growing gold calling to me from all the heaths of the world—and 
then of that dead, dull gold and bronze and brass of my brother’s growing 

dustier and dustier as life went by. Nature and the Carstairs Collection 
had come to grips at last. 

Nature is older than the Carstairs Collection. As I ran down the 
streets to the sea, the coin clenched tight in my fist, I felt all the Roman 
Empire on my back as well as the Carstairs pedigree. It was not only 
the old lion argent that was roaring in my ear, but all the eagles of the 
Caesars seemed Happing and screaming in pursuit of me. And yet my 
heart rose higher and higher like a child’s kite, until I came over the 
loose, dry sand-hills and to the flat, wet sands, where Philip stood already 
up to his ankles 111 the shallow shining water, some hundred yards out to 

k^'ji Cre was a g^ eat red sunset; and the long stretch of low water 
ardly rising over the ankle for half a mile, was like a lake of ruby 

1 n ° C r ,H d tom off m X shoes 111(1 stockings and waded 

tume/In,n S t°j d ’ W3S weU awa y from tlle dry land, that I 

, ^ looked round. We were quite alone in a circle of sea-water 

and wet sand; and I gave him the hea<?of Cssar. 
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“At the very instant I had a shock of fancy: that a man far away on the 
sand-hills was looking at me intently. I must have felt immediately 
after that it was a mere leap of unreasonable nerves; for the man was 
only a dark dot in the distance, and I could only just see that he was 
standing quite still and gazing, with his head a little on one side. There 
was no earthly logical evidence that he was looking at me; he might 
have been looking at a ship, or the sunset, or the sea-gulls, or at any of 
the people who still strayed here and there on the shore between us. 
Nevertheless, whatever my start sprang from was prophetic; for, as I 
gazed, he started walking briskly in a bee-line towards us across the wide 
wet sands. As he drew nearer and nearer I saw that he was dark and 
bearded, and that his eyes were marked with dark spectacles. He was 
dressed poorly but respectably in black, from the old black top hat on 
his head to the solid black boots on his feet. In spite of these he walked 
straight into the sea without a flash of hesitation, and came on at me with 
the steadiness of a travelling bullet. 

“I can’t tell you the sense of monstrosity and miracle I had when he 
thus silently burst the barrier between land and water. It was as if he had 
walked straight oflf a cliff and still marched steadily in mid-air. It was as 
if a house had flown up into the sky or a man’s head had fallen off. He 
was only wetting his boots; but he seemed to be a demon disregarding 
a law of Nature. If he had hesitated an instant at the water’s edge it 
would have been nothing. As it was, he seemed to look so much at me 
alone as not to notice the ocean. Philip was some yards away with his 
back to me, bending over his net. The stranger came on till he stood 
within two yards of me, the water washing half-way up to his knees. 
Then he said, with a clearly modulated and rather mincing articulation: 
‘Would it discommode you to contribute elsewhere a coin with a some¬ 
what different superscription?’ 

“With one exception there was nothing definably abnormal about 
him. His tinted glasses were not really opaque, but of a blue kind com¬ 
mon enough, nor were the eyes behind them shifty, but regarded me 
steadily. His dark beard was not really long or wild; but he looked 
rather hairy, because the beard began very high up in his face, just 
under the cheek-bones. His complexion was neither sallow nor livid, 
but on the contrary rather clear and youthful; yet this gave a pink-and- 
white wax look which somehow (I don’t know why) rather increased 
the horror. The only oddity one could fix was that his nose, which was 
otherwise of a good shape, was just slightly turned sideways at the tip; 
as if, when it was soft, it had been tapped on one side with a toy hammer. 
The thing was hardly a deformity; yet I cannot tell you what a living 
nightmare it was to me. As he stood there in the sunset-stained water 
he affected me as some hellish sea-monster just risen roaring out of a 
sea like blood. I don’t know why a touch on the nose should affect my 
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irnsguiiitiun so inuc h. 1 think st seemed as if He could move His nose hli 
a finger. And as if he had just that moment moved it. 

Any little assistance} he continued with the same queer, priggish 

accent, ^ that may obviate the necessity of my communicating with the 
family.’ 

“Then it rushed over me that I was being blackmailed for the theft 

1,1 ihe bronze piece; and all my merely superstitious fears and doubts 

were swallowed up in one overpowering, practical question. How 

could he have found out? I had stolen the thing suddenly and on impulse* 

I was certainly alone; for I always made sure of being unobserved when 

I slipped out to see Philip in this way. I had not, to all appearance been 

followed in the street; and if I had, they could not ‘X-ray’ the coin in 

my closed hand. The man standing on the sand-hills could no more have 

seen what I gave Philip than shoot a fly in one eye, like the man in the 
fairy-tale. 

(( Philip, I cried helplessly, ask this man what he wants.’ 

“When Philip lifted his head at last from mending his net he looked 
rather red, as if sulky or ashamed; but it may have been only the exer¬ 
tion of stooping and the red evening light; I may have only had an¬ 
other of the morbid fancies l hat seemed to be dancing about me He 
merely said gruffly to the man: ‘You clear out of this.’ And, motioning 
me to follow, set off wading shoreward without paying further ,un n- 
tion to him. He stepped on to a stone breakwater that ran out from 
among the roots of the sand-hilLs, and so struck homeward, perhaps 
thinking our incubus would find it less easy to walk on such rough stones, 
green and slippery with seaweed, than we, who were young and used 
to it. But rny persecutor walked as daintily as he talked; and he still 
followed me, picking his way and picking his phrases. I heard his deli¬ 
cate, detestable voice appealing to me over my shoulder, until at last 
w en we had crested the sand-hills, Philip’s patience (which was by no 
means so conspicuous on most occasions) seemed to snap. He turned 
suddenly, saying, Go back. I can’t talk to you now.’ And, as the man 
hovered and opened his mouth, Philip struck him a buffet on it that 

en , . m rom the top of the tallest sand-hill to the bottom. I 

saw him crawling out below, covered with sand. 

This stroke comforted me somehow, though it might well increase 
my peril; but Philip showed none of his usual elation at his own prowess, 
hough as affectionate as ever, he still seemed cast down; and before 
could ask him anything fully, he parted with me at his own gate, with 
two remarks that struck me as strange. He said that, all tilings considered 
°nuV 0 P. ut (f the com back in the Collection; but that he himself 

ifr ! d ,, e P * (or . d* present.’ And then he added, quite suddenly and 
irrelevantly: You know Giles is back from Australia?’” 7 

Ihe door of the tavern opened and the gigantic shadow of the invest!- 
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gator Flambeau fell across the table. Father Brown presented him to 

the lady in his own slight, persuasive style of speech, mentioning his 

knowledge and sympathy in such cases; and almost without knowing, 

the girl was soon reiterating her story to two listeners. But Flambeau, 

as he bowed and sat down, handed the priest a small slip of paper. Brown 

accepted it with some surprise and read on it: “Cab to Wagga Wagga, 

379, Mafeking Avenue, Putney.” The girl was going on with her 
story. 

I went up the steep street to my own house with my head in a whirl; 
it had not begun to clear when I came to the doorstep, on which I found 
a milk-can—and the man with the twisted nose. The milk-can told me 
the servants were all out; for, of course, Arthur, browsing about in his 
brown dressing-gown in a brown study, would not hear or answer a 
bell. Thus there was no one to help me in the house, except my brother, 
whose help must be my ruin. In desperation I thrust two shillings into 
the horrid thing’s hand, and told him to call again in a few days, when 
I had thought it out. He went off sulking, but more sheepishly than I 
had expected—perhaps he had been shaken by his fall—and I watched 
the star of sand splashed on his back receding down the road with a 
horrid vindictive pleasure. He turned a comer some six houses down. 

“Then I let myself in, made myself some tea, and tried to think it out. 

I sat at die drawing-room window looking on to the garden, which 
still glowed with the last full evening light But I was too distracted and 
dreamy to look at the lawns and flower-pots and flower-beds with any 
concentration. So I took the shock the more sharply because I’d seen it 
so slowly. 

“The man or monster I’d sent away was standing quite still in the 
middle of the garden. Oh, we’ve all read a lot about pale-faced phan¬ 
toms in the dark; but this was more dreadful than anything of that kind 
could ever be. Because, though he cast a long evening shadow, he still 
stood in warm sunlight. And because his face was not pale, but had that 
waxen bloom still upon it that belongs to a barber’s dummy. He stcod 
quite still, with his face towards me; and I can’t tell you how horrid he 
looked among the tulips and all those tall, gaudy, almost hothouse¬ 
looking flowers. It looked as if we’d stuck up a wax-work instead of a 
statue in die centre of our garden. 

“Yet almost the instant he saw me move in the window he turned and 
ran out of the garden by the back gate, which stood open and by which 
he had undoubtedly entered. This renewed timidity on his part was so 
different from the impudence with which he had walked into the sea, 
that-1 felt vaguely comforted. I fancied, perhaps, that he feared con¬ 
fronting Arthur more than I knew. Anyhow, I setded down at last, 
and had a quiet dinner alone (for it was against the rules to disturb 
Arthur when he was rearranging the museum), and, my thoughts, a 
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tde released, fled to Philip and lost hemselves, I suppose. Anyhow I 
was looking blankly, but rather pleasantly than otherwise, at another 
window uncurtained, but by this time black as a slate with the final 
night-tail. It seemed to me that something like a snail was on the outside 
ot the window-pane. But when I stared harder, it was more like a man’s 
thumb prosed on the pane; it had that curled look that a thumb has 
With my fear and courage re-awakened together, I rushed at the window 

have heard C °^ ed ^ * Strangled scream ^ at man but Arthur must 

For it was not a thumb, any more than it was a snail. It was the tip 
of a crooked nose, crushed against the glass; it looked white with the 
p®Ksure; and the staring face and eyes behind it were at first invisible 
erwards grey like a ghost. 1 slammed the shutters together some- 

I St ? ” my , r ° 0m ’ md ^ as [ passed, 

it til wt m i£ rs! “* a SCCOnd black * -a. something on 

close’ alTarotmd ^the home hket^ l‘ f ^ ‘ hi “ 8 w “ crawl “8 

^ biachmad. My brodtet m,^'" ^Xn^mlZ ^ 

~ *■*■*, 1 «« down, knocked at rhetor andZ 
ent in. to see the last and worst sight. 

manwiArf* 1, S ^ WaS Cmpty; and he was obviously out. But the 
hat still im^nH°° ke K n ? $e 7 “ j ttmg waitin S fbr his reCur n, with Ins 

hnfk - y brothers lamp. His face was composed and occupied 

asIfk hT“ P S “ ha , d r' he “f ? f bdn 8 the most mobile part of his face’, 

had thought him poisonous enough while he was pursuing Ld watch! 
ful sa b “ ,mk nneontciousness of my presence was more fright- 

^ scf camed loud and long; but that doesn’t matter What I 

touch. He went off at last, with hateful, tactful regrets all in long words 
and I sat down, feeling ruined in every sense. And yet I was saved that 

Is'he^^nft y a L Ure f aCC J dent ' Arthur had g0ne off ^ddenly to Loaded 
SfiSTi* ' KaSUre ,h “ , Wa f an added T'cndour even to thf Omfly 

sS S'drA- sSra: 

mL fisc any^Zatlfcy^t «“ 

wtth him to iodgings he had already t&flmXSsS 
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curio-shop in question. Thus in spite of myself, I fled from my foe 
almost in the dead of night—but from Philip also. . . . My brother was 
often at the South Kensington Museum, and, in order to make some sort 
of secondary life for myself, I paid for a few lessons at the Art Schools. 
I was coming back from them this evening, when I saw the abomination 
of desolation walking alive down the long straight street and the rest 
is as this gentleman has said, 

“I’ve got only one thing to say. I don’t deserve to be helped; and I 
don’t question or complain of my punishment; it is just, it ought to have 
happened. But I still question, with bursting brains, how it can have 
happened. Am I punished by miracle? or how can anyone but Philip 
and myself know I gave him a tiny coin in the middle of the sea? 

“It is an extraordinary problem,” admitted Flambeau. 

“Not so extraordinary as the answer,’’remarked Father Brown, rather 
gloomily. “Miss Carstairs, will you be at home if we call at your F ulham 
place in an hour and a half hence?” 

The girl looked at him, and then rose and put her gloves on. “Yes, 
she said, “1*11 be there;” and almost instantly left the place. 

That night the detective and the priest were still talking of the matter 
as they drew near the Fulham house, a tenement strangely mean even 
for a temporary residence of the Carstairs family. 

“Of course the superficial, on reflection,” said Flambeau, “would 
think first of this Australian brother who’s been in trouble before, who s 
come back so suddenly and who’s just the man to have shabby con¬ 
federates. But I can’t see how he can come into the thing by any pro¬ 
cess of thought, unless-” 

“Well?” asked his companion patiently. 

Flambeau lowered his voice. “Unless the girl’s lover comes in, too, 
and he would be the blacker villain. The Australian chap did know that 
Hawker wanted the coin. But I can’t see how on earth he could know 
that Hawker had got it, unless Hawker signalled to him or his repre¬ 
sentative across the shorCv” 

“That is true,” assented the priest, with respect. 

“Have you noted another diing?” went on Flambeau eagerly; this 
Hawker hears his love insulted, but doesn’t strike till he s got to the soft 
sand-hills , where he can be victor in a mere sham-fight. If he d struck 
amid rocks and sea, he might have hurt his ally. 

“That is true again,” said Father Brown, nodding. 

“And now, take it from the start. It lies between few people, but at 
least three. You want one person for suicide; two people for murder; 
but at least three people for blackmail.” 

“Why?” asked the priest softly. 

“Well, obviously,” cried his friend, “there must be one to be exposed; 
one to threaten exposure; and one at least whom exposure would horrify* 
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After a long ruminant pause, the priest said: “You miss a logical 

step. Three persons are needed as ideas. Only two arc needed as 
agents/ 1 

“What can you mean?” asked the other. 

Why shouldn t a blackmailer/’ asked Brown, in a low voice, “threaten 
his victim with himself? Suppose a wife became a rigid teetotaller in 
order to frighten her husband into concealing his pub-frequenting, and 
(hen wrote him blackmailing letters in another hand, threatening to tell 
his wife! Why shouldn’t it work? Suppose a father orbade a son 
to gamble, and then, followihg him in a good disguise, threatened the 
ijov '■VIIh his own sham paternal strictness! Suppose—but here we are, 


my 



Flambeau 




J i actlve ngure ran clown the steps or the house and showed 1111 tier 
golden lamplight the unmistakable head that resembled the Roman 
1. “Miss Carstairs,” said Hawker without ceremony, “wouldn’t go 

111 trrvii s'**a ® 


- j -— . v.*vw irnmuwu, y\j U UUU l UlCail —- ‘ 

An active figure ran down the steps of the house and showed under 

he pnlnpn nli nrl-it- O 1 h 1 a L a. J .L . a._ I I 1 -t r\ 

coin 

in till you came. 

“Well,” observed Brown confidentially, “don’t you think it’s the best 
thing she can do to stop outside—with you to look after her? You see, I 
rather guess you have guessed it all yourself.” 

Yes,” said the young man, in an undertone, “I guessed on the sands 
and now I know; that was why I let him fall soft.” 

Taking a latchkey from the girl and the coin from Hawker, Flam- 

t»'. au let himself and his friend into the empty house and passed into the 

outer parlour. It was empty of all occupants but one. The man whom 

Father Brown had seen pass the tavern was standing against the wall 

as u at bay; unchanged, save that he had taken off his black coat and was 
wearing a brown dressing-gown. 

We have come,” said Father Brown politely, “to give back this 
com to its owner.” And he handed it to the man with the nose. 
Flambeau s eyes rolled. “Is this man a coin-collector?” he asked. 

is man is Mr. Arthur Carstairs,” said the priest positively, “and he 
is a coin-collector of a somewhat singular kind.” 

The man changed colour so horribly that the crooked nose stood out 
on his tact like a separate and comic thing. He spoke, nevertheless, with 

nT\ d *gnity. “You shall see, then,” he said, “that I have 

. s 1 e knuty qualities. * And he turned suddenly and strode into 
an inner room, slamming the door. 

Stop him!” shouted Father Brown, bounding and half falling over a 

t' r irii af T!, , Tf h or ?\ HambK ‘ u ^ thc a °“ °p™ But k 

doctot Jid pofec“ d Slkn “ Umbeau a “ OS! “ d Klc P honed for 

oft'MT' b0ttl f ky on the floor - Acro » the able the body 
I the man in the brown dressing-gown lay amid his burst and gaping 
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brown-paper parcels; oat of which poured and rolled, not Roman, 
but very modem English coins. 

ihe priest Held up the bronze head of Caesar. "This,” he said, "was all 
that was left of the Carstairs Collection.” 

After a silence he went on, with more than common gentleness: "It 
was a cruel will his wicked father made, and you see he did resent it a 
little. He hated the Roman money he had, and grew fonder of the real 
money denied him. He not only sold the Collection bit by bit, but sank 
bit by bit to the basest ways of making money—even to blackmailing 
his own family in a disguise. He blackmailed his brother from Australia 
for his little forgotten crime (that is why he took the cab to Wagga 
Wagga in Putney), he blackmailed his sister for the theft he alone could 
have noticed. And that, by the way, is why she had that supernatural 
guess when he was away on the sand-dunes. Mere figure and gait, how¬ 
ever distant, are more likely to remind us of somebody than a well- 
made-up face quite close.” 

There was another silence. "Well,” growled the detective, "and so 
this great numismatist and coin-collector was nothing but a vulgar 
miser.' 9 

"Is there so great a difference?” asked Father Brown, in the same strange, 
indulgent tone. "What is there wrong about a miser that is not often 
as wrong about a collector? What is wrong, except. . . thou shalt not 
make to thyself any graven image; thou shalt not bow down to them nor 
serve them, for I... but we must go and see how the poor young people 
are getting on.” 4 

“I think,” said Flambeau, "that, in spite of everything, they are 
probably getting on very well,” 


VII 

THE PURPLE WIG 

Mr. Edward Nutt, the industrious editor of the Daily Reformer , sat at 
his desk, opening letters and marking proofs to the merry tune of a type¬ 
writer, worked by a vigorous young lady. 

He was a stoutish, fair man, in his shirt-sleeves; his movements were 
resolute, his mouth firm and his tones final; but his round, rather babyish 
blue eyes had a bewildered and even wistful look that rather contradicted 
all this. Nor indeed was the expression altogether misleading. It might 
truly be said of him, as for many journalists in authority, that his most 
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familiar emotion was one of continuous fear; fear of libel actions W 
of lost advertisements, fear of misprints, fear if the sack * 

of dfe t'T er ' com P ro ™« between the proprietor 

(what was even worse) sincere enthusiasts for the “fee 

pendTdtemJ’,the wori “uw"',T “ r' b '“ ^ “ d a bI “ e 

bo^Elr^t^ 


tim^ 1 whatl^uun artich^or^thatrum^bushi^ss°of the £°°^ S Samc 
51 “^' • °,rDuke tf ^' S E Y 0f ^ 

in our line to JeSfe ^ " b 1““' 

story ,ha. will male trouble Md 1 I m on the track of a 

you°yo“don'! behe« kanldh^' ° H about J“a« I; and as for 

Pi? probably member wt^ 8 C niXI^ ^ k 8“ d . 

history—the poisoning of Overhnrv r ,u . ckest business in English 
and the quite mysterious terror Yu- k c** tt'Jtch s cat Frances Howard, 

the story goes 177 ri ed U P ^ ^ 

truth m a talk between the King and r CIUng , a [ tbe Whole heard the 
he heard grew large id mSom ^ ^ “ W " h which 

And though he had to be loaded wirK S0 , aw ^ u ^ was £ be secret, 

ancestor of dukes, the elf-shaped ear iTlll ^ and . goM ^ an 
you don’t believe in black marie- and if m the family. Well, 

copy. If a miracle happened in vour nffir ^° U m’J OU cou Wn’t use it for 

that there really P * t ™ the &*• f The p P oint is 

thing quite natural, I dare sav^ hut r. > Exmoor and his family; some- 
somehow, I fancy; either a svmkr^ 6 a , bl ! ormal - Anc} the Ear is in it 

thing. AnotherTr^rion 7 E ^ 0r — 

wear their hair long only to cover the eaFof'th/T ^7“ / bcgan to 
This also is no doubt fanciful. * ^ FSt ^ orc ^ Exmoor. 
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“The reason I point it out to you is this: It seems to me that we make a 
mistake in attacking aristocracy entirely for its champagne and diamonds. 
Most men rather admire the nobs for having a good time, but I think we 
surrender too much when we admit that aristocracy has made even the 
aristocrats happy. I suggest a series of articles pointing out how dreary, 
how inhuman, how downright diabolist, is the very smell and atmos¬ 
phere of some of these great houses. There are plenty of instances; but 
you couldn t begin with a better one than the Ear of the Eyres. By the 
end of the week I think I can get you the truth about it.—Yours ever, 
Francis Finn.” 

Mr. Nutt reflected a moment, staring at his left boot; then he called 
out in a strong, loud and entirely lifeless voice, in which every syllable 
sounded alike: “Miss Barlow, take down a letter to Mr. Finn, please. 


“Dear Finn, — I think it would do; copy should reach us second post 
Saturday.—Yours, E. Nutt.” 

This elaborate epistle he articulated as if it were all one word; and Miss 
Barlow rattled it down as if it were all one word. Then he took up an¬ 
other strip of proof and a blue pencil, and altered the word “supernatural 
to the word “marvellous,” and the expression “shoot down to the 
expression “repress.” 

In such happy, healthful activities did Mr. Nutt disport himself, until 
the ensuing Saturday found him at the same desk, dictating to the same 
typist, and using the same blue pencil on the first instalment of Mr* 
Finn’s revelations. The opening was a sound piece of slashing invective 
about the evil secrets of princes, and despair in the high places of die 
earth. Though written violently, it was in excellent English; but the 
editor, as usual, had given to somebody else the task of breaking it uj> 
into sub-headings, which were of a spicier sort, as “Peeress and Poisons, 
and “The Eerie Ear,” “The Eyres in their Eyrie,” and so on through a 

hundred happy changes. Then followed the legend of the Ear, amp ® 

from Finn’s first letter, and then the substance of his later discoveries, as 
follows: 


<« 


the beginning and call it a headline. 1 *nuw <^1 -o--' 

consists in saying ‘Lord Jones Dead’ to people who never knew tnat 
Lord Jones was alive. Your present correspondent thinks that this, nxe 
many other journalistic customs, is bad journalism; and that the at ? 

Reformer has to set a better example in such things. He proposes to te 

. He will use the real names ot tne 

z to confir m his testimony. As for 
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me Headlines, the sensational proclamations—they will come at the 
“I was walking dong a public path that threads through a private 

)t Vonihl “^orchard and seems to point towards Devonshire cider, when 

I came suddenly upon just such a place as the path suggested. It was 1 
long, low inn, consisting really of a cottage and two barns; thatched all 
over with the thatch that looks like brown and grey hair grown before 

outs.de most of the free English inns, before teetotallers and bre^n 

between them destroyed freedom. And at this table sat three gentlemen, 
who might have lived a hundred years ago. g ’ 

Now that I know them all better, there is no difficulty about dis- 

ohTfe\r p r siom; butjust then the y io ° ked ^ ^ ve ry 

three dimensions, and because he sat centrally in the length of die uble 
aong me, was a tall, fat man dressed completely in black with a rubi’ 

L^gTt r PlCCtlC V1Sage ’ but ", ratber bald and rather bothered brow 

kt gave me the sense of antiquity, except the antique cut of lul wh£ 
clerical necktie and the barred wrinkles across his brow. 

. , tW j cv r tT l less eas Y to fix the impression in the case of the man ar 
nghc «,d of the cable, who, to say £uth, was as commo„£rro ' n t 
as could be seen anywhere, with a round, brown-haired head h, 1 
round snub nose, but also clad in clerical black of a srteter cut h1 ‘ 
oJy When saw his broad curved hat lying 0 n\hl taUe beside ihm Z 

CarWic "ril, “ ^ ^nytlnng ancient. He was a Roman' 

Perhaps the third man at the other f*r»r! nf fr ui l j n 
“ *> "i* i< than the res., tLu^ he was trh ihif f l ""'S 

mTgrrlyT^tt^h'f ^ HiS ^ ^ mb! L i 

along, sallow aquiline'face !Lh sSlSwv Sfe 00 ”* h ' ^ 

S mo,rin^“Tof^ "ld rc r im r°^ 

have been d"k ISlrfS “ d <* ** (which ought to 
j”® 0 " ^ hh yeUow face, looked i^rple ,h“ T^The' 0 ' 1 : 
was alm^/mrruturally^ealdry'and^ mOK j n °r, Bbi ' be “ u! ' *“ Wr 

one or two lemons and two^hurchwarv^ d ' Pasluon ^ d ^ne-glasses, 
the old-world errand on which I had come PlpCS ab °’ perha P s * 

cmg a hardened reporter, and i. being apparently a public inn, I 
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did not need to summon much of my impudence to sit down at the long 
table and order some cider. The big man in black seemed very leameZ 
especially about local antiquities; the small man in black, though he 
talked much less, surprised me with a yet wider culture. So we got on 
very we together, but the third man, the old gentleman in the tight 

pantaloons, seemed rather distant and haughty, until I slid into the subject 
or^the Duke of Exmoor and his ancestry. 

I thought the subject seemed to embarrass the other two a little; but 
it broke the spell of the third man’s silence most successfully. Speaking 
with restraint and with the accent of a highly educated gentleman, and 
pu ing at intervals at his long churchwarden pipe, he proceeded to tell 
me some of the most horrible stories I have ever heard in my life: how 
one of the Eyres in the former ages had hanged his own father; and 
another had his wife scourged at the cart tail through the village; and 
another had set fire to a church full of children, and so on. 

Some of the tales, indeed, are not fit for public print; such as the story 
of the Scarlet Nuns, the abominable story of the Spotted Dog, or the 
thing that was done in the quarry. And all this red roll of impieties came 
from his thin, genteel lips rather primly t han otherwise, as he sat sipping 
the wine out of his tall, thin glass. 

I could see that the big man opposite me was trying, if anything, to 
stop him; but he evidently held the old gentleman in considerable 
respect, and could not venture to do so at all abruptly. And the little 
priest at the other end of the table, though free from any such air of 
embarrassment, looked steadily at the table, and seemed to listen to the 
recital with great pain—as well as he might. 

“ ‘You don’t seem,’ I said to the narrator, ‘to be very fond of the 
Exmoor pedigree.’ 

“He looked at me a moment, his lips still prim, but whitening and 
tightening; then he deliberately broke his long pipe and glass on the 
table and stood up, the very picture of a perfect gentleman with the 
flaming temper of a fiend. 

“ ‘These gentlemen,’ he said, ‘will tell you whether I have cause to 
like it. The curse of the Eyres of old has lain heavy on this country, and 
many have suffered from it. They know there are none who have 
suffered from it as I have/ And with that he crushed a piece of the fallen 
glass under his heel, and strode away among the green twilight of the 
Uvinkiing apple-trees. 

“ ‘That is an extraordinary old gentleman,’ I said to the other two; 

‘do you happen to know what the Exmoor family has done to him? 
Who is he?’ 

“The big man in black was staring at me with the wild air of a baffled 
bull; he did not at first seem to take it in. Then he said at last, Don t 
you know who he is?’ 
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/ reaffirmed m y jgnprancc, and there was another silence- then the 
httle pnest s.d, stall looking at the table, ‘That is the Duke of Exmoor’ 

quiedv but 5[h 1 C ° uld , Colle< ; t m y scattered ^nses, he added equally 

S the n T ' S air of re g ulanzu *g ^ings: ‘My friend here is Doctor 
.?!’ the , Duke s hbranan. My name is Brown ’ 

dukef^'tST^' * 1 *“ “ the Duke ' ** d « h 'all the old 

thev h C feally t0 b ^ eve / answered the priest called Brown ‘that 
‘That’s why he wears Twi^ ^ ^ ^ SOme irrclev ance, 

It was a few moments before his meaning dawned on me ‘You 
of it ofT u b e ab ? Ut the fanta5tic ear? ’ 1 demanded. ‘I’ve heard 
something much simpler Vve somerim “,P erstltl0us Y arn spun out of 

the sixteenth century.’ Y ed t0 Cf °P cnm mals' ears in 

‘but it k l 7 ,otil“ Xa^^Ti^ll 

“The big librarian had buried his big bald bmw in hie h- . , , 

like a man trying to think out his duty. ‘No ’ he groaned Yn A ^ vf’ 

even keep faith with him. He has been a tyrant to ™ ,° r 
else. Don t fancy because you see liim sitting simnl 1 ^ 0 . LVc Dhody 

a bod 'se y ;t° t o hS 7 “C’ 1 

But not a valet to brush hie nUeh » y ■ u pera-giasses- 

^Te'lb’ ' hC Vl1 " Wa °' t0 ^ Ws wigToo ^ * C “ 0 “ 
was^fcT^ ^ Ssrf «> 4f presence; be 

the whole world do everythin,; for l.i^' b . yo “ f c n 8 h '- He lets 
.mists on doing in a literd solkude hke IZIT AnvboT • ^t,' 1 ?' he 

room door.’ Wh ° 15 50 much 35 f °und near his dressing. 

“ ;He seems; a pleasant old party,’ I remarked. 

No, replied Dr. Mull quite simply ‘and vet th a r • • t 

He does, with sincereW td l^Tde ' j“ T'" 1 just «*. 
tometl,.^ he thinks it would blast the sob of nit t' FZt 
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so; and I know it is not a mere natural disfigurement, like a criminal 
mutilation, or a hereditary disproportion in the features. I know it is 
worse than that; because a man told me who was present at a scene that 
no man could invent, where a stronger man than any of us tried to defy 
the secret, and was scared away from it/ 

“I opened my mouth to speak, but Mull went on in oblivion of me, 
speaking out of the cavern of his hands. *1 don’t mind telling you, 
Father, because it’s really more defending the poor Duke than giving 
him away. Didn’t you ever hear of the time when he very nearly lost 
all the estates?’ 


4 ‘The priest shook his head; and the librarian proceeded to tell the tale 
as he had heard it from his predecessor in the same post, who had been his 
patron and instructor, and whom he seemed to trust implicitly. Up to a 
certain point it was a common enough tale of the decline of a great 
family’s fortunes—the tale of a family lawyer. This lawyer, however, 
had the sense to cheat honestly, if the expression explains itself Instead 
of using funds he held in trust, he took advantage of the Duke’s careless¬ 
ness to put the family in a financial hole, in which it might be necessary 

for the Duke to let him hold them in reality. 

“The lawyer’s name was Isaac Green, but the Duke always called him 
Elisha; presumably in reference to the lact that he was quite bald, though 
certainly not more than thirty. He had risen very rapidly, but from very 
dirty beginnings; being first a ‘nark’ or informer, and then a money¬ 
lender: but as solicitor to the Eyres he had the sense, as I say, to keep 
technically straight until he was ready to deal the final blow. The blow 
fell at dinner; and the old librarian said he should never forget the very 
look of the lamp-shades and the decanters, as the little lawyer, with a 
steady smile, proposed to the great landlord that they should halve the 
estates between them. The sequel certainly could not be overlooked; 
for the Duke, in dead silence, smashed a decanter on the man s bald head 
as suddenly as I had seen him smash the glass that day in the orchar t 
left a red triangular scar on the scalp, and the lawyer s eyes altered, but 


not his smile. 

“He rose tottering to his feet, and struck back as such men do strike. 
‘I am glad of that/ he said, ‘for now I can take the whole estate. The law 

will give it to me/ i 

“Exmoor, it seems, was white as ashes, but his eyes still blazed. c 

law will give it you,’ he said; but you will not take it. . . . W y 
Why? because it would mean the crack of doom for me, and if you take 
it I shall take off my wig . ... Why, you pitiful plucked fowl, anyone can 

see your bare head. But no man shall see mine and live. 

“Well, you may say what you like and make it mean what you c. 
But Mull swears it is the solemn fact that the lawyer, after shaking his 

knotted fists in the air for an instant, simply ran from the room an 

% 
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never reappeared in the countryside; and since then Exmoor has been 
feared more for a warlock than even for a landlord and a magistrate. 
Now Dr. Mull told his story with rather wild theatrical gestures, and 

'■'.} dl ! 1 ; 1 partisan. I was quite conscious of the possi¬ 

bility that the whole was the extravagance of an old braggart and gossip 

But before I end this half of my discoveries, I think it due to Dr. Mull to 
record that my two first inquiries have confirmed his story. I learned from 
an old apothecary in the village that there was a bald man in evening- 
dress, giving the name of Green, who came to him one night to have a 
three-cornered cut on his forehead plastered. And I learnt from the 
legal records and old newspapers that there was a lawsuit threatened and 
at least begun, by one Green against the Duke of Exmoor.” 


Mr. Nutt, of the Daily Reformer, wrote some highly incongruous words 

across the top of the copy, made some highly mysterious marks down the 

side of it, and called to Miss Barlow in the same loud, monotonous 
voice: Take down a letter to Mr. Finn. 


Dbak Finn,— Your copy will do, but I have had to headline it a bit* 
and our public would never stand a Romanist priest in the story— VO u 

must keep your eye on the suburbs. I’ve altered him to Mr Brown a 
Spiritualist. 

“Yours, 

“E. Nutt.” 


A day or two afterwards found the active and judicious editor exam- 
ining with blue eyes mat seemed to grow rounder and rounder the 

01 Mr Finn! •* ° f ■ wgh I*, it C 


I have made an astounding discovery. I freely confess it is Quite 
different from anything I expected to discover, and wiU rive a much 

that the words I now write will be read all over Europe and certariTv 

n n T* the 9 0l0nieS ‘ And y et I heard all I have to tell before 

I left this same little wooden table in this same little wood of apple trees 

I owe it all to the small priest Brown; he is an e^raordW m a n 
perhaps anxious about the storm in which his mysterious miter had 

was eyeing it with an odd pleasure. ? P hC ,Cm0nS and 

j f love, y colour a lemon is!’he said. ‘There’s nn , rk' t 

don t like about the Duke’s wig—the colour.’ 1 
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“ ‘I don’t think I understand,’ I answered. 

“ ‘l dare say he’s got good reason to cover his ears, like King Midas,’ 
went on the priest, with a cheerful simplicity which somehow seemed 
rather flippant under the circumstances. ‘I can quite understand that it's 
nicer to cover them with hair than with brass plates or leather flaps. 
But if he wants to use hair, why doesn’t he make it look like hair? There 
never was hair of that colour in this world. It looks more like a sunset- 
cloud coming through the wood. Why doesn’t he conceal the famil y 
curse better, if he’s really so ashamed of it? Shall I tell you? It’s because 
he isn’t ashamed of it. He’s proud of it.’ 

“ ‘It’s an ugly wig to be proud of—and an ugly story,’ I said. 

“ ‘Consider,’ replied this curious little man, ‘how you yourself really 
feel about such things. I don’t suggest you’re either more snobbish or 
more morbid than the rest of us: but don’t you feel in a vague way that a 
genuine old family curse is rather a fine thing to have? Would you be 
ashamed, wouldn’t you be a little proud, if the heir of the Glamis horror 
called you his friend? or if Byron’s family had confided, to you only, the 
evil adventures of their race? Don’t be too hard on the aristocrats them¬ 
selves if their heads are as weak as ours would be, and they arc snobs 
about their own sorrows.’ 


“ ‘By Jove!’ I cried; ‘and that’s true enough. My own mother’s family 
had a banshee; and, now I come to think of it, it has comforted me in 
many a cold hour.’ 

“ ‘And think,’ he went on, ‘of that stream of blood and poison that 
spurted from his thin lips the instant you so much as mentioned his 
ancestors. Why should he show every stranger over such a Chamber of 
Horrors unless he is proud of it? He doesn't conceal his wig, he docsn t 
conceal his blood, he doesn’t conceal his family curse, he doesn t con¬ 
ceal the family crimes —but -’ 

“The little man’s voice changed so suddenly, he shut his hand so sharply, 
and his eyes so rapidly grew rounder and brighter like a waking owl s, 
that it had all the abruptness of a small explosion on the table. 

“ ‘But,’ he ended, ‘he does really conceal his toilet.’ 

“It somehow completed the thrill of my fanciful nerves that at mat 
instant the Duke appeared again silently among the glimmering trees* 
with his soft foot and sunset-hued hair, coming round the corner of the 
house in company with his librarian. Before he came within earshot, 
Father Brown had added quite composedly, ‘Why does he really hide 
the secret of what he does with the purple wig? Because it isn t the sort 

of secret we suppose.’ , , 

“The Duke came round the comer and resumed his seat at the head oi 

the table with all his native dignity. The embarrassment of the librarian 
left him hovering on his hind legs, like a huge bear. The Duke addressc 
the priest with great seriousness. ‘Father Brown,’ he said, Doctor Mull 
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informs me that you have come here to make a request I no longer 

A°j‘ h ' re !! gi ° n ° f my fathm; but for their «a£s, 

«J?“; B “ 1 P resuln / y°“ would rather be heard m private.' ? 
atever 1 retain ol the gentleman made me stand up Whatever I 

G Pne ” H n m:ldc 3 momen 'arily detaining motion % * 

be 8h pre°ent'’“ aIo'iV T°“ many pe0 P lc as P ossibk should 

. impbre you to break. I wish we could hav? all DevoXe lleTo s« 

eyebrows - 

tsd ; 

like the shadows o^stms in a DO b oi n md S l gra ih legS .""iT und " him 

is^S5d i "--™=Sr.s= 

If T IT" y T’ f a,d th f Duke “ a voice of inhuman piry ‘I refuse 
you would lie shrieking at these feet of mine an -I h ^ t0 b i 3r a ° ne ’ 

- of ,^lt 0 d' SPel ' thCfim * 

KiousgrSem,oSmTe Sf'stood up hkel'^S mwt“IT"' 

the mystery of iniquity If the devil r^S! [ y by m y st ery, it is 

look at, 1(4 at it. If he savf some^i ^ ma $*6 » too fearful to 

you think some truth unbearable bearer 'V^ tCrnb c t0 bear » hear it. If 
nightmare now and here at this table.’ ^ ^ y ° UI GraCe to end 

ad by f which Jot^tvc'! 1 wliuld fcA T ^ f yo f W*™. and 
‘Take off your wie.’ b me and sa i d Father Brown. 



When 
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simply sprang on 
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him. For three long instants he strained against me as if he had all hell 
to help him; but I forced back his head until the hairy cap fell off it. I 
admit that, whilst wrestling, I shut my eyes as it felL 

“1 was awakened by a cry from Mull, who was also by this ‘time at the 
Duke’s side. His head and mine were both bending over the bald head 
of the wigless Duke. Then the silence was snapped by the librarian ex¬ 
claiming: ‘What can it mean? Why, the man had nothing to hide. His 
ears are just like everybody else’s.’ 

" ‘Yes/ said Father Brown, ‘that is what he had to hide/ 

"The priest walked straight up to him, but strangely enough did not 
even glance at his ears. He stared with an almost comical seriousness at 
his bald forehead, and pointed to a three-cornered cicatrice, long healed, 
but still discernible. ‘Mr. Green, I think/ he said politely, ‘and he did get 
the whole estate after all/ 

“And now let me tell the readers of the Daily Reformer what I think 
the most remarkable thing in the whole affair. This transformation 
scene, which will seem to you as wild and purple as a Persian fairy-tale, 
has been (except for my technical assault) strictly legal and constitutional 
from its first beginnings. This man with the odd scar and the ordinary 
ears is not an impostor. Though (in one sense) he wears another man s 
wig and claims another man’s ear, he has not stolen another man s 
coronet. He really is the one and only Duke of Exmoor. What hap¬ 
pened was this. The old Duke really had a slight malformation of the 
ear, which really was more or less hereditary. He really was morbid about 
it; and it is likely enough that he did invoke it as a kind of curse in the 
violent scene (which undoubtedly happened) in which he struck Green 
with the decanter. But the contest ended very differently. Green pressed 
his claim and got the estates; the dispossessed nobleman shot himself and 
died without issue. After a decent interval the beautiful English Govern¬ 
ment revived the ‘extinct’ peerage of Exmoor, and bestowed it, as is 
usual, on the most important person, the person who had got the property. 

“This man used the old feudal fables—probably, in bis snobbish soul, 
really envied and admired them. So that thousands of poor English 
people trembled before a mysterious chieftain with an ancient destiny 
and a diadem of evil stars—when they are really trembling before a 
guttersnipe who was a pettifogger and a pawnbroker not twelve years 
ago. I think it very typical of the real case against our aristocracy as it is, 
and as it will be till God sends us braver men.” 

Mr. Nutt put down the manuscript and called out with unusual 
sharpness: “Miss Barlow, please take down a letter to Mr. Finn: 

“Dear Finn,—Y ou must be mad; we can’t touch this. I wanted vam¬ 
pires and the bad old days and aristocracy hand-in-hand with super- 
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stition. They like that. But you must know the Exmoors would never 

\t/? 1V c- c- Andwhat w ° uld our P e °ple say then, I should like to know' 
Why, Sir Simon is one of Exmoor’s greatest pals; and it would ruin that 

cousin of the Eyres that s standing for us at Bradford. Besides old 

Soap-Suds was sick enough at not getting his peerage last year;’he’d 

nV™? lfI ° St llni 11 ^ such lunac y “ this. And what about 

Duney. He s doing us some rattling articles on ‘The Heel of the Nor¬ 
man. And how can he write about Normans if the man’s only a solici¬ 
tor? Do be reasonable.—Yours. 1 


41 


E. Nutt.” 


As Mm Barlow rattled away cheerfully, he crumpled up the copy and 
allv'and r '* lstc -P a P' r Meet; but not before he had, automatic- 
^WtaLr” “ °‘ ' “ ei1 dK WOrd “ God " 10 word 


VIII 

THE PERISHING OF THE PENDRAGONS 

Father Brown was in no mood for adventures. He had lately fallen ill 

W tZ'Z^nf When he ^ friend C£au 

a taken him on a cruise in a small yacht with Sir Cecil Fansbaw , 

young Cornish squire and an enthusiast for Cornish coast ™ ^u 

~ rf 1» « either grumbler Ss do™ “hit,ildU 

indicated a ik that ^ like mS w’SowST^^ 

fiver was the gate of Fairyland, he said “Yes ” He heard ^ 
important things and the most trivial wich <4, 6 1 , mosc 

$rSr h he ^o^ltaoSeT 

cT L 8 > nc s all nght, one eye winks, down she sinks M u j 
Flambeau sav to Famhaw a l* l ' uuwn sne sinKs. He heard 

both eyes o^aaSk 7^ Zlt l ^ P ,lot must k ^P 

y ° Ugh> U dldri 1 mcan this: it meant that wliile they saw two 
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of the coast-lights, one near and the other distant, exactly side by side, 
they were in the right river-channel; but that if one light was hidden 
behind the other, they were going on the rocks. He heard Fanshaw 
acd that his country was full of such quaint fables and idioms; it was the 
very home of romance; he even pitted this part of Cornwall against 
Devonshire, as a claimant to the laurels of Elizabethan seamanship. 
According to him there had been captains among these coves and islets 
compared with whom Drake was practically a landsman. He heard 
Flambeau laugh, and ask if, perhaps, the adventurous title of “West¬ 
ward Ho!” only meant that all Devonshire men wished they were 
living in Cornwall. He heard Fanshaw say there was no need to be 
silly; that not only had Cornish captains been heroes, but that they were 
heroes still: that near that very spot there was an old admiral, now 
retired, who was scarred by thrilling voyages full of adventures; and who 
had in his youth found the last group of eight Pacific Islands that was 
added to the chart of the world. This Cecil Fanshaw was, in person, of the 
kind that commonly urges such crude but pleasing enthusiasms; a very 
young man, light-haired, high-coloured, with an eager profile; with a 
boyish bravado of spirits, but an almost girlish delicacy or tint and type. 
The big shoulders, black brows and black mousquetaire swagger of Flam¬ 
beau were a great contrast. 

All these trivialities Brown heard and saw; but heard them as a tired 
man hears a tune in the railway wheels, or saw them as a sick man sees 
the pattern of his wall-paper. No one can calculate the turns of mood 
in convalescence: but Father Brown’s depression must have had a great 
deal to do with his mere unfamiliarity with the sea. For as the river- 
mouth narrowed like the neck of a bottle, and the water grew calmer 
and the air warmer and more earthly, he seemed to wake up and take 
notice like a baby. They had reached that phase just after sunset when 
air and water both look bright, but earth and all its growing things 
look almost black by comparison. About this particular evening, how¬ 
ever, there was something exceptional. It was one of those rare atmosp¬ 
heres in which a smoked-glass slide seems to have been slid away from 
etween us and Nature; so that even dark colours on that day look more 
gorgeous than bright colours on cloudier days. The trampled earth o 
the river-banks and the peaty stain in the pools did not look drab but 
glowing umber, and the dark woods astir in the breeze did not look, as 
usual, dim blue with mere depth or distance, but more like wind- 
tumbled masses of some vivid violet blossom. This magic clearness an 
intensity in the colours was further forced on Brown’s slowly reviving 
senses by something romantic and even secret in the very form or tne 
landscape. 

The river was still well wide and deep enough for a pleasure boat so 

a a aa /if it WSS 
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closing in on either hand; the woods seemed to be making broken and 

ying attempts at bridge-building—as if the boat were passing from t) 

romance of a valley to the romance of a hollow and so to the supreme 

romance of a tunnel. Beyond this mere look of things there was little 

or Brown s freshening fancy to feed on; he saw no human beings except 

some gipsies trailing along the river bank, with faggots and osiers cut in 

t e forest; and one sight no longer unconventional, but in such remote 

parts still uncommon: a dark-haired lady, bare-headed, and paddling 

er own canoe. If Father Brown ever attached any importance to either 

oi these, he certainly forgot them at the next turn of the river which 
brought in sight a singular object. 

The water seemed to widen and split, being cloven by the dark wedge 
of a fish-shaped and wooded islet. With the rate at which they went 
the islet seemed to swim towards them like a ship; a ship with a very 
high prow—or, to speak more strictly, a very high funnel. For at the 
extreme point nearest them stood up an odd-looking building, unlike 
anything they could remember or connect with any purpose. It was not 

ully hl S h > but * was too high for its breadth to be called anythin* 
but a tower. Yet it appeared to be built entirely of wood, and that in a 

most unequal and eccentric way. Some of the planks and beams were 
of good seasoned oak; some of such wood cut raw and recent; some 
again of white pinewood, and a great deal more of the same sort of 
wood painted black with tar. These black beams were set crooked or 
riss-cross at all kinds of angles, giving the whole a most patchy and puzz- 

dfent m S ° mething> 111(1 >' et We are certain 11 * something Try 
Father Brown, even when he was mystified, was clever in analysing his 

- if ~ - • rf "'o. or “ x 

e was sure he had seen timbers of different tints arranged like tint 

tirCrhe Janted'to 

fXncd, V 7 w 0 7 y a °co g m fo 0 mbl= fOr t ” that ’ ho ' w ''“ old- 

•he tow^Zt^adeo^or^ 
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“What on earth’s this?” said Flambeau, who was still staring at the 
tower. 

Fanshaw’s eyes were shining, and he spoke triumphantly. “Aha! 
you’ve not seen a place quite like this before, I fancy; that’s why I’ve 
brought you here, my friend. Now you shall see whether I exaggerate 
about the mariners ol Cornwall. This place belongs to Old Pendragon, 
whom we call the Admiral; though he retired before getting the rank. 
The spirit of Raleigh and Hawkins is a memory with the Devon folk; 
it’s a modern fact with the Pendragons. If Queen Elizabeth were to rise 
from the grave and come up this river in a gilded barge, she would be 
received by the Admiral in a house exactly such as she was accustomed to, 
in every corner and casement, in every panel on the wall or plate on the 
table. And she would find an English Captain still talking fiercely of 
fresh lands to be found in little ships, as much as if she had dined with 
Drake.’ ’ 

“She’d find a rum sort of thing in the garden,” said Father Brown, 
“which would not please her Renaissance eye. That Elizabethan domes¬ 
tic architecture is charming in its way; but it’s against the very nature 
of it to break out into turrets.” 

“And yet,” answered Fanshaw, “that’s die most,romantic and Eliza¬ 
bethan part of the business. It was built by the Pendragons in the very 

davs of the Spanish wars; and though it’s needed patching and even re¬ 
building for another reason, it’s always been rebuilt in the old way. 
The story goes that the lady of Sir Peter Pendragon built it in this place 
and to this height, because from the top you can just see the comer 
where vessels turn into the river mouth; and she wished to be the first 
to see her husband’s ship, as he sailed home from the Spanish Main*, 

“For what other reason,” asked Father Brown, “do you mean that it 

has been rebuilt?” 

“Oh, there’s a strange story about that, too,” said the young squire 
with relish. “You are really in a land of strange stories. King Art ur 
was here and Merlin and the fairies before him. The story goes that ir 
Peter Pendragon, who (I fear) had some of the faults of the pirates as 
well as the virtues of the sailor, was bringing home three Spanish gent e 
men in honourable captivity, intending to escort them to Bizabeth s 
court. But he was a man of flaming and tigerish temper, and coming 
to high words with one of them, he caught him by the throat an » 
him, by accident or design, into the sea. A second Spaniard, w o wa 
the brother of the first, instantly drew his sword and flew at Pendragon, 
and after a short but furious combat in which both got three woun s in 
as many minutes, Pendragon drove his blade through the other s o y 
and the second Spaniard was accounted for. As it happened the s ip a 
already turned into the river mouth and was close to comparative y 
shallow water. The third Spaniard sprang over the side of t e sup, 
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struck out for the shore, and was soon near enough to it to stand up to 
Ins waist m water. And turning again to face the ship, and holding up 
both arms to Heaven-like a prophet calling plagues upon a wicked 
city_h e called out to Pendragon in a piercing and terrible voice, that he 
at least was yet living, that he would go on living, that lie would live for 
ever, and that generation after generation the house of Pendragon should 
never see lnm or Ins, but should know by very certain signs that he and 
his vengeance were alive. With that he dived under the wave, and was 

° 1U ‘ swam so long under water that no hair of his head 

was seen afterwards. 

There s that girl m the canoe again,” said Flambeau irrelevantly for 

good-looking young women would call him off any topic. “She seems 
bothered by the queer tower just as we were.” 

Indeed the black-haired young lady was letting her canoe float slowly 

’ I 1 ' ? >- r ° n § 8 of cunosit Y on her oval and olfve face. 

the ' ^ S2K hansllaw impatiently; “there are plenty of 

hem m the world, but not many things like the Pendragon Tower * As 

you may easily suppose, plenty of superstitions and scandals have fol- 

lowed in the track of the Spaniard’s curse; and no doubt, as you would 

nected with it by rural credulity. But it is perfectly true that this tower 
1JS , ,u '' bl,int down two or ^me times; and the family can’t be called 

the same spot where Sir Peter threw the Spaniard overboard ’ 7 
What a pity! exclaimed Flambeau. “She’s going.” 

aske^Eathcr'llrowiI tdl >’ 0U tllis ^mily history?” 

the least intention of ext ^ ^ Can0e P atltllecl off > without showing 

;zr: zt;* ^ hcrc ' s ^ >*****■. u. ^ ss 

Brown, whether frorn’^mlre’tMc^'of d" d '| r 'll' ‘° W f’ lntl Fa ‘ 1 ’" 

for m some g r ^ ° f ' the riw (wKc 'ruled'aVve^har! 

entered'a wooded ' Seem f^ s ’ ngu ^ r| y improved in briskness. They 
as often Enclose" parks’or n'T” ”5 f “ CB ? f ’ thi ” Sreyish wood, such 

trees rjd ,o a„5 Kad ITt °T '^ ° f wh r' ch the 
giant. The tower, as they left it behind^Tookcd'aifthe n” ’ ° f ‘ 

tuch entrances are usually Banked by ,'wo rowers; ar^dTi toS 
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lopsided* But for this, the avenue had the usual appearance of the entrance 
to a gentleman’s grounds; and, being so curved that the house was now 
out of sight, somehow looked a much larger park than any plantation 
on such an island could really be* Father Brown was, perhaps, a little 
fanciful in his fatigue, but he almost thought the whole place must be 
growing larger, as things do in a nightmare. Anyhow, a mystical 
monotony was the only character of their march, until Fanshaw suddenly 
stopped, and pointed to something sticking out through the grey fence— 
something that looked at first rather like the imprisoned horn of some 
beast. Closer observation showed that it was a slightly curved blade of 
metal that shone faintly in the fading light. 

Flambeau, who like all Frenchmen had been a soldier, bent over it and 
said in a startled voice: “Why, it’s a sabre! I believe I know the sort, 
heavy and curved, but shorter than the cavalry; they used to have them 
in artillery and the-” 

As he spoke the blade plucked itself out of the crack it had made and 
came down again with a more ponderous slash, splitting the fissiparous 
fence to the bottom with a rending noise. Then it was pulled out again, 
flashed above the fence some feet farther along, and again split it half¬ 
way down with the first stroke; and after waggling a little to extricate 
itself (accompanied with curses in the darkness) split it down to the 
ground with a second. Then a kick of devilish energy sent the whole 
loosened square of thin wood flying into the pathway, and a great gap 
dark coppice gaped in the paling. # - 

Fanshaw peered into the dark opening and uttered an exclamation o 
astonishment. “My dear Admiral!” he exclaimed, “do you—er do you 
generally cut out a new front door whenever you want to go for a walk. 

The voice in the gloom swore again, and then broke into a jolly laugm 
“No,” it said; “I’ve really got to cut down this fence somehow, its 
spoiling all the plants, and no one else here can do it. But 111 only carve 
another bit off the front door, and then come out and welcome yon. 

And sure enough, he heaved up his weapon once more, and, hacking 
twice, brought aown another and similar strip of fence, making t ie 
opening about fourteen feet wide in all. Then through this larger l° reS ^ 
gateway he came out into the, evening light, with a chip of grey woo 

sticking to his sword-blade. . « 

He momentarily fulfilled all Fanshaw’s fable of an old piratical Admira , 
though the details seemed afterwards to decompose into accidents. ot 
instance, he wore a broad-brimmed hat as protection against the sun, 
but the front flap of it was turned up straight to the sky, and the two 
comers pulled down lower than the ears, so that it stood across his fore 
head in a crescent like the old cocked hat worn by Nelson. He wore an 
ordinary dark-blue jacket, with no tiling special about the buttons, ut 
the combination of it with white linen trousers somehow had a sailoris 
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look. He was tall and loose, and walked with a sort of swagger which 
was not a sailor s roll, and yet somehow suggested it; and he held in his 
land a short sabre which was like a navy cutlass, but about twice as big 

because it was not only clean-shaven, but without eyebrows. It seemed 
almost as if aU the hair had come off his face from his thrusting it through 
a rong o elements. His eyes were prominent and piercing. His colour 
was curiously attractive, while partly tropical; it remainded one vaguely 
of a blood-orange. That is, that while it was ruddy and sanguinllhe e 

^ n a figure so expressive of all the romances about ^countries of the 

When Fanshaw had presented his two friends to their host he fell 
again into a tone of rallying the latter about his wreckage of the fence and 

pTcc^ofTecessarvt The Admiral pooh-poohed it at first as a 

laughter ’ and he cried with a -- o1 

about to find some new Camtibal Islands, and you bad to stick on thl 
muddy little rockety m a sort of tustic pond. When I temembft ho “ 

I ve cut down a mile and a half of green poisonous jungle with , old 

£»“ co,lfou " dcd old bargii " “h' 1 " 1 “* 
wo”d s z s ,^ ;^orm«tfs d this timc su,ideid ,w ^ 

£ d w°a f „d presl'S the visits' dfd 'ot 

Of the house gave glimpses here and there of the colours of rTT 
flower-beds; and in a treeless space on one side of thl l" • rCm0Cer 

the river stood a tall brass tripod on which was tilr^ ? ,°P clli: )g u P on 
Just outside the steps of the P ^Torcht‘od" H 1 ^™ 

table, as if someone had just had tea there Thf* Panted green garden 

IWO of those half-featured lumps of stone wtlbhob For ey“ datte 
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said to be South Sea idols; and on the brown oak beam across the door¬ 
way were some confused carvings that looked almost as barbaric. 

As they passed indoors, the little cleric hopped suddenly on to the 
table, and standing on it peered unaffectedly through his spectacles at 
the mouldings in the oak. Admiral Pendragon looked very much aston¬ 
ished, though not particularly annoyed; while Fanshaw was so amused 
with what looked like a performing pigmy on his little stand, that he 
could not control his laughter. But Father Brown was not likely to 
notice either the laughter or the astonishment. 

He was gazing at three carved symbols, which, though very worn and 
obscure, seemed still to convey some sense to him. The first seemed to 
be the outline of some tower or other building, crowned with what 
looked like curly-pointed ribbons. The second was clearer: an old Eliza¬ 
bethan galley with decorative waves beneath it, but interrupted in the 
middle by a curious jagged rock, which was either a fault in the wood or 
some conventional representation of the water coming in. The third 
represented the upper half of a human figure, ending in an escalloped 
line like the waves; the face was rubbed and featureless, and both arms 


were held very stiffly up in the air. 

“Well,” muttered Father Brown, blinking, “here is the legend of the 
Spaniard plain enough. Here he is holding up his arms and cursing in the 
sea; and here are the two curses: the wrecked ship and the burning ot 
Pendragon Tower.” 

Pendragon shook his head with a kind of venerable amusement. 
“And how many other things might it not be?” he said. “Don t you know 
that that sort of half-man, like a half-lion or half-stag, is quite common m 
heraldry? Might not that line through the ship be one of those parti-per- 
pale lines, indented , I think they call it? And though the third thing isn t 
so very heraldic, it would be more heraldic to suppose it a tower crowne 

with laurel than with fire; and it looks just as like it. 

“But it seems rather odd,” said Flambeau, “that it should exactly con 

firm the old legend.” i 

“Ah,” replied the sceptical traveller, “but you don t know how muc 

of the old legend may have been made up from the old figures. Best es, 
it isn’t the only old legend. Fanshaw, here, who is fond of such t mgs, 
will tell you there arc other versions of the tale, and much more horn c 
ones. One story credits my unfortunate ancestor with having had the 
Spaniard cut in two; and that will fit the pretty picture also. Another 
obligingly credits our family with the possession of a tower tu 0 
snakes and explains those little, wriggly things in that way. An a t ur 
theory supposes the crooked line on the ship to be a conventiona izc 
thunderbolt; but that alone, if seriously examined, would show w lat 
very little way these unhappy coincidences really go. 

“Why, how do you mean?” asked Fanshaw. 
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1 ,. rr ’ „ : r , ^uuuy, mat mere was no thunder 

family^ 3 m ^ tW ° ° f ^ Uec shi P wreclcs 1 know of in our 

table^' Said Fath " Br0Wn ’ and J um P ed down from the little 

There was another silence in which they heard the continuous murmur 

of the river; then Fanshaw said, in a doubtful and perhaps disappointed 

tone: Then you don t think there is anything in the tales of the tower 
in names? 

‘■There are .he tale, of course,” said the Admiral, shrugging his 

shoulders; and some of them, I don't deny, on evidence as decent a! one 

ever gets for such things. Someone saw a blaze hereabout, don’t you 

know, as he walked home through a wood; someone keeping sheep on 

b iipl.iiKc, inland thought he saw a flame hovering over Pendragon 

Tower. Well, a damp dab of mud like tins confounded island seems the 
last place where one would think of fires.” 

“ What is that fire over .there?” asked Father Brown with a gentle 

1 1 ^ 1 * 1 T. ^ river-bank. They were 

all hrown a httle off their balance, and the more fanciful Fanshaw had 

even some difficulty in recovering his, as they saw a long, thin stream of 

Hue smoke ascending silently into the end of the evening light. 

Then Pendragon broke into a scornful laugh again. “Gipsies'” he 

said; they ve been camping about here for a week. Gentlemen you 

want your dinner, and he turned as if to enter the house. ’ Y 

But the antiquarian superstition in Fanshaw was still quivering and he 

what ' s tbt ^**-* 

“ids o„r~oe' % f”’' AJmirl1 ' laUghing " he kd tlK 

AJmost as he spoke, the butler, a lean man in black, with very black 

Mm ,t S ■>* ™ 

tsSc tTr “ n l UtiCa l “ ‘', ,c Clbin of a shi Pi b “ its note was 
deed, three antiquated cutlasses in a trophy over the fireplace and one 

a cuTy m>P ^ Tr “ ** skips' dottedabout 

I s !"' f “™it shells from the Paciflc, and several Zumentlt 

r u - ^ Ucer ln slu P e that savages might have used them either to kill 

££££ 

stmettve trick of analysing hdwn impre4o°»sS hi m ^t EX 
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and the little neat coat-tails of these bipeds had suggested the word 
“Canary,” and so by a mere pun connected them with southward 
travel. Towards the end of the dinner they took their yellow clothes and 
black faces out of the room, leaving only the black clothes and yellow 
face of the butler. 

“I’m rather sorry you take this so lightly,” said Fanshaw to the host; 
“for the truth is, I’ve brought these friends of mine with the idea of 
their helping you, as they know a good deal of these things. Don’t you 

really believe in the family story at all?” 

“I don’t believe in anything,” answered Pendragon very briskly, with 
a bright eye cocked at a red tropical bird. “I’m a man of science.” 

Rather to Flambeau’s surprise, his clerical friend, who seemed to have 
entirely woke up, took up the digression and talked natural history with 
his host with a flow of words and much unexpected information, until 
the dessert and decanters were set down and the last of the servants 
vanished. Then he said, without altering his tone. 

“Please don’t think me impertinent, Admiral Pendragon. I don t ask 
for curiosity, but really for my guidance and your convenience. Have I 
made a bad shot if I guess you don’t want these old things talked of before 

your butler?” , 

The Admiral lifted the hairless arches over his eyes and exclaimed. 
“Well, I don’t know where you got it, but the truth is I can’t stand the 
fellow, though I’ve no excuse for discharging a family servant. Fanshaw, 
with his fairy tales, would say my blood moved against men with t at 

black, Spanish-looking hair.” , , 

Flambeau struck the table with his heavy fist. “By Jove, he cned, 

“and so had that girl!” , , 

“I hope it’ll all end to-night,” continued the Admiral, when my 

nephew comes back safe from his ship. You looked surprised. You 
won’t understand, I suppose, unless I tell you the story. You see, y 
father had two sons; I remained a bachelor, but my elder brother married, 
and had a son who became a sailor like all the rest of us, and will cn 
the proper estate. Well, my father was a strange man; he somehow com¬ 
bined Fanshaw’s superstition with a good deal of my scepticism; tney 
were always fighting in him; and after my first voyages, he eve °P e _, 
notion which he thought somehow would settle fina y w ct er 
curse was truth or trash. If all the Pendragons sailed about anyhow, ne 
thought there would be too much chance of natural catastrophes 
prove anything. But if we went to sea one at a time in strict or er 
succession to the property, he thought it might show whether ar JY c0 , 
nected fate followed the family as a family. It was a silly notion, I thinx, 
and I quarrelled with my father pretty heartily; for I was an am ltiou 
man and was left to the last, coming, by succession, after my own ne- 

phew.” 
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sea 1 feaf” Ur ^ brother ’” said tbe P riest > vei T gently, “died at 

“Yes,” groaned the Admiral; “by one of those brutal accidents on 
which are built all die lying mythologies of mankind, they were both 
shipwrecked. My father, coming up this coast out of the Atlantic was 
washed up on these Cornish rocks. My brother’s ship was sunk, no one 

^v°er S foT,nd re, I 0 r n il *V° me fl °? TaSmania - His b °dy was 

other people besides Pendragons were drowned; and both disasters are 
is ussed in a normal way by navigators. But, of course, it set this forest 
o superstition on fire; and men saw the flaming tower everywhere 
That s why 1 say it will be all right when Walter returns. The li: 1 he’s 
engaged to was coming to-day; but I was so afraid of some change ■ 
fnghtenmg her that I wired her not to come till she heard from m e 
1 e s practically sure to be here some time tonight, and then it’d all 

bottle of this wine.” h ° ld when We crack a 

Very good wine,” said Father Brown, gravely lifting his glass “but 
as you see a very bad wine-bibber. I most sincerely beg vouf pa^on’’’ 
or he had spilt a small spot 01 wine on the table-cloth. § He drank and 
put down the glass with a composed face; but his hand had started at the 
exact moment when he became conscious of a face looking in through h' 
garden window just behind the Admiral-the face of a woman swSthv 

ha t L and eye$ ’ and y oun S- but like a mask of tragedy. Y ’ 
he said, Will you do me a favour? Let me, and my friends if theT hke 
bulness you’re an eVrSuCs^ that m my 

a ^° t the 

Here he swung roimd and fixed Father Bro^wTth a face of friehtf 1 

«™ at,0n - T1,ii busin “ ! is There is no curse^iUt 

Father Brown smiled. “In that case,” he said “there rWt 1 
ebjeeno” ,° my sleeping in your delightful summerW'" * ^ any 

onjhe'fi th = beating a tattoo 

tone, "includSg'spil'bg the it BrOWn m ** most sympathetic 

so easy about tfe Lnig 'twTas ,0“ ^ *“ “ 

sat cjitkeTull,''md’Sn h f'UP'' 7 1“ ^ ^ n! ™ ; but he 

wiic-D nc spoice again it was in a lower voice. “You do 



2 66 


THE FATHER BROWN STORIES 


it at your own peril/’ he said; “but wouldn’t you be an atheist to keep 
sane in all this devilry?” 


Some three hours afterwards Fanshaw, Flambeau and the priest were 
still dawdling about the garden in the dark; and it began to dawn on the 
other two that Father Brown had no intention of going to bed either in 
the tower or the house. 

“I think the lawn wants weeding/’ said he dreamily. “If I could find 
a spud or something I’d do it myself.” 

They followed him, laughing and half remonstrating; but he replied 
with the utmost solemnity, explaining to them, in a maddening little 
sermon, that one can always find some small occupation that is helpful 
to others. He did not find a spud; but he found an old broom made of 
twigs, with which he began energetically to brush the fallen leaves off 
the grass. 

“Always some little thing to be done/’he said with idiotic cheerfulness; 
“as George Herbert says: ‘Who sweeps an Admiral’s garden in Cornwall 
as for Thy laws makes that and the action fine.’ And now, he 
added, suddenly slinging the broom away, “let’s go and water the 

flowers.” 

With the same mixed emotions they watched him uncoil some con¬ 
siderable lengths of the large garden hose, saying with an air of wistful 
discrimination: “The red tulips- before the yellow, I think. Look a bit 
dry, don’t you think?” 

He turned the little tap on the instrument, and the water shot out 

straight and solid as a long rod of steel. ^ , 

“Look out, Samson,” cried Flambeau; “why, you’ve cut off the tu ip s 

head.” t . 

Father Brown stood ruefully contemplating the decapitated plant. 

“Mine does seem to be a rather kill or cure sort of watering, ^ 
admitted, scratching his head. “I suppose it’s a pity I didn t find the spu . 
You should have seen me with the spud! Talking of tools, you ve go 
that swordstick, Flambeau, you always carry? That s right, an , 

Cecil could have that sword the Admiral threw away by the fence here. 

How grey everything looks!” 

“The mist’s rising from the river,” said the staring Flambeau. 
Almost as he spoke the huge figure of the hairy gardener appeared on a 
higher ridge of the trenched and terraced lawn, hailing them with a 
brandished rake and a horribly bellowing voice. “Put down that hose, 

he shouted; “put down that hose and go to your- 

“l am fearfully clumsy,” replied the reverend gentleman weakly, 

“do you know, I upset some wine at dinner. He made a wavering a 
turn of apology towards the gardener, with the hose still spouting in _ 1S 
hand. The gardener caught the cold crash of the water full in his ace e 
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Sr b?ot to <hHT' baI1; stagscrcd ' slippcd and wcm s p raw ^ n g wi t h 

r ,d '«■** -<».«. * 

He stood with his head forward for a moment as if looking or listen- 

S’in I'hi then TlI ° ff ^ 3 tf0t t0Ward , S the towcr ’ sti11 ‘-4 the hose 
bchin : mm. The tower was quite close, but its outline was curiously 

Vour river mist,” he said, “has a rum smell.” 
can \ mean——’’** haS ’” ^ Fanshaw ’ who was vei T white. “But you 

nrJ;? ean ’ - Said Father Br0wn> “ that one of d,e Admiral’s scientific 
predictions is coming true to-night. This story is going to end in 

like a^irioanff * mostbcaiUlfu! rose -red light seemed to burst into blossom 

4 sria? with a crackl,nB and ra,,i, "8— 

My God! what is this?” cried Sir Cecil Fanshaw. 

I he sign of the flaming tower,” said Father Brown and sent the 
driving water from his hose into the heart of the red patch 

bedrejacula,edFansh>: “i« 

fe^toSh^iedt£'' tW ' thC 

"vihen m 1®"°” k ? d °* l tow “’". observed Father Brown; 

where else” '" S pC ° i)e ’ 11 a * wa y s bills people who are some- 

w '' h th ' 

Sr sr z~ s-rlrr “= 

B5 i',ii few ■'» - s?Srtr z it 

dfm «rden behtod t, “^'"8 torture. In rhe 

directions. When the priest heard the voice a“ernb e chi * °°‘ bn ' f 
his countenance. ’ 3 ternblc change came over 

flame 1 which^a'^begun Tv Tore'd^ ^ t0 ° k *“ Cye ° ff thc P atch of 

cornet of the e y e, the 
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about the island garden. He gave two brief directions to his friends. One 
was: “Knock these fellows down somehow and tie them up, whoever 
they arc; there's rope down by those faggots. They want to take away 
my nice hose/' The other was: “As soon as you get a chance, call out to 
that canoeing girl; she’s over on the bank with the gipsies. Ask her if 
they could get some buckets across and fill them from the river/’ Then 
lie closed his mouth and continued to water the new red flower as ruth¬ 


lessly as he had watered the red tulip. 

He never turned his head to look at the strange fight that followed be¬ 
tween the foes and friends of the mysterious fire. He almost felt the island 
shake when Flambeau collided with the huge gardener; he merely 
imagined how T it would whirl round them as they wrestled. He heard the 
crashing fall; and his friend’s gasp of triumph as he dashed on to the first 
negro; and the cries of both the blacks as Flambeau and Fanshaw bound 
them. Flambeau’s enormous strength more than redressed the odds in the 
fight, especially as the fourth man still hovered near the house, only a 
shadow and a voice. He heard also the water broken by the paddles of a 
canoe; the girl’s voice giving orders, the voices of gipsies answering and 
coming nearer, the plumping and sucking noise of empty buckets plunged 
into a full stream; and finally the sound of many feet around the fire. 
But all this was less to him than the fact that the red rent, which had 
lately once more increased, had once more slightly diminished. 

Then came a cry that very nearly made him turn his head. Flambeau 
and Fanshaw, now reinforced by some of the gipsies, had rushed after 
the mysterious man by the house; and he heard from the other end o 
the garden the Frenchman’s cry of horror and astonishment. It was 
echoed by a howl not to be called human, as the being broke from their 
hold and ran along the garden. Three times at least it raced round t e 
whole island, in a way that was as horrible as the chase of a lunatic, bot 
in the cries of the pursued and the ropes carried by the pursuers; but was 
more horrible still, because it somehow suggested one of the chasing 
games of children in a garden. Then, finding them closing in on every 
side, the figure sprang upon one of the higher river banks and lsa P 

peared with a splash into the dark and driving river. # 

“You can do no more, I fear/ 1 said Brown in a voice cold with pain. 
“He has been washed down to the rocks bv now,^ where he has sent so 

many others. He knew the use of a family legend. , 

“Oh, don’t talk in these parables,” cried Flambeau impatiently. Can 

you put it simply in words of one syllable? (< ( 

"Yes,” answered Brown, with his eVe on the hose. Bot eyes 

bright, she’s all right; one eye blinks, down she sinks. 

The fire hissed and shrieked more and more, like a strangled thing, as it 
grew narrower and narrower under the flood from the pipe and hue ets, 
but Father Brown still kept his eye on it as he went on speaking. 
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thought of asking tins young lady, if it were morning yet, to look 
through that telescope at the river mouth and the river. She might have 
aen something to interest her: the sign of the ship, or Mr. Walter Pen- 
dragon coming home, and perhaps even the sign of the half-man, for 

“; ce “ auil y sa [ e by now, he may very well have waded 
ashore. He has been within a shave of another shipwreck; and would 

never have escaped it, if the lady hadn’t had the sense to suspect the old 

Admirals telegram and come down to watch him. Don’t let’s talk 

about the old Admiral. Don’t let’s talk about anything. It’s enough to sav 

that whenever this tower, with its pitch and resin-wood, ready caught 

coalt Bgh?.ho U se n ” ,he h ° m °" ^ l0 ° ked * he twin t0 the 

And that, said Flambeau, “is how the father and brother died. The 
wicked uncle of the legends very nearly got his estate after all.” 

Father Brown did not answer; indeed, he did not speak again save for 

vach “A"" "7 TV 11 3 cabin of ,1 

enthusiastic crowd, come tramping up the river bank; and might (had he 
been moeed by romantic curiosities) have received the combined' thank! 

fatten ™ sh ‘ P a " d th ,' 8 lrl from ,l,e Buc his fatigue had 

£r,n d h ? T?' J and h ? onl >' star,cd Flambeao 

abmptly. told Inm he had dropped cigar-ash on Iris trousers. 

hut™ A n °’ C !^' ash ' t he said rather wearily. “That’s from the fire 
ut you don t think so because you’re all smoking cigars That’s just the 

way I got my first faint suspicion about the chart ” J 

shaw!° y ° U J,endra g° n ’ s chart of hi ^ Pacific islands?” asked Fan- 

‘ WeaSwirh TL'ft °( the c PaC ‘ fl , C Islands ’" answer cd Brown, 
rue a leather with a fossil and a bit of coral and everyone will think ir’c 

S't ; ' v d c f : 

S t riven” th0 “ 8ht “ ™ 2 “P of PadfK **«£ wS Eap „f 
“But how do you know?” asked Fanshaw. 

Merlh,^nd-l-^ ,C,k y ° U th ° Ugllt was llke a dra g° n , and the one like 

.ho„\hr y rr^x'^i camc ,v ' cried Fanshaw - “ w ' 

But'fSg hortbic his noX mT TA fdt ^’P 1 ? h “' b 'e. 
closed hiseyes. h g d ° W ‘ th n0t Seemg thm S s -” And he 
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“Do you think most men would have seen that?” asked Flambeau. 
He received no answer: Father Brown was asleep. 


IX 

THE GOD OF THE GONGS 

It was one of those chilly and empty afternoons in early winter, when the 
daylight is silver rather than gold and pewter rather than silver. If it was 
dreary in a hundred bleak offices and yawning drawing-rooms, it was 
drearier still along the edges of the flat Essex coast, where the monotony 
was the more inhuman for being broken at very long intervals by a 
lamp-post that looked less civilized than a tree, or a tree that looked 
more ugly than a lamp-post. A light fall of snow had half-melted into a 
few strips, also looking leaden rather than silver, when it had been fixed 
again by the seal of frost; no fresh snow had fallen, but a ribbon of the 
old snow ran along the very margin of the coast, so as to parallel the 
pale ribbon of the foam. 

The line of the sea looked frozen in the very vividness of its violet- 
blue, like the vein of a frozen finger. For miles and miles, forward and 
back, there was no breathing soul, save two pedestrians, walking at a 
brisk pace, though one had much longer legs and took much longer 
strides than the other. 

It did not seem a very appropriate place or time for a holiday, btrt 
Father Brown had few holidays, and had to take them when he could, 
and he always preferred, if possible, to take them in company with his o 
friend Flambeau, ex-criminal and ex-detective. The priest had had a 
fancy for visiting his old parish at Cobhole, and was going nort 
eastward along the coast. 

After walking a mile or two farther, they found that the shore was 
beginning to be formally embanked, so as to form something li e a 
parade; the ugly lamp-posts became less few and far between and more 
ornamental, though quite equally ugly. Half a mile farther on Fat er 
Brown was puzzled first by little labyrinths of flowerless flower-pots, 
covered with the low, flat, quiet-coloured plants that look less 1 e ^ 
garden than a tessellated pavement, between weak curly paths studde 
with scats with curly backs. He faintly sniffed the atmosphere of a certain 
sort of seaside town that he did not specially care about, and, looking 
ahead along the parade by the sea, he saw something that put the matter 
beyond a doubt. In the grey distance the big bandstand of a watering- 
place stood up like a giant mushroom with six legs. 
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1 ' /'pose,” said Father Brown, turning up his coat-collar and drawing 

a woollen scarf rather closer round his neck, “that we are approaching a 
pleasure resort. r 5 

I fear, answered I Pmbeau, “a pleasure resort to which few people 
just now have the pleasure of resorting. They try to revive these places 
m the winter, but it never succeeds except with Brighton and the old 

T% v be S f aW00d> 1 tllink - Lord Poolcy’s experiment; he had 

he Sicilian Singers down at Christmas, and there’s talk about holding 

one of the great glove-fights here. But they’ll have to chuck the rotten 
place into the sea; it s as dreary as a lost railway-carriage.” 

They had come under the big bandstand, and the priest was looking up 
1 with a curiosity that had something rather odd about it, his head a 
little on one side, like a birds. It was the conventional, rather tawdry 

,, md 0f for !ts P ur P ose: a flattened dome or canopy, gilt here and 

raiwl a h d 1 f Cd 7 S1 V ilend ? r P lHarS ° f P ainted wood - the whole being 

i h something artificial about the gold that haunted Flambeau as well 

t nd r h SOme . assoc : at ! on lie c °uld not capture, but winch he 
Knew was at once artistic and alien. 

t* VC g0t lt ’ b f Said i 3t laSt ' " It>s J a P ancse - It’s like those fanciful 
Japanese pants, where the snow on the mountain looks like sugar and 

1Wc 8 p 4» temple 8 ” “ ^ ° n 8"’8 crbrad - " >«b just like a 

Y y s “tl Father Brown. “Let’s have a look at the god ” And with 
platfornu " “ * ° f hira ' hc ho PP' J «P on to iS 

“Oh, very well,” said Flambeau, laughing- and the i ■ 

own tower, ng f lgllr visible on , J ^ ^““ llB 

st^ of st^f ve,% d l et ' nC 7r h t ight ' “ gavc in ,hosc lcwl wastes a 
“d ™'7 d ““ a « d grey copse; beyond ,Eat m 

M ,ooked dK - 

tomc'from U |Ir e<1 / brl,pt , ly M “ tttolamation behind him. It seemed to 
Ed h'7 l °T tl f 1 '™ glu l,avc be ™ “peeted, and to be ad- 
but be could haril ' b' T . tha11 m head - He instantly held out his hand 
other ,rlfm ' y b d p U “ Sh ' ng a ' wbat hc !aw - For some reason o’, 

Sri^ «; a E 
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charger. The face wore a disconcerted expression, as did, perhaps, that 
of St. John the Baptist. 

In a moment he began to laugh a little. “This wood must be rotten,” 
said Flambeau. 1 hough it seems odd it should bear me, and you go 
through die weak place. Let me help you out.” 

But the little priest was looking rather curiously at the corners and 

edges of the wood alleged to be rotten, and there was a sort of trouble on 
his brow. 

“Come along,” cried Flambeau impatiently, still with his big brown 
hand extended. “Don’t you want to get out?” 

The priest was holding a splinter of the broken wood between his 
finger and thumb, and did not immediately reply. At last he said thought¬ 
fully: “Want to get out? Why, no. I rather think I want to get in.” 
And he dived into the darkness under the wooden floor so abruptly as to 
knock off his big curved clerical hat and leave it lying on the boards 
above, without any clerical head in it. 

Flambeau looked once more inland and out to sea, and once more 
could see nothing but seas as wintry as the snow, and snows as level as 
the sea. 

There came a scurrying noise behind him, and the little priest came 
scrambling out of the hole faster than he had fallen in. His face was no 
longer disconcerted, but rather resolute, and, perhaps only through the 
reflections of the snow, a trifle paler than usual. 

“Well?” asked his tall friend. “Have you found the god of the 
temple?” 

“No,” answered Father Brown. “I have found what was sometimes 
more important. The Sacrifice.” 

“What the devil do you mean?” cried Flambeau, quite alarmed. 

Father Brown did not answer. He was staring, with a knot in his fore¬ 
head, at the landscape; and he suddenly pointed at it. “What s that house 

over there?” he asked. ' . 

Following his finger, Flambeau saw for the first time the comers of a 
building nearer than the farmhouse, but screened for the most part with 
a fringe of trees. It was not a large building, and stood well back fr 0 * 11 
the shore; but a glint of ornament on it suggested chat it was part oft e 
same watering-place scheme of decoration as the bandstand, the htt e 

gardens and the curly-backed iron seats. 

Father Brown jumped off the bandstand, his friend following; and as 
they walked in the direction indicated the trees fell away to right an 
left, and they saw a small, rather flashy hotel, such as is common in 
resorts—the hotel of the Saloon Bar rather than the Bar Parlour. Almost 
the whole frontage was of gilt plaster and figured glass, and between that 
grey seascape and the grey, witch-like trees, its gimcrack quality ha 
something spectral in its melancholy. They both felt vaguely that if any 
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food or drink were offered at such a hostelry, it would be the paste¬ 
board ham and empty mug of the pantomime. F 

’, h ° Wever ’ t] ?y 7 ere , not ^together confirmed. As they drew 
**** ■“*“ to P^ce they saw in front of the buffet, which was 

■qjh'irnt;, closed, one of the iron garden-seats with curly backs that had 

nfZ f h r gard D nS ’ but L ? Uch lon § er ’ runni »g almost the whole length 
ron age. Presumably, it was placed so that visitors might sit there 

si weatW BUt ° nC brdly CXpCCted t0 ^ anyone^doing kin 

0p C , !ie extreme end of the iron seat stood a 

dmo" h y ^f m Zb% ChMd ' d ’ “ d 8aZ1 " S 3t th ‘ Sea ^ ^ 

foulafef h-: T ght haV 5 bee n a Waxwork when the y were within . 

within three * A ’ J. um P^ d U P hke a jack-in-the-box when they came 
“Will vrm J ■ S j' d m a dePerentla l> though not undignified, manner: 

1 have n ° staff at p “- b - 1 - ^ 

JOZ* ° b j^f d ’ , sa ' d Flambeau. ‘So you are the proprietor?” 
manner ^ dark ma n dro PP in g ba ck a little into his motionless 
theTL U Y Wa u terS are a11 Ital T- y° u see > and I thought it only fair 

offafeS r 8feat % ^ Malv0H and Ni ^ er Ne ^ is COm ing 


I m afraid we can’t wait to trouble your hospitality seriously ” said 
Father Brown. “But my friend would be glad of a glass oTsherr’v ’m 
sure to keep out the cold and drink success to the Latin champion ” 

e least. He could only say amiably: “Oh, thank you very much ” 

me if T 7r Sir ~ Certaial y- sa ^ their host, turning to his hostel “Excuse 
me if I detain you a few minutes. As I told you, I have no staff—” 

inn 6 WCnt tOWar s tbe black wmdows of his shuttered and unlighted 

relmm Ieally matter/ ' be S an Flambeau > bu t the man turned to 

“I have the keys,” he said. “I could find my way in the dark ” 
didn t mean- began Father Brown. 

boweirof"^^*? u y a J be ‘ 1 °T ng buman voice that came out of the 
Sv k,, e “,r hlb “ e , d h 0 "'- I< thundered some foreign name 

towards it thanlie' hid d' 'i' C H*"'l pro P ri f or movcd mor<: sharply 

truth. ButZ^Fambet ‘j i n af "L r> "“l™ 8 but thc hteral 

flambeau and Father Brown have often confessed that, 
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in ail their (often outrageous) adventures, nothing had so chilled their 

blood as that voice of an ogre, sounding suddenly out of a silent and 
empty inn. 

y cook! cried the proprietor hastily. “I had forgotten my cook 
He will be starting presently. Sherry, sir?” 

And, sure enough, there appeared in the doorway a big white bulk 
with white cap and white apron, as befits a cook, but with the needless 
emphasis of a black face. Flambeau had often heard that negroes made 
good cooks. But somehow something in the contrast of colour and caste 
increased his surprise that the hotel proprietor should answer the call of 
the cook, and not the cook the call of the proprietor. But he reflected 
that head cooks are proverbially arrogant; and, besides, the host had come 
back with the sherry, and that was the great thing. 

“I rather wonder,” said Father Brown, “that there are so few people 
about the beach, when this big fight is coming on after all. We only met 
one man for miles.” 

The hotel proprietor shrugged his shoulders. “They come from the 
other end of the town, you see—from the station, three miles from here. 
They are only interested in the sport, and will stop in hotels for the night 
only. After all, it is hardly weather for basking on the shore/* 

“Or on the seat,” said Flambeau, and pointed to the little table. 

“I have to keep a look-out,” said the man with the motionless face. He 
was a quiet, well-featured fellow, rather sallow; his dark clothes had 
nothing distinctive about them, except that his black necktie was worn 
rather high, like a stock, and secured by a gold pin with some grotesque 
head to it. Nor was there anything notable in the face, except something 
that was probably a mere nervous trick—a habit of opening one eye 
more narrowly than the other, giving the impression that the other was 
larger, or was, perhaps, artificial. 

The silence that ensued was broken by their host saying quietly: 
“Whereabouts did you meet the one man on your march?” 

“Curiously enough,” answered the priest, “close by here— just by that 
bandstand.” 

Flambeau, who had sat on the long iron seat to finish his sherry, put 
it down and rose to his feet, staring at his friend in amazement. He opened 
his mouth to speak, and then shut it again. 

“Curious,” said the dark-haired man thoughtfully. “What was he 

like?” 

“It was rather dark when I saw him,” began Father Brown, but he 


was 


J > 


As has been said, the hotel-keeper can be proved to have told the 
precise truth. His phrase that the cook was starting presently was ful¬ 
filled to the letter, for the cook came out, pulling his gloves on, even as 
they spoke. 
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But he was a very different figure from the coni used mass of white and 

j, th f5 h , ad a PP eared an instant in the doorway. He was buttoned 
and buckled up lo ins bursting eyeballs in the most brilliant fashion. A 
tall black hat was tilted 011 his broad black head—a hat of the sort that the 
trench wit has compared to eight mirrors. But somehow the black man 
was hke the black hat. He also was black, and yet his glossy skin flung 
ac t e lght at eight angles or more. It is needless to say that he wore 
white spats and a white slip inside his waistcoat. The red flower stood ut> 
in his buttonhole agressively, as if it had suddenly grown there. And in 
the way he earned his cane in one hand and his cigar in the other there 
was a certain attitude—an attitude we must always remember when we 
^11 0 prejudices, something innocent and insolent—the cake 

iookins afKr Km - ' Tm um sur P rised 

I am never surprised, said Father Brown, “at any work of hell. But 
as I was saying, he resumed, as the negro, still ostentatiously pulling on 

his yellow gloves betook himself briskly towards the watenng-place, a 

slvhlT S1C n l - n gUre . ag L mt that S re y and frost y scene—“as I was 

a d rtU f°u- n j °? an ver Y m fnutely, but he had a flourish 

and old-fashioned whiskers and moustachios, dark or dyed, as in the 

p ures o oreign financiers, round his neck was wrapped a long purple 

scarf out m t , ie wind ,, hc walked gj P a “ £ 

saferv n'* S C t ^ iat Iulrscs hx c hildren’s comforters with a 

notTsaffty pm y ’’ US ’ ^ 16 priCSt ’ gaZmg plaCldl y 0ut t0 sea - “ was 

,.. 1 llL N mal V SlUin g 0n the lon e iron bench w ^s also gazing placidly out to 
one ofdT ^ Wa$ ° nCe m ,? re , m rCp ° Se ’ Flambcau f elt quite certain that 

opened ai^T ^ !l r ^ er dlan tbe ot her. Both were now well 

P “hia C ,° Uld ah " ost fanc y ** left eye grew larger as he gazed. 

somc ,, !] illin* 7 ” 0 " 8 g ° d Tl ^ had the Carved head °P a monkey or 

w 4e w^ 6 * • C ° mmUcd J the f eriC ,’ aJld k was ^d in a rather odd 
way—he wore pince-nez and a broad black_” 

head m^ilTav C °, lldnUed j° ^ azc at tlie sea, and the eyes in his 

went ofVliXtt ‘ W0 Th “ hC m “ dc 3 mOVC - 

de!dtnhkT n him * and in tllat fla sh might have fallen 

were ^ ^ 1 ? ad , n ° WCa P 0n ’ but llls l a rge brown hands 

altered thl °v! the end of , the lon g iron seat. His shoulders abruptly 
head like S1 i a P e ’ and be bcavcd dle whole huge tiling high over his 

vhinfmen m f V ° kcd J' k ? a '° ng iron laddcr b y^ which he was^n- 

cvenine light *1 ” 1 ^ 1C St f fS ' ' but tbe l° n 8 shadow, in the level 

g hglit, looked like a giant brandishing die Eiffel Tower. It was 
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the shock of that shadow, before the shock of the iron crash, that made the 
stranger quail and dodge, and then dart into his inn, leaving the flat and 
shining dagger he had dropped exactly where it had fallen. 

We must get away from here instantly,’’ cried Flambeau, flinging the 
huge seat away with furious indifference on the beach. He caught the 
little priest by the elbow and ran him down a grey perspective of barren 
back garden, at the end of which there was a closed back garden door. 
Flambeau bent over it an instant in violent silence, and then said: “The 
door is locked.” 

As he spoke a black feather from one of the ornamental firs fell, brush¬ 
ing the brim of his hat. It startled him more than the small and distant 
detonation that had come just before. Then came another distant deton¬ 
ation, and the door he was trying to open shook under the bullet buried 
in it. Flambeau’s shoulders again filled out and altered suddenly. Three 
hinges and a lock burst at the same instant, and he went out into the 
empty path behind, carrying the great garden door with him, as Samson 
carried the gates of Gaza. 

Then he flung the garden door over the garden wall, just as a third 
shot picked up a spurt of snow and dust behind his heel Without 
ceremony he snatched up the little priest, slung him astraddle on his 
shoulders, and went racing towards Seawood as fast as his long legs could 
carry him. It was not until nearly two miles farther on that he set his small 
companion down. It had hardly been a dignified escape, in spite of the 
classic model of Anchises, but Father Brown’s face only wore a broad 



gnn. 

“ Well,” said Flambeau, after an impatient silence, as they resume 
more conventional tramp through the streets on the edge of the town, 
where no outrage need be feared, “I don’t know what all this means, but I 
take it I may trust my own eyes that you never met the man you have so 
accurately described.” 

“I did meet him in a way,” Brown said, biting his finger rather ner¬ 
vously—“I did really. And it was too dark to see him properly, because it 
was under that bandstand affair. But I’m afraid I didn’t describe him so 
very accurately after all, for his pince-nez was broken under him, and tne 
long gold pin wasn’t stuck through his purple scarf but through his 
heart/ ’ 

“And I suppose,” said the other in a lower voice, “that glass-eyed guy 
had something to do with it.” , , 

“I had hoped he had only a little,” answered Brown in a rather troubled 
voice, “and I may have been wrong in what I did. I acted on impulse. 
But I fear this business has deep roots and dark.” 

They walked on through some streets in silence. The yellow lamps 
were beginning to be lit in the cold blue twilight, and they were evi¬ 
dently approaching the more central parts of the town. Highly coloured 
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bills announcing the glove-fight between Nigger Ned and Malvoli were 
slapped about the walls. 

Well, said Flambeau, “I never murdered anyone, even in mv 
criminal days, but I can almost sympathize with anyone doing it in such a 
n place. Of all God-forsaken dustbins of Nature, I think the most 
eart-brcakmg are places like that bandstand, that were meant to be 
estive and are forlorn I can fancy a morbid man feeling he must kill his 
rival in the solitude and irony of such a scene. I remember once taking a 
tramp m your glorious Surrey hills, thinking of nothing but gone and 
skylarks, when I came out on a vast circle of land, and over me lifted a 
vast voiceless structure, tier above tier of seats, as huge as a Roman 
amphitheatre and as empty as a new letter-rack. A bird sailed in heaven 

ever h h W “ *£* Gran< ? at E P SOm ‘ And 1 fe,c that no one would 
ever be happy there again. 

Its odd you should mention Epsom,” said the priest. “Do you 
i p-ember what was called the Sutton Mystery, because two suspected 
ice-cream men, I think—happened to live at Sutton? They were 

r3 U rSV A A T, ° Und stran § !ed > ic W3 ssaid, on the Downs 

fri^d If - Pa f l I 3 faCt ’r (fr0m an Irish Policeman who is a 

fnend of mine) that he was found close up to the E;,som Grand Stand- 

ni^fact, only hidden by one of the lower doors being pushed 

rW T,U l iS ? Ueer ’” T entC , d Flambeau - ‘‘But it rather confirms my view 
that such pleasure places look awfully lonely out of season, or the man 
wouldn t have been murdered there.” 

I m not so sure he-” began Brown, and stopped. 

Not so sure he was murdered?” queried his companion. 

priesJ°^h S !l re ^ IT ^n rd - red ° Ut L ° f the SeaSOn ’” answered the little 

IT Za wfl? be 0nel y ? T «ry seldom a man is ^ 

af . ' K ,°> 1 tlun k tbef e must be some other- Why here we are 

a the Pavilion or Palace, or whatever they call it.” 

nrinrfn ,k ■, on 3 sma11 square, brilliantly lighted, of which the 

X S r gilding, gaudy with -d flawed 

I' ! 0 ,! " photographs of Malvoli and Nigger Ned. 

stn,£h * T , Han ? beaU in great sur P rise > « his clerical friend stumped 
hobby. Are you going to see the fight?” 7 

TlievnJ^ th jT be ,_ any flght >” re P lied F3ther Brown. 

througJthe h5 P If ^ T" r °° mS: they P^sed 

numeral* . °f, COmbat ltse |P. raised, roped, and padded with in- 

e sea and boxes, and still the cleric did not look round or pause 
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till he came to a clerk at a desk outside a door marked “Committee.” 
There he stopped and asked to see Lord Pooley. 

The attendant observed that his lordship was very busy, as the fight 
was coming on soon, but Father Brown had a good-tempered tedium 
of reiteration for which the official mind is generally not prepared. In a 
few moments the rather baffled Flambeau found himself in the presence 
of'a man who was still shouting directions to another man going out of 

the room. “Be careful, you know, about the ropes after the fourth- 

Well, and what do you want, I wonder!” 

Lord Pooley was a gentleman, and, like most of the few remaining to 
our race, was worried—especially about money. He was half grey and 
half flaxen, and he had the eyes of fever and a high-bridged, frost-bitten 


nose. 


“Only a word,” said Father Brown. “I have come to prevent a man 
being killed.” 

Lord Pooley bounded off his chair as if a spring had flung him from 
it. “I’m damned if I’ll stand any more of this!” he cried. “You and your 
committees and parsons and petitions! Weren’t there parsons in the old 
days, when they fought without gloves? Now they’re fighting with the 
regulation gloves, and there’s not the rag of a possibility of either of the 
boxers being killed.” 

“I didn’t mean either of the boxers,” said the little priest. 

“Well, well, well!” said the nobleman, with a touch of frosty humour. 
“Who’s going to be killed? The referee?” 

“I don’t know who’s going to be killed,” replied Father Brown, with 
a reflective stare. “If I did I shouldn’t have to spoil your pleasure. I could 
simply get him to escape. I never could see anything wrong about prize¬ 
fights. As it is, I must ask you to announce that the fight is off for the 

present. 

“Anything else?” jeered the gentleman with feverish eyes. “And what 
do you say to the two thousand people who have come to see 

it?” 

“I say there will be one thousand nine hundred and ninety-nine or 
them left alive when they have seen it,” said Father Brown, 

Lord Pooley looked at Flambeau. “Is your friend mad?” he asked. 

“Far from it,” was the reply. 

“And look here,” resumed Pooley in his restless way, “it s worse than 
that. A whole pack of Italians have turned up to back Malvoli—swarthy, 
savage fellows of some country, anyhow. You know what these Medi¬ 
terranean races are like. If I send out word that it’s off we shall have 
Malvoli storming in here at the head of a whole Corsican clan. 

“My lord, it is a matter of life and death, ” said the priest. Ring your 
bell. Give your message. And sec whether it is Malvoli who answers. 

The nobleman struck the bell on the table with an odd air of new 
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curiosity. He said to the clerk who appeared almost instantly in the 

doorway: I have a serious announcement to make to the audience 

shortly Meanwhile, would you kindly tell the two champions that the 
fight will have to be put off. 

The derk stared lor some seconds as if at a demon and vanished. 

r ., at a «^? nty 1 ? a y e >' ou Por w ' ut you say?” asked Lord Pooley 
abruptly. Whom did you consult?” ^ 

I consulted a bandstand,” said Father Brown, scratching his head 

But, no, I m wrong; I consulted a book, too. I picked it up on a book- 
m London — very cheap, too.” 

He had taken out of his pocket a small, stout, leather-bound volume 
and -lambeau, looking over his shoulder, could see that it was some book 
«?« , ravc s ’ ^ lac ^ 3 * eap turned down for reference 

reading alouth f ° rm * V ‘’° d °°-'" ^thet Brown, 

“In which what?” inquired his lordship. 

‘‘‘In which Voodoo,’” repeated the reader, almost with relish, “ ‘is 
idely organized outside Jamaica itself is in the form known as the 
onkey, or the God of the Gongs, which is powerful in many parts of 

1 ^ ntin l ntS ’ specially among half-breeds, many of 

om look exactly like white men. It differs from most other forms of 
devil-worship and human sacrifice in the fact that the blood is not shed 
formally on the altar, but by a sort of assassination among the crowd. 

V e 8 0n g s k eat with a deafening din as the doors of the shrine open and 

be monkey-god is revealed; almost the whole congregation rivet 
ecstatic eyes on him. But after——’ M 

fr l he , d ° 0r °[ the ro L °^ was flung open, and the fashionable negro stood 

& “H M-M S Cyeba ! ls l 0111 " 5, h , 1S silk hat stiH insolently tilted on his 
tfr; 5 uh - h , e cr,e f showmg his apish teeth. “What this? Huh' 
Huh You steal a coloured gentleman’s prize-prize his already-yo’ 
think yo jes* save that white ’Talian trash—” * } 

The matter is only deferred,” said the nobleman quietly. “I will be 
with you to explain in a minute or two ” 7 

t Who you to—” shouted Nigger Ned, beginning to storm. 

“I an/tl 113 ™ 1$ P °° Cy ’ rCphed tk ° ther> with 3 cr editable coolness, 
room” C ° r ^ aiuzm S se cretary, and I advise you just now to leave the 

prilTdb<£u!y 0W? ” dCmanded thC dark Champi ° n ’ P ° intin S C ° Ae 

leav^ the Country r ” Wn,M ^ ^ rCply ' <<And 1 adv ' Se y ou J ust now to 
thc^tr^f" n'I'"'L t0 ° d g, J ar i ng for a few scconc,s > and then, rather to 

tr d the others ' strodc ° ut ' scndi " 6 ,hc “ 
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Wei], asked Father Brown, rubbing his dusty hair up, “what do you 
think of Leonardo da Vinci? A beautiful Italian head ” 

Look here, said Lord Pooley, I ve taken a considerable respon¬ 
sibility on your bare word. I think you ought to tell me more about 

1 • >) * o 

tins. 

‘ You are quite right, my lord/’ answered Brown. “And it wont 
take long to tell. He put the little leather book in his overcoat pocket. 

I think we know all that this can tell us, but you shall look at it to see 
if I m right. That negro who has just swaggered out is one of the most 
dangerous men on earth, for he has the brains of a European, with the 
instincts of a cannibal. He has turned what was clean, common-sense 
butchery among his fellow-barbarians into a very modem and scientific 
secret society of assassins. He doesn’t know I know it, nor, for the 
matter of that, that I can’t prove it.” 

There was a silence, and the little man went on. 

But if I want to murder somebody, will it really be the best plan to 
make sure I’m alone with him?” 

Lord Pooley s eyes recovered their frosty twinkle as he looked at the 
little clergyman. He only said: “If you want to murder soiliebody, I 
should advise it.” 

Father Brown shook his head, like a murderer of much riper ex¬ 
perience. “So Flambeau said,” he replied, with a sigh. “But consider. 
The more a man feels lonely the less he can be sure he is alone. It must 
mean empty spaces round him, and they are just what make him obvious. 
Have you never seen one ploughman from the heights, or one shepherd 
from the valleys? Have you never walked along a cliff, and seen one man 
walking along the sands? Didn’t you know when he’d killed a crab, and 
wouldn’t you have known if it had been a creditor? No! No! No! 
For an intelligent murderer, such as you or I might be, it is an impossible 
plan to make sure that nobody is looking at you.” 

“But what other plan is there?” 

“There is only one,” said the priest. “To make sure that everybody is 
looking at something else. A man is throttled close by the big stand at 
Epsom. Anybody might have seen it done while the stand stood empty 
any tramp under the hedges or motorist among the hills. But nobody 
would have seen it when the stand was crowded and the whole ring 
roaring, when the favourite was coming in first—or wasn’t. The twisting 
of a neck-cloth, the thrusting of a body behind a door could be done ui 
an instant—so long as it was that instant. It was the same, of course, he 
continued turning to Flambeau, “with that poor fellow under the band¬ 
stand. He was dropped through the hole (it wasn’t an accidental hole) 
just at some very dramatic moment of the entertainment, when the bow 
of some great violinist or the voice of some great singer opened or came 
to its climax. And here, of course, when the knock-out blow came—it 
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would not be the only one. That is the little trick Nigger Ned has 
adopted from his old God of Gongs.” 

^By theway.MaK'oli-” Pooley began. 

Malvoh said the priest, ‘‘has nothing to do with it. I dare say he 
has some Italians with him, but our amiable friends are not Italians They 
are octoroons and African half-bloods of various shades, but I fear we 
nglish think all foreigners are much the same so long as they are dark 
f dirty. Alio, he added, with a smile, fear the English decLe Z 

religion and that which blooms out of Voodoo.” y y 

fj 1 ',' blare . ° f ‘ llc s P r ' n e season bad burst upon Seawood, littering its 
foreshore with families and bathing-machines, with nomadic prefers 

"fm 'T®' 15 - be c fC ' c e two fricnds saw igiin, and long before 
d e storm of pursuit after the strange secret society had died away. 

on every hand the secret of their purpose perished with them 
SweThis 1, W “ 1°^ drif ‘“‘S <be sea like so mu“h 

Zt or » tkC 8 “T ti,e , mo » n 'L N ' Sgcr Ned hld been overtaken a 
hand The 1 y ’ andmi ' rdcrcd ‘ brce P olicem ™ with his closed left 
got awav Z'T" 8 ° fflC " T sur P ris ed—nay, pained-and the negro 

bp / tCd . t0 ext , ra ? r dinary inquisitions, made to scrub their faces 

b a S S o°f n „ SWP ' “i f " ch com plcxion were made up 
soecial r! I f 8rea T pa1 ^' Every ne S ro in England was put under 
no mrt C f U atl0I ! s and ma< ^ c t0 report himself; the outgoing ships would 

how f 16 f 1 r C j 3 ^ Cn 3 n ,' 8ger llian a basibsb - For people had found out 
and bvM 1 and f d Sllent Was the for « of the^savage secret societv 

Parapet in A Lrii Fal ‘' Cr Br ° W " WCre '“"‘nfi on the parade 

meant in stodand' “ m ' am E " gl “ d almost what hc °«' 

hi£ m “ b ' S , tiU in 1; "8'“d,’'observed Flambeau, "and horridly weU 

wEed ^ 2? ^ haVC f ° Und bim at tb = P°“ ^ be had V only 

^' d " ! ™iiist“ er Brown apol ° 8edcal1 ^ 

Well, bm what would he do?” 

Flamhra' , Said . Fathcr l!rown - would blacken his face ” 
dear fellow m ° Cl0nless on the P ara P ct . laughed and said: “My 

Father Brown, also leaning motionless on the parapet, moved one 
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finger for an instant into the direction of the soot-masked niggers singing 
on the sands. 


X 


THE SALAD OF COLONEL CRAY 

Father Brown was walking home from Mass on a white weird morn¬ 
ing when the mists were slowly lifting—one of those mornings when 
the very element of iight appears as something mysterious and new. 
The scattered trees outlined themselves more and more out of the vapour, 
as if they were first drawn in grey chalk and then in charcoal. At yet 
more distant intervals appeared the houses upon the broken fringe of the 
suburb; their outlines became clearer and clearer until he recognised 
many in which he had chance acquaintances, and many more the names 
of whose owners he knew. But all the windows and doors were sealed; 
none of the people were of the sort that would be up at such a time, or 
still less on such an errand. But as he passed under the shadow of one 
handsome villa with verandas and wide ornate gardens, he heard a noise 
that made him almost involuntarily stop. It was the unmistakable noise 
of a pistol or carbine or some light firearm discharged; but it was not 
this that puzzled him most. The first full noise was immediately followed 
by a series of fainter noises—as he counted them, about six. He supposed 
it must be the echo; but the odd thing was that the echo was not in the 
least like the original sound. It was not like anything else that he could 
think of; the three things nearest to it seemed to be the noise made by 
siphons of soda-water, one of the many noises made by an animal, and 
the noise made by a person attempting to conceal laughter. None o 

which seemed to make much sense. 

Father Brown was made of two men. There was a man of action, 
who was as modest as a primrose and as punctual as a clock; who went 
his small round of duties and never dreamed of altering it. There was a so 
a man of reflection, who was much simpler but much stronger, w o 
could not easily be stopped; whose thought was always (in the ony 
intelligent sense of the words) free thought. He could not help, even 
unconsciously, asking himself all the* questions that there were to e 
asked, and answering as many of then! as he could; all that went on u e 
his breathing or circulation. But he never consciously carried his actions 
outside the sphere of his own duty; and in this case the two attitudes 
were aptly tested. He was just about to resume his trudge in the twilig t, 
telling himself it was no affair of his, but instinctively twisting and un- 
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twisting twenty theories about what the odd noises might mean Then 

he realized that he had been to the house which belonged to an Ando- 
Indian Major named Putnam; and that the Major had a native cook 
Tom Malta who was of his communion. He also began to remember 

imtoUh< ? ts sometimes serious things; accompanied with con¬ 
sequences with which he was legitimately concerned. He turned back 
and went m at the garden gate, making for the front door. 

low sh d ° Wn T S r dC ° f th , C h ° USC Stood out 3 Projection like a very 

corner of rbi' WaS ' ** h " afterwards discov <^d, a large dustbin. Round the 

his came a figure, at first a mere shadow in the haze, apparently 

^j -1 . . coming nearer, it solidified into a 

ba 8 ldhead a edTv" K C T d ’/ atllCr , unusuaI1 y solid - Major Putnam was a 

rather apoplectic faces that are produced by a prolonged attenmt to 

waT 1 1? i° nCntal C ! imate Wltb tbc occidental luxuries But the face 
and • g od ~ hu m° ur cd one, and even now, though evidently puzzled 

Zt ZTT\ WO fV inn0CCnt b3d 3 large palm-leaf 

appropriate to'the f 1 T ^S cstlI f 3 halo that was by no means 

He had evidently come out of his house in a hurry, and the Driest was not 

tKL* ““ ° Ut Wi,ll0Ut furtl,cr c " cmo "y- ''Did you hear 
^ng ^ ’ had W in, in case 

goiemeves 00 - f Wh', h i m rathc , r .J uc ' rl y Ids good-humoured 
Tso rdedT y °“ ,be nobc I.C asked. 

hesitarlr'•! « i, se'enmd Z S ,° m rC|, “ cd ,bc otb "’ "««« 

Tf.» \a ’• 1 U Se f, r ? ed to “ 3ve 3 singular sort of echo ” 

wbn AeTonTd ^ !°°fl ing * ^ ^ uietl y* but with protruding eyes, 

face of the fading^is^nd^foEW^ 3 fl °° d ot gas!i « ht 011 thc: 
out into the garden ’tV f f g C ” P >’J ani3S s P r3n S or tlim bled 

athletic; the nvia^s A T* W n mUch lon g er > le3 ner, and more 
tasteful beine of whir’ t^ U , a y tro P lca h were comparatively 

arising from the^ comb^V dCCP T^ C . n J y ?’, and 3 S,ight air ^ oddity 
moustache All A>‘ c » 3 *°i? 0 coa ^~black hair with a much lighter 

For themomenr I ? f™ Br ° Wn , absorbcd in dct3il "tore at lehure 

revolver in his hand. 0 ^ S " W ^ thmg ab ° Ut thc nia T which was the 

Cray! exclaimed the Major, staring at him; “did you fire that shot?” 
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Yes, I did, retorted the black-haired gentleman hotly; “and so 

would you m my place. If you were chased everywhere by devils and 
nearly-” 

The Major seemed to intervene rather hurriedly. “This is my friend 
father Brown, he said. And then to Brown: “I don’t know whether 
you’ve met Colonel Cray of the Royal Artillery.” 

I have heard of him, of course,” said the priest innocently. “Did 
you—did you hit anything?” 

“I thought so,” answered Cray with gravity. 

Did he-” asked Major Putnam in a lowered voice, “did he fall 

or cry out, or anything?” 

Colonel Cray was regarding his host with a strange and steady stare. 
“Til tell you exactly what he did,” he said. “He sneezed.” 

Father Brown’s hand went half-way to his head, with the gesture of a 
man remembering somebody’s name. He knew now what it was that 
was neither soda-water nor the snorting of a dog. 

“Well,” ejaculated the staring Major, “I never heard before that a 
service revolver was a thing to be sneezed at.” 

“Nor I,” said Father Brown faintly. “It’s lucky you didn’t turn your 
artillery on him or you might have given him quite a bad cold.” Then, 
after a bewildered pause, 

“Let us go inside, said 
into his house. 


he said: 4 Was it a burglar? 

Major Putnam, rather sharply, and led the way 


The interior exhibited a paradox often to be marked in such morning 
hours: that the rooms seemed brighter than the sky outside; even after the 
Major had turned out the one gaslight in the front hall. Father Brown / 
was surprised to see the whole dining-table set out as for a festive meal, 
with napkins in their rings, and wine-glasses of some six unnecessary 
shapes set beside every plate. It was common enough, at that time or the 
morning, to find the remains of a banquet over-night; but to find it 
freshly spread so early was unusual. 

While he stood wavering in the hall Major Putnam rushed past him 
and sent a raging eye over the whole oblong of the tablecloth. At last he 
spoke, spluttering: “All the silver gone!” he gasped. “Fish-knives and 
forks gone. Old cruet-stand gone. Even the old silver cream-jug go£ e * 
And now, Father Brown, I am ready to answer your question of whether 
it was a burglar.” 

“They’re simply a blind,” said Cray stubbornly. “I know better than 
you why people persecute this house; I know better than you why 

The Major patted him on the shoulder with a gesture almost ] 
to the soothing of a sick child, and said: “It was a burglar, 
was a burglar.” 

“A burglar with a bad cold,” observed Father Brown, “that might 
assist you to trace him in the neighbourhood.” 
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—miook ms Head in a sombre manner. “He must be far 
beyond tracing now, I fear,” lie said. tar 

Then, as the restless man with the revolver turned a^ain towards th<» 

tel Stek fc ‘v 3 7H' “nfide^fJoicas 

little too free with his bullets,3 £ S rfS S, 1 "ft? 

teS^ PU “ ; “ d -»*“*Vo' 1 thinkhe^ometimes 

JtelT t0lJ T” ■ 3id Br0 '™' “' hat l,c Mms “me Indian 

secret society is pursuing him. 

Major Putnam nodded, butat the same time shrugged his shoulders 
more—shall we say, sneezing’’' 1 don t want any 

sfr^llaati^ mining the^condition of gravel and grass. While the Mainr 

yard or two ^fth, d h f n f M corner of the house to within a 

>ara or two ot the projecting dustbin. 

thenV C0 ° IC F T H t ^ us ^ lsnia l object for some minute and a half- 

n v“ SS matKr shoolt »lie did so; bu, Father Brown 

main A u ^ 0Wn a PP earance . whatever else he observed He re 

ptayen ^Ln'heT P ' ri ° d ' “^ in some mysKtiom 

walked unconcernedlyTaway 1 aS1 ' n ' W ‘' h ^ ^ and 

>he B te y wbichseemedTo Su ‘° g ?'t n d °° r L a 8 aln he fo und a group 
“lied away the ul^ ^I„To wlS.^ 8 '’ 1 “ ^ 

trousers withTcrims J P u* T 1 P Unge ,nt0 a P ro P er sh ^t and 
thus normally set off b' cu l n i Iie . rk ’ u "^* an< ^ a bght square jacket over all; 

placcSr H^rnd “d VC 7 Se T d »hh a commoui 

cook-the swarrbV, cl < em P batlc > but then he was talking to his 

worn face Contrasted n ° f . , Ma ta { ^ ll0se lean - y ci low and rather care- 

cook might well be careworn W f r 1 11S s , now ' wlut ^ ca P a nd costume. The 
was one of those ,1? , ’ COokcr y was th « Major’s hobby. He 

The only other oers Wh ° " lwa y s , kno , w m0f c than the professional. 

His friend Cray-and adm,tted , t0 b . e a j ud 8 e ™ omelette was 
the other office^ Intbe , B remembered this, he turned to look for 

in their right mind the sithtoTr** ° f ^ dayll S ht and people clothed and 
now crawling about the garden on his hands and knees, still fookbg 
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for traces of the burglar; and now and again, to all appearance, striking 
the ground with his hand in anger at not finding him. Seeing him thus 
quadrupedal in the grass, the priest raised his eyebrows rather sadly; 
and for the first time guessed that “fancies things 1 * might be an 
euphemism. 

1 he third item in the group of the cook and the epicure was also known 
to Father Brown; it was Audrey Watson, the Major’s ward and house¬ 
keeper; and at this moment, to judge by her apron, tucked-up sleeves and 
resolute manner, much more the housekeeper than the ward. 

It serves you right,” she was saying: “I always told you not to have 
that old-fashioned cruet-stand.” 

I prefer it,” said Putnam, placably. ‘Tm old-fashioned myself; and 
the things keep together.” 

“And vanish together, as you see,” she retorted. “Well, if you are 
not going to bother about the burglar, I shouldn’t bother about the 
lunch. It’s Sunday, and we can’t send for vinegar and all that in the town; 
and you Indian gentlemen can’t enjoy what you call a dinner without a 
lot of hot things. I wish to goodness now you hadn’t asked Cousin 
Oliver to take me to the musical service. It isn’t over till half-past twelve, 
and the Colonel has to leave by then. I don’t believe you men can 
manage alone.” 

“Oh yes, we can, my dear,” said the Major, looking at her very 
amiably. “Marco has all the sauces; and we’ve often done ourselves well 
in very rough places, as you might know by now. And it’s time you had 
a treat, Audrey; you mustn’t be a housekeeper every hour of the day; and 
I know you want to hear the music.” 

“I want to go to church,” she said, with rather severe eyes. 

She was one of those handsome women who will always be handsome, 
because the beauty is not in an air or a tint, but in the very structure oi me 
head and features. But though she was not yet middle-aged and her 
auburn hair was of a Titianesque fullness in form and colour, there was a 
look in her mouth and around her eyes which suggested that some sorrows 
wasted her, as winds waste at last the edges of a Greek temple. For mdee 
the little domestic difficulty of which she was now speaking so decisive y 
was rather comic than tragic. Father Brown gathered, from the course 
of the conversation, that Cray the other gourmet, had to leave before 
usual lunch-time; but that Putnam, his host, not to be done out of a fina 
feast with an old crony, had arranged for a special dejeuner to be set out 
and consumed in the course of the morning, while Audrey and ot er 
graver persons were at morning service. She was going there under t e 
escort of a relative and old friend of hers, Dr. Oliver Oman, who, thoug 1 
a scientific man of a somewhat bitter type, was enthusiastic for music, 
and would go even to church to get it. There was nothing in all at 
could conceivably concern the tragedy in Miss Watson’s face; and by a 
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half conscious instinct, Father Brown turned 
lunatic grubbing about in die grass. 

When he strolled across to him. the black 
abruptly, as if in some 

Father Brown, for reasons best known to 

°“w 11 P oli . teness squired; or even, in 
Well, cried Cray, with wild eyes. “I 


n;j| ny, a; hi', continued presence. And indeed, 

df, had lingered much 
iinary sense, permitted, 
se you think I’m mad, 

“Aird I incline to think yoTaS n^^ ^ ^ C0m P 0sedl y- 
What do you mean?” snapped Cray quite savagely. 

own morbidity ei Th ^ FatllCr Brovvn ’ “always encourage their 

b Dut y °““* “*■*<» M 

>d wh^Zr hat "° 8 

DnriLTV 0 be P , r0Ved wron S-” sa ’d Brown. 

fct r 

h Z" ' be , onl >' 100 PlaaJ to think so! Sli’s been at 

W no nte h d ofthl e " h“ t h l ’ Ca<1 ‘° Ward! A “ drCy ’ but the oth ' r 

was to direction, she s been at me to^lay about how cruel I 

1 ‘ T r h f ^ h ““«-treaker, and how 1 have the d«il in 

- S5 *■ B “‘' ™ a ^ood-natuted mano'nt- 

shall^judge of di^ whole h f^ h * Y° u 

~i u ° c rr s ,o s f acadcnK “ ^^ " got 

home for a bit I wlsrn™ 1 m ° st men; °'dy we were both invalided 
t*k togethen But oXeloZy baZ^t"'Z Z" 

^y&h'a °n fthOT bEl, S 

they tLt I am h So do yom “ d kn ° W Wt “ d, ' y mCaa 1 know whlt 

asked Pu’tmn'ifTcrnddZ Thc J ast , we w ' re in an Indian city I 

a little p£ ODnosirTjv ¥ A S ° me 1 [ I ? chino P oli d g ar s; he directed me to 
but‘opposite’is^a (i r ^ ° gU1 ^j ^ ^ave since found he was quite right- 

"■hdffiStdZol' m ,“ ^ve mistaken the door. I, 

dimn.lv Cre , was nothln g to do but to walk forward- wWk i A:j 
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steps, and then to a blind door, secured by a latch of elaborate Eastern 
ironwork, which I could only trace by touch, but which I loosened at 
last. I came out again upon gloom, which was half turned into a greenish 
twilight by a multitude of small but steady lamps below. They showed 
merely the feet or fringes of some huge and empty architecture. Just 
in front of me was something that looked like a mountain. I confess I 
nearly fell on the great stone platform on which I had emerged, to realize 
that it was an idol And worst of all, an idol with its back to me. 

“It was hardly half human, I guessed; to judge by the small squat head, 
and still more by a thing like a tail or extra limb turned up behind and 
pointing, like a loathsome large finger, at some symbol graven in the 
centre of the vast stone back. I had begun, in the dim light, to guess at 
the hieroglyphic, not without horror, when a more horrible thing 
happened. A door opened silently in the temple wall behind me and a 
man came out, with a brown face and a black coat. He had a carved 


smile on his face, of copper flesh and ivory teeth; but I think the most 
hateful tiling about him was that he was in European dress. I was pre¬ 
pared, I think for shrouded priests or naked fakirs. But this seemed to 
say that the devilry was over all the earth. As indeed I found it to be. 

“ ‘If you had only seen the Monkey’s Feet/ he said, smiling steadily, 
and without other preface, ‘we should have been very gentle you 
would only be tortured and die. If you had seen the Monkey’s Face, still 
we should be very moderate, very tolerant—you would only be tortured 
and live. But as you have seen the Monkey’s Tail, we must pronounce 

the worst sentence. Which is—Go Free/ 

“When he said the words I heard the elaborate iron latch with which 
had struggled, automatically unlock itself: and then, far down the dar 
passages I had passed, I heard the heavy street-door shifting its own 
bolts backwards. 


“ ‘It is vain to ask for mercy; you must go free/ said the smiling man. 
‘Henceforth a hair shall slay you like a sword, and a breath shall bite you 
like an adder; weapons shall come against you out of nowhere; and you 
shall die many times/ And with that he was swallowed once more in t c 

wall behind; and I went out into the street/’ 

Cray paused; and Father Brown unaffectedly sat down on the v*n 

and began to pick daisies. 

Then the soldier continued: “Putnam, of course, with his jolly common 
sense, pooh-poohed all my fears; and from that time dates his dou t o 
my mental balance. Well, I’ll simply tell you, in the fewest words, t 
three tilings that have happened since; and you shall judge which of us is 


right. . * 

“The first happened in an Indian village on the edge of thejunge, 
but hundreds or miles from the temple, or town, or type of tribes an 
customs where the curse had been put on me. I woke in black midnight, 
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”°' t , h “ g “7f icuJar . whcn 1 felt a faint tickling 
mg, like a thread or a hair, trailed across my throat. I shrank back our 

when TV C °J d noth f Pinking of the words in the temple But 

™ a l,ghB a "*“• the -oss iy & 

Ho™to«.W h r? PPened ta IFF* in Port Said , '««• ™ our journey 

k of ™ ^ ?,', he L rem0 * e, y suggesting the cult of the Monkey S it 

Place T£“ S0D, ' L ° f iR ima 8' s or talismans were in such a 
KrnMioi tk* ™ T t A ,T' “ y . 1,OW -,.' Wokc =8™ in '>>' *rk with a 

1 head ah^t w a tl d "' : ‘ff f e , was an a g“»y of extinct,on; I dashed 

“ a ?' “ f ltd 

If ” t0 °k sen °usly; and not my story. 

J he t nrd happened in Malta. We were in a fortress there- and as it 

S P r„ e „r Zt iT* 0V T l00k / d ,he 0p “ Saa ' -Hich aW came 

o tht wL a o SaU, i bm V? n “ dark - Tl '" e was a f “U m0 °n> as I walked 
or theZnZ ; h V ? eC " a b ' rd 00 the bare battlement, or a sad 

sn ad cd P X e t “ ‘t' e j mp 7 Sky ,', U flcw s,ra '8 ht “ at my window and 

from no himantnd” “ EaS ' Cm tribc! USe ' But h had « 

a Wteful daby ',‘; l ! lm 1,0 WJ S making, and rose with 

idols wwn™ ^ Major Putnam, he asked, “got any Eastern curios 
“pi entv P f “ K and s ,° on - from whi ch one might get a hint?’’ 

meamcLc inmfedy"'' m " Ch ' ft ” ” Kplied Cray ^ '' b “' by * 
obuKh^ndTwrd'the'voiceof^u'mmiidowTOt;'““f ? ber for 

suddenly onTtSS n 5 ^Majors study and den of curios they came 
poring over party, silk—hatted and dressed for the street, who was 

dropped rathT °R b °°j on tl ? e smoking-table—a book which he 
opped rather guiltily, and turned. 

disfavours*hiT^ hlm f avill y cnou gh, as Dr. Oman, but he showed such 
Audrey knew it aCC tbat . ® rown g ues sed the two men, whether 
pathetic JSTa n °j’. Were nva,s - Nor was the priest wholly unsym- 
indeed- well fe^t^^T' C ? r - Oman was 3 very well-dressed gentleman 

3ther Brown had to tell himself sharply that one should be in charity 
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even with those who wax their pointed beards, who have small gloved 
hands, and who speak with perfectly modulated voices. 

Cray seemed to find something specially irritating in the small prayer- 
book in Oman’s dark-gloved hand. “I didn’t know that was in your 
line,” he said rather rudely. 

Oman laughed mildly, but without offence. u This is more so, I know, 
he said, laying his hand on the big book he had dropped, “a dictionary of 
drugs and such things. But it’s rather too large to take to church.” Then 
he closed the larger book, and there seemed again the faintest touch of 
hurry and embarrassment. 

“I suppose,” said the priest, who seemed anxious to change the subject, 
“all these spears and things are from India?” 

“From everywhere,” answered the doctor. “Putnam is an old soldier, 
and has been in Mexico and Australia, and the Cannibal Islands for all I 
know.” 

“I hope it was not in the Cannibal Islands,” said Brown, “that he learnt 
the art of cookery.” And he ran his eyes over the stew-pots or other 
strange utensils on the wall. 

At this moment the jolly subject of their conversation ^thrust his 

laughing, lobsterish face into the room. “Come along, Cray,’ he cried. 
“Your lunch is just coming in. And the bells are ringing for those who 
want to go to church.” 

Cray slipped upstairs to change; Dr. Oman and Miss Watson betook 
themselves solemnly down the street, with a string of other church¬ 
goers; but Father Brown noticed that the doctor twice looked back an 
scrutinized the house; and even came back to the comer of the street to 

look at it again. . „ , 

The priest looked puzzled. “He can’t have been at the dustbin,^ c 

muttered. “Not in those clothes. Or was he there earlier to-day? 

Father Brown, touching other people, was as sensitive as a barometer, 
but to-day he seemed about as sensitive as a rhinoceros. By no socia 
law, rigid or implied, could he be supposed to linger round the lun c 
of the Anglo-Indian friends; but he lingered, covering his position wit 
torrents of amusing but quite needless conversation. He was the more 
puzzling because he did not seem to want any lunch. As one alter an 
other of the most exquisitely balanced kedgerees of curries, accompanie 
with their appropriate vintages, were laid before the other two, heo y 
repeated that it was one of his fast-days, and munched a piece of brea 
and sipped and then left untasted a tumbler of cold water. His 

however, was exuberant. r 

“I’ll tell you what I’ll do for you,” he cried; “I’ll mix you a sala 
can’t eat it, but I’ll mix it like an angel! You’ve got a lettuce 

there.” , 

‘‘Unfortunately it’s the only thin g we have got,” answered the goo 
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humoured Major. “You must remember that mustard, vinegar, oil and 
so on vanished with the cruet and the burglar.” & 

“I know,” replied Brown, rather vaguely. “That’s what I’ve always 

been afraid would happen That’s why I always carry a cruet-stand about 
with me. i m so fond of salads. 

And to the amazement of the two men he took a pepper-pot out of his 
waistcoat pocket and put it on the table. 

I wonder why the burglar wanted mustard, too,” he went on, 
taking a mustard-pot from another pocket. “A mustard plaster, I sup¬ 
pose. And vinegar —producing that condiment—“haven’t I heard 

metlnng about vinegar and brown paper? As for oil, which I think I 
put in my left- 

n^ g r nty WaS , an , arrcsted > for liftin S his eyes, he saw what 

1 6 the back figure of Dr. Oman standing on the sunlit 

hfflfG^SS cUen y ta. t0 the r00m ' Dcf ° re h ' COuCl *** re “ ra 

vonr 16 40 TTP* Card ’ be sa * d > staring. “1 shall come and hear 
I f they /u amusin g 15 y° ur manners.” His voice changed 

* nu d he leaned back in his chair - 

omr^ 0 r, th< i re a , r 5. sermons i in a cruet-stand, too,” said Father Brown, 

dS thlf y ‘ HaVe .y° u .! leard ° f faith like a g rain of mustard-seed; or 

that solir an ?j ntS Witb oll? And “ f° r vinegar, can any soldiers forget 
at solitary soldier, who, when the sun was darkened-—” ^ 

OjOiie < -- 1 j y leaned forward a little and clutched the table-cloth 

the mnl i 0Wn * , Wh ° V? makin S the salad > tipped two spoonfuls of 

new In ^ ^ t j j tomhler of water beside him; stood up and said in a 
new, loud and sudden voice-“Drink that!” 

and bimri!? 16 m ° ment thc I ? otionlcss d ««or in the garden came running, 
poisoned? ng ° PCn 3 Wmd ° W Cned: “ Am 1 wanted? Has b c been 

had verv^ndS 1 sald Cr0 ^. n - with the shadow of a smile; for the emetic 
for lifc/but alive^ ** ^ CffeCt ' A ° d Cray lay in a dcck " cha ir, gasping as 

T rUng Up ’ his purple face mottled. “A crime!” he 
cned hoarsely. J W1 U g0 for the police r 

pc .„ irr^ U,d hear r hi , m dra gging down his palm-leaf hat from the 

But he on 1 111 m ^i ? Ut > 0 ^ tle ProiU door ; h e beard the garden gate slam. 

“1 sh II y St0 °n ookm 8 at Ctay; and after a silence said quietly: 
know T1 n ° t ta k CO y° u much; but 1 will tell you what you want to 

a coincident * 00 CUrSe °-- n 7° U Tlle Tein P le °f the Monkey was either 
man Tl e 0r patt tbe trick; tbe tnck was cl,c trick °* 3 white 

fcatlicrv touch“ o° n y °fuf P ° n , that W1 " bring blood with that mcrc 

a common rt "tit ^ by 3 white matK Therc is one wa Y of making 

oin full of invisible, overpowering poison: turning on the 
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gas—the crime of a white man. And there is only one kind of club that 
can be thrown out of a window, turn in mid-air and come back to the 
window next to it: the Australian boomerang. You’ll see some of them 
in the Major’s study.” 

With that he went outside and spoke for a moment to the doctor. 
The moment after, Audrey Watson came rushing into the house and fell 
on her knees beside Cray’s chair. He could not hear what they said to 
each other; but their faces moved with amazement, not unhappiness. 
The doctor and the priest walked slowly towards the garden gate. 

“I suppose the Major was in love with her, too,” he said with a sigh; 
and when the other nodded observed: “You were very generous, doctor. 

You did a fine thing. But what made you suspect? 

“A very small thing,” said Oman; “but it kept me restless in church 
till I came back to see that all was well. That book on his table was a 
work on poisons; and was put down open at the place where it stated 
that a certain Indian poison, though deadly and difficult to trace, was 
particularly easily reversible by the use of the commonest emetics. 

suppose he read that at the last moment- n 

“And remembered that there were emetics in the cruet-stand, &i 
Father Brown. “Exactly. He threw the cruet in the dustbin— where 
found it, along with other silver—for the sake of a burglary blind. But 
if you look at that pepper-pot I put on the table, you’ll see a small ho e. 
That’s where Cray’s bullet struck, shaking up the pepper and making t e 

criminal sneeze.” 

There was a silence. Then Dr. Oman said grimly: The Major is a 

long time looking for the police.” # . ,, 

“Or the police in looking for the Major?” said the priest. we , 

good-bye.” 


XI 


THE 


Mr. Calhoun Kidd was a very young gentleman with a very old ace. 
face dried up with its own eagerness, framed in blue-black hair and a ac 
butterfly tie. He was the emissary in England of the colossal America^ 
daily called the Western Sun —also humorously described as the R isu hj 
Sunset.” This was in allusion to a great journalistic declaration (attri ute 
to Mr. Kidd himself) that “he guessed the sun would rise in the west ye > 
if American citizens did a bit more hustling.” Those, however, w^o 
mock American journalism from the standpoint of somewhat mellowe 
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journalism If'll S'?” Parad ° X whkh partly redeems k For while the 

g English, it also shows a real excitement about the most earnest 

”«ble P Th T' 7“^ l»P« arc innocent, or rather m- 

fardYlvIv tl™ fU r ° fm °j S ? le,nn matters tr “K<l in the most 

y. William James figured there as well as “Weary Willie ” 

pomaits gmatlStS emated Wkh pUgiHstS k the long P ro ^ion of its 

wmtTn when a Ver j M° btrusive ° xf ° rd man named John Boulnois 
a senes ofTrri U****fc T ^ the NatUTal Philos °P h Y Quarterly 

tStS 0f the En ^ h pa P--. d -ugh Boulnois s theory 
allv R, 1 of ^ 1 comparatively stationary universe visited occasion- 

0 Jord C °and U aor nS ° f f chan§e) S ° mC i rather fadd y fas hionableness at 

AT° • d g S0 far as t0 be named “Catastrophism.” But manv 

threwtheshadT “fM °n ^ challen § e 15 a § reat event; and the Sun 

the Daradot Z A ' B . ouIao “ I ‘l uite gigantically across its pages. By 
e paradox already noted, articles ot valuable intelligence and en- 

ate Sar e headlT ented , Wlth «^ eadlines a PP are ntly written by an illiter- 
And Mr Calho 0 ^^ f K f P Catastro P hlc - sa Y s Thinker Boulnois.” 

receive the P had ' :o J ns ented in a somewhat dazed manner, to 

The last of a Iewer > and had named the hour ot nine that evening 

hi 1 • the $Umm v S , UnSCt dun S ab0ut Cumnor aiad the low wooded 

Tbout ^t suTZ C d ankee r b0th doubtful of his road and inquisitive 

country inn The Chf ’ ^ T™* the j d °° r ° f 2 genuine feudal old ~ 
inquiries. ’ Cham P 10 n Arms, standing open, he went in to make 

reply to it^Thp oT ^ T ng tbe bc ^’ and bad co wa ' c some little time for a 

hairand ioeJe f erson ^ T a lean man with red 

choice^brandofTI 11 ^B a very g ood cigar. The whisky, of course, was the 
cynical ndoliot fro ^p 11 ’ j Notbl ^g could be more different than his 

something*!!?his oeTriT 6 dry { less 1 ° f the y°ung American; but 

°i his alert blue eye earned Sd a ' ld I j erh ? 1 pS f the ex P ressi °n 

journalist. 7 ’ d K dd gUeSS ’ correctl y> that he was a brother 

nation d ? me tbe Pa Y our ’” asbed Kidd, with the courtesy of his 

“ ^understand?” 118 mC t0 ^ ^ C ° tt3 S e ’ whefe Mr ‘ Bouln ol live" 
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“It’s a few yards down the road,” said the red-haired man, removing 
his cigar; “I shall be passing it myself in a minute, but I’m going on to 
Pendragon Park to try and see the fun.” 

What is Pendragon Park?” asked Calhoun Kidd. 

Sir Claude Champion’s place—haven’t you come down for 
too?” asked the other pressman, looking up. “You’re a journalist, aren’t 
you?” 

1 have come to see Mr. Boulnois,” said Kidd. 

I’ve come to see Mrs. Boulnois,” replied the other. “But I shan t 
catch her at home.” And he laughed rather unpleasantly. 

“Are you interested in Catastrophism?” asked the wondering Yankee. 

“I’m interested in catastrophes; and there are going to be some, 
replied his companion gloomily. “Mine’s a filthy trade, and I never 
pretend it isn’t.” 

With that he spat on the floor; yet somehow in the very act and instant 
one could realize that die man had been brought up as a gentle- 


a 


a 


man. 


Boulnois on 


The American pressman considered him with more attention. His face 
was pale and dissipated, with the promise of formidable passions yet to be 
loosed; but it was a clever and sensitive face; his clothes were coarse and 
careless, but he had a good seal ring on one of his long, thin fingers. His 
name, which came out in the course of talk, was James Dalroy; he was 
the son of a bankrupt Irish landlord, and attached to a pink paper which 
he heartily despised, called Smart Society , in the capacity of reporter and o 
something painfully like spy. 

Smart Society , I regret to say, felt none of that interest in 
Darwin which was such a credit to the head and hearts of the Western San. 
Dalroy had come down, it seemed, to snuff up the scent of a scandal w ic 
might very well end in the Divorce Court, but which was at present 

hovering between Grey Cottage and Pendragon Park. 

Sir Claude Champion was known to the readers of the Western Sun& 
well as Mr. Boulnois. So were the Pope and the Derby Winner; but e 
idea of their intimate acquaintanceship would have struck Kid as 
equally incongruous. He had heard of (and written about, nay, fa se y 
pretended to know) Sir Claude Champion, as “one of the brightest an 
wealthiest of England’s Upper Ten”; as the great sportsman who race 
yachts round the world; as the great traveller who wrote books about c 
Himalayas, as the politician who swept constituencies with a starting 
sort of Tory Democracy, and as the great dabbler in art, music, literature, 
and, above all, acting. Sir Claude was really rather magnificent in ° cr 
than American eyes. There was something of the Renascence Prince 
about his omnivorous culture and restless publicity; he was not only a 
great amateur, but an ardent one. There was in him none ^of that anti 
quarian frivolity that we convey by the word “dilettante. 
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That faultless falcon profile with purple-black Italian eye, which had 
been snap-shotted so often both for Smart Society and the Western Sun, 
gave everyone the impression of a man eaten by ambition as by a fire, or 

even a disease. But though Kidd knew a great deal about Sir Claude_a 

great deal more, in fact, than there was to know—it would never have 
crossed his wildest dreams to connect so showy an aristocrat with the 
newly-unearthed founder of Catastrophism, or to guess that Sir Claude 
Champion and John Boulnois could be intimate friends. Such, according 
t0 D f lro y s account, was nevertheless the fact. The two had hunted m 
couples at school and college, and, though their social destinies had been 
very ifferent (for Champion was a great landlord and almost a million¬ 
aire, while Boulnois was a poor scholar and, until just lately, an unknown 
one), they still kept in very close touch with each other. Indeed, Boul- 
nois s cottage stood just outside the gates of Pendragon Park. 

tut whether the two men could be friends much longer was becoming 
a dark and ugly question. A year or two before, Boulnois had married a 
beautiful and not unsuccessful actress, to whom he was devoted in his own 
s y and ponderous style; and the proximity of the household to Cham¬ 
pion s lad given that flighty celebrity opportunities for behaving in a way 

1 co . not k ut came painful and rather base excitement. Sir Claude 
a earned the arts of publicity to perfection; and he seemed to take a 
crazy p easure in being equally ostentatious in an intrigue that could do 
1 lm . no sort of honour. Footmen from Pendragon were perpetually 
eaving ouquets for Mrs. Boulnois; carriages and motor-cars were per- 
petually calling at the cottage for Mrs. Boulnois; balls and masquerades 

u tke 8 roun ^ s hi which the baronet paraded Mrs. Boul- 
u, like the Queen of Love and Beauty at a tournament. That very 

ernng, marked by Mr. Kidd for the exposition of Catastrophism, had 

n n mar , ® y Sir Claude Champion for an open-air rendering of 
Komeo andJu/iet, in which he was to play Romeo to a Juliet it was needless 

' * fi 

u 1 llv 111 11 Can S° °n without a smash,” said the young man with 

_- 1 ’ S ett, fig up and shaking himself. ‘‘Old Boulnois may be squared 

call T^j Uar ?' , But he s S( l uare he’s thick—what you might 

cau cubic. But I don’t believe it’s possible.” 

deeD v ^ 3 matl °^8 ran d i nt ellectual powers,” said Calhoun Kidd in a 

“v - 

canh Ka a ? W ? r , cd , 1 )alr °y; 'hut even a man of grand intellectual powers 

f 0 )l o - SUC a hhghted fool as all that. Must you be going on? I shall be 
toilowing myseif in a minute or two.” 

smartlv 1 4? n Kld /’ ^ avm g flashed a milk and soda, betook himself 

formant towa . rds the Gre y Cottage, leaving his cynical in- 

the skip« B W r hlsk 7 and to hacco. The last of the daylight had faded; 

were of a dark, green-grey, like slate, studded here and there 
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with a star, but lighter on the left side of the sky, with the promise of a 

rising moon. 

o * 

The Grey Cottage, which stood entrenched, as it were, in a square of 
still, high thorn-hedges, was so close under the pines and palisades of the 
Park that Kidd at first mistook it for the Park Lodge. Finding the name 
on the narrow wooden gate, however, and seeing by his watch that the 
hour of the “Thinker’s” appointment had just struck, he went in and 
knocked at the front door. Inside the garden hedge, he could see that the 
house, though unpretentious enough, was larger and more luxurious 
than it looked at first, and was quite a different kind of place from a 
porter’s lodge. A dog-kennel and a beehive stood outside, like symbols 
of old English country-life; the moon was rising behind a plantation of 
prosperous pear trees; the dog that came out of the kennel was reverend- 
looking and reluctant to bark; and the plain, elderly manservant who 
opened the door was brief but dignified. 

“Mr. Boulnois asked me to offer his apologies, sir,” he said, * but he 

has been obliged to go out suddenly.” 

“But see here, I had an appointment,” said the interviewer, with a 

rising voice. “Do you know where he went to? 

“To Pendragon Park, sir,” said the servant, rather sombrely, and 

began to close the door. 

Kidd started a little. , 

“Did he go with Mrs.-with the rest of the party?” he asked rather 

vaguely. , , 

“No, sir,” said the man shortly; “he stayed behind, and then went out 

alone.” And he shut the door, brutally, but with an air of duty not done. 

The American, that curious compound of impudence and sensitiveness, 
was annoyed. He felt a strong desire to hustle them all along a bit an 
teach them business habits; the hoary old dog and the grizzled, heavy¬ 
faced old butler with his prehistoric shirt-front, and the drowsy o^ 
moon, and above all the scatter-brained old philosopher who couldn t 

keep an appointment. 

“If that’s the way he goes on he deserves to lose his wires pur 
devotion,” said Mr. Calhoun Kidd. “But perhaps he’s gone over to make 
a row. In that case I reckon a man from the Western Sun will be on t e 

* I 

^ And turning the corner by the open lodge-gates, he set off, stumping 
uo the lone avenue of black pine-woods that pointed in abrupt perspective 
cowards the inner gardens of Pendragon Pak. The trees were rn black 
and orderly as plumes upon a hearse; there were still a few stars. He was 
a man with more literary than direct natural associations; the wor 
“Ravenswood’* came into his head repeatedly. It was partly the raven 
colour of the pine-woods; but partly also an indescribable atmosp ere 
almost described in Scott’s great tragedy; the smell of something t at 
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died in the eighteenth century; the smell of dank gardens and broken 
urns, of wrongs that will never now be righted; of something that is 
none the less incurably sad because it is strangely unreal. 

More than once as he went up that trim, black road of tragic artifice 
he stopped startled, thinking he heard steps in front of him. He could see 
not ng in front but the twin sombre wails of pine and the wedge of 
starlit sky above them. At first he thought he must have fancied it or 
been mocked by a mere echo of his own tramp. But as he went on he 
was more and more inclined to conclude, with the remains of his reason 
at there really were other feet upon the road. He thought hazily of 
ghosts; and was surprised how swiftly he could see the image of an 
appropriate and local ghost, one with a face as white as Pierrot’s, but 
pa ched with black. The apex of the triangle of dark-blue sky was 
growing brighter and bluer, but he did not realize as yet that this was 
because he was coming nearer to the lights of the great house and garden. 

,, V telt that tne atmosphere was growing more intense; there was in 
fte sadness more vio ence and secrecy-more-he hesitated for the word, 
en said it with a jerk 0: laughter—Catastrophism. 

hv ,°k| C P m £ S ’ more P at bway slid past him, and then he stood rooted as 

dLrn if l vain t0 say Chat he felt as if he had got into a 
we bum U k^ 1S tlmC 1 quite ccrtain that he had got into a book. For 
the Hof*- 30 5 u J8 s . are use d to inappropriate things; we are accustomed to 
cr 0 the incongruous; it is a tune to which we can go to sleep. 

chord a P? ro P na * e tb j n g happens, it wakes us up like the pang of a perfect 
nord Something happened such as would have happened in such a 
Place in a forgotten tale. 

nakf^T^ aC k P mewo °d came flying and flashing in the moon a 
manv an ^ A sender an d sparkling rapier as may have fought 
front of i™ JUSt d l UC 1° tlat anc ‘ eilt P ar ^- ^ fell on the pathway far in 
and bent^ 1 ^ * 1Cre gl ‘ stenin 2 Iike a lar g e needle. l ie ran like a hare 

the bit? red °°V- lC 'i Sc , ca at cIose it bad rather a showy look: 

w«e otW J r e Td m the 11111111(1 guard a bttle dubious. Z there 

h I , r , e dro P s u P on the blade which were not dubious, 
missile kod C r0Und , wild ly hi the direction from which the dazzling 
Pine was inr C ° me ’ j 1 ! SaW tllat at this P oint the sable h a 9 a d= of fir and 

"rad Tt by 1 road “ ri S ht ' whicl >. h ' 

lake anrl Va ® 1 in ViCV/ °^ l° n g» lighted house, with a 

Nevertheless, he did not look a this, 

All T h '" 8 , m °' e int “« i ”g » look at. 

w as one C of I rk ^ 116 °^ tbe stee P g reen bank of the terraced garden, 
scape garden ° SC S | • , P lctureS( l ue surprises common in the old land- 
mole-hill ri 1 j d °^ sm all round hill or dome of grass, like a giant 
having a « • an ', crowne d with three concentric fences of roses, and 
' Ki,al m the highest point in the centre. Kidd could see the 
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finger of the dial stand up dark against the sky like the dorsal fin of a 
shark, and the vain moonlight clinging to that idle clock. But he saw 
something else clinging to it also, for one wild moment—the figure of a 
man. 

Though he saw it there only for a moment, though it was outlandish 
and incredible in costume, being clad from neck to heel in tight crimson, 
with glints of gold, yet he knew in one flash of moonlight who it was. 
That wliite face flung up to heaven, clean-shaven and so unnaturally 
young, like Byron with a Roman nose, those black curls already grizzled 
—he had seen the thousand public portraits of Sir Claude Champion. 
The wild red figure reeled an instant against the sundial; the next it had 
rolled down the steep bank and lay at the American’s feet, faintly moving 
one arm. A gaudy, unnatural gold ornament on the arm suddenly re¬ 
minded Kidd of Romeo and Juliet ; of course the tight crimson suit was 
part of the play. But there was a long red stain down the bank from 
which the man had rolled—that was no part of the play. He had been 
run through the body. 

Mr. Calhoun Kidd shouted and shouted again. Once more he seemed 
to hear phantasmal footsteps, and started to find another figure already 
near him. He knew the figure, and yet it terrified him. The dissipated 
youth who had called himselt Dalroy had a horribly quiet way with him* 
if Boulnois failed to keep appointments that had been made, Dalroy ha 
a sinister air of keeping appointments that hadn’t. The moonlight dis¬ 
coloured everything; against Dalroy’s red hair his wan face looked not so 

much white as pale green. . _ . . 

All this morbid impressionism must be Kidd’s excuse for having cne 

out, brutally and beyond all reason: * Did you do this, you devil? 

James Dalroy smiled his unpleasing smile; but before he could spea * 
the fallen figure made another movement of the arm, waving vague y 
towards the place where the sword fell; then came a moan, and then it 

managed to speak. 

“Boulnois... Boulnois, I say ... Boulnois did it.. .jealous of me • • • 

he was jealous, he was, he was. . ..’ , * 

Kidd bent his head down to hear more, and just managed to catc t e 

words: „ 

“Boulnois . . . with my own sword ... he threw it. . . . .. 

Ag ain the failin g hand waved towards the sword, and then fell n S' 
with a thud. In Kidd rose from its depth all that acrid humour that is tne 

strange salt of the seriousness of his race. . , 

“See here,” he said sharply and with command, you must fete * 

doctor. This man’s dead.” , * * 

“And a priest, too, I suppose,” said Dalroy in an undecipbera 

manner. “All these Champions are papists.” , 

The American knelt down by the body, felt the heart, propped up tne 
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head and used some last efforts at restoration; but before the other 

journalist reappeared, followed by a doctor and a priest, he was already 
prepared to assert they were too late. 7 

> Were you too late also? asked the doctor, a solid prosperous-look^, 

man, with conventional moustache and whiskers, but a lively eye 
which darted over Kidd dubiously. 

In one sense,” drawled the representative of the Sun. “I was too late 
to save the man, but I guess I was in time to hear something of impor- 
I heard the dead man denounce his assassin.” 

And who was the assassin?” asked the doctor, drawing his eyebrows 

said Calhoin Kidd, and whistled softly. 

The doctor stared at him gloomily with a reddening brow; but he did 

Tllen tlle P riest> a shortcr % ure in the background, said 

y. I understood that Mr. Boulnois was not coming to Pcndragon 
Park this evening. ’ ° 

There again, said the Yankee grimly, “I may be in a position to give 
the old country a fact or two. Yes, sir, John Boulnois was going to stay 
in all this evening; he fixed up a real good appointment there with me. 

ut Jo n Boulnois changed bis mind; John Boulnois left his home 
a ruptly and all alone, and came over to this demed Park an hour or so 
ago. His butler told me so. I think we hold what the all-wise police call 
a « „ ave y° u sent for them?” 

,,^ cs ’ * a * d doctor; but we haven’t alarmed anyone else yet.” 

Uoes Mrs. Boulnois know?” asked James Dalroy; and again Kidd 
was conscious of an irrational desire to hit him on his curling mouth 

police/^ " 0t ‘° ld hcr " Said ‘ he d0C '° r “ but hcr ' com ' Ih ' 

J ,tl( : ,P d f !t tad stepped out into the main avenue, and now 
.l , w .^ fallen sword, which looked ludicrously large and 
n i 3 nC u, w ^attached to his dumpy figure, at once clerical and common- 

gotUight?” ef0re thC P ° llCe COme,,, hC Sdd a P ol °g ecicall y* “has anyone 

onW C i?nf^ Ce i J0UrnallSt too * c an e f ectric torch from his pocket, and the 
with 1 v- C t_ - 11 C 0Se t0 t h e middle part of the blade, which he examined 
u.jj , m .g carc * Then, without glancing at the point or pommel, he 

landed the long weapon to the doctor. 

to I*" m , n ° ^ here ” he said - with a brief sigh. “I’ll say good night 

thelira* And he walked away up the dark avenue towards 

e, his hands clasped behind him and his big head bent in cogitation. 

C reSt . dle group made increased haste towards the lodge-gates, 
sultat ^ 1 * 1 ^P ^ 107 and two constables could already be seen in con- 
and Wl . , ' od g e -keeper. But the little priest only walked slower 

er in the dim cloister of pine, and at last stopped dead, on the 
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steps of the house. It was his silent way of acknowledging an equally 
silent approach; for there came towards him a presence that might have 
satisfied even Calhoun Kidd s demands for a lovely and aristocratic ghost. 
It was a young woman in silvery satins of a Renascence design; she had 
golden hair in two long shining ropes, and a face so startlingly pale be¬ 
tween them that she might have been chryselephantine—made, that is, 
like some old Greek statues, out of ivory and gold. But her eyes were 
very bright, and her voice, though low, was confident. 

“Father Brown?” she said. 

Mrs. Boulnois?” he replied gravely. Then he looked at her and im¬ 
mediately said: “I see you know about Sir Claude.” 

How do you know I know?” she asked steadily. 

He did not answer the question, but asked another: “Have you seen 
your husband?” 

My husband is at home,” she said, “He has nothing to do with 
this.” 

Again he did not answer; and the woman drew nearer to him, with a 
curiously intense expression on her face. 

Shall I tell you something more?” she said, with a rather fearful 
smile. I don t think he did it, and you don’t either.” 

Father Brown returned her gaze with a long, grave stare, and then 
nodded, yet more gravely. 

Father Brown,” said the lady, “I am going to tell you all I know, but 
I want you to do me a favour first. Will you tell me why you haven t 
jumped to the conclusion of poor John’s guilt, as all the rest have done? 
Don’t mind what you say: I—I know about the gossip and the appear¬ 
ances that are against him.” 

Father Brown looked honestly embarrassed, and passed his hand across 
his forehead. “Two very little things,” he said. “At least, one’s very 
trivial and the other very vague. But such as they arc, they don t fit in 
with Mr. Boulnois being the murderer.” 

He turned his blank, round face up to the stars and continued absent- 
mindedly: “To take the vague idea first. I attach a good deal of import¬ 
ance to vague ideas. All those things that ‘aren’t evidence' are what 
convince me. I think a moral impossibility the biggest of all impossibilities. 

I know your husband only slightly, but I think this crime of his, as 
generally conceived, something very like a moral impossibility. Please do 
not think I mean that Boulnois could not be so wicked. Anybody can be 
wicked—as wicked as he chooses. We can directour moral wills; but we 
can’t generally change our instinctive tastes and ways of doing things. 
Boulnois might commit a murder, but not this murder. He would not 
snatch Romeo’s sword from its romantic scabbard; or slay his foe on the 
sundial as on a kind of altar; or leave his body among the roses; or fling 
the sword away among die pines. If Boulnois killed anyone he’d do it 
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quietly and heavily, as he’d do any other doubtful thing-take a tenth 

glass of port, or read a loose Greek poet. No, the romantic setting is not 
ukc ^ ^ ^ more like Champion/* 

^ Ah! she said, and looked at him with eyes like diamonds. 

.“} c trivial thifl g was this,” said Brown. “There were finger¬ 
prints on that sword; finger-prints can be detected quite a time after they 
are made if they re on some polished surface like glass or steel. These 
were on a polished surface. They were half-way down the blade of the 
sword Whose prints they were I have no earthly clue; but why should 
anybody hold a sword half-way down? It was a long sword, but length 

is an advantage in lunging at an enemy. At least, at most enemies. °At 
ali enemies except one.” 

^Except one!” she repeated. 

There is only one enemy,” said Father Brown, “whom it is easier to 
kill with a dagger than a sword.” 

“I^know,” said the woman. “Oneself.” 

T^ere was a long silence, and then the priest said quietly but abruptly 
Atn I right, then? Did Sir Claude kill Kmself?” P Y 

„ u es ’,. , wu l' a face like marble. “1 saw him do it.” 
tie died, said Father Brown, “for love of you?” 

An extraordinary expression flashed across her face, very different from 
F y, modesty, remorse, or anything her companion had expected: her 
voice became suddenly strong and full. “I don’t believe,” she said, “he 

„ c ? re l a 7 me a rap. He hated my husband.” 
lady aS ^ CC ^ ^ ie ot ^ er > an< ^ turned his round face from the sky to the 

He hated my husband because ... it is so strange I hardly know how to 
sa y it... because_” 

^ Yes? said Brown patiently. 

coaiise my husband wouldn't hate him.” 

frnm^ ^ ^ r ? wn onl y podded, and seemed still to be listening; he differed 

ti n 1 f 10S ^ ctec ^. ves Ul ail d fiction in a small point—he never pre- 
e not to understand when he understood perfectly well. 

c * °? |[ 10 is drew near once more with the same contained glow of 

pion ln ^ husband, she, said, “is a great man. Sir Claude Cham- 

husK Tu n0t a ^ rea ^ man: he was a celebrated and successful man. My 

tli t ]- k a$ nevcr ^ ecn ce lebrated or successful; and it is the solemn truth 

for tW dreamed of being so. He no more expects to be famous 

solen^ • j? n ^ or sm °hing cigars. On all that sicie he has a sort of 

exactf 1 S 1? ^ as never g rown U P* He stiil liked Champion 

con* ^ as ? uked him at school; he admired him as he would admire a 

ceive tl^ ^ one at *he dinner-table. But he couldn't be got to con- 
x, C notI ? n envying Champion. And Champion wanted to be envied. 

HE «w mad and killed himsc/for that." 
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"Yes,” said Father Brown; “I think I begin to understand.” 

Oh, don’t you see?” she cried; “the whole picture is made for that— 
the place is planned for it. Champion put John in a little house at his very 
door, like a dependant—to make him feel a failure. He never felt it. He 
thinks no more about such things than—than an absent-minded lion. 
Champion would burst in on John’s shabbiest hours or homeliest meals 
with some dazzling present or announcement or expedition that made it 
like the visit ot Haroun Alraschid, and John would accept or refuse 
amiably with one eye off, so to speak, like one lazy schoolboy agreeing or 
disagreeing with another. After five years of it John had not turned a 
hair; and Sir Claude Champion was a monomaniac.” 

And Haman began to tell them,” said Father Brown, “of all the things 
wherein the king had honoured him; and he said: ‘All these things profit 
me nothing while I see Mordecai the Jew sitting in the gate/ ” 

The crisis came,” Mrs. Boulnois continued, “when I persuaded John 
to let me take down some of his speculations and send them to a magazine. 
They began to attract attention, especially in America, and one paper 
wanted to interview him. When Champion (who was interviewed 
nearly every day) heard of this late little crumb of success falling to his 
unconscious rival, the last link snapped that held back his devilish hatred. 
Then he began to lay that insane siege to my own love and honour which 
has been the talk of the shire. You will ask me why I allowed such 
atrocious attentions. I answer that I could not have declined them except 
by explaining to my husband, and there are some things the soul cannot 
do, as the body cannot fly. Nobody could have explained to my hus¬ 
band. Nobody could do it now. If you said to him in so many words, 
‘Champion is stealing your wife/ he would think the joke a little vulgar: 
that it could be anything but a joke—that notion could find no crack 
in his great skull to get in by. Well, John was to come and see us act 
this evening, but just as we were starting he said he wouldn’t; he had got 
an interesting book and a cigar. I told this to Sir Claude, and it was Ins 
death-blow. The monomaniac suddenly saw despair. He stabbed him¬ 
self, crying out like a devil that Boulnois was slaying him; he lies there in 
the garden dead of his own jealousy to produce jealousy; and John is 

sitting in the dining-room reading a book.” . 

There was another silence, and then the little priest said: “There is only 
one weak point, Mrs. Boulnois, in all your very vivid account. Your 
husband is not sitting in the dining-room reading a book. That American 
reporter told me he had been to your house, and your butler told rum 
Mr. Boulnois had gone to Pendragon Park after all/ , 

Her bright eyes widened to an almost electric glare; and yet it seeme 
rather bewilderment than confusion or fear. “Why, what can you mean, 
she cried. “All the servants were out of the house, seeing the theatricals. 
And we don't keep a butler, thank goodness!” 
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Father Brown started and spun half round like an absurd teetotum, 
wnat, what, he cned seeming galvanized into sudden life. “Look 

S l y ~ Can 1 make your husband hear if I go to the house?” 

Oh, the servants will be back by now,” she said, wondering. 

n « A 8 ,t, nght ' , rej ? med the cleric energetically, and set off scuttling 
up the path towards the Park gates. He turned once to say: “Better get 

hold of that Yankee, or Crime of John Boulnois’ will be all over the 
Republic in large letters. 

y°L^? n , t understand >1 ” said Mrs - Boulnois. “He wouldn’t mind. I 
don t think he imagmes that America really is a place.” 

When Father Brown reached the house with the beehive and the 
rowsy dog, a small and neat maid-servant showed him into the dining- 

S d Sat readin S by a shaded Iam P> «a«ly as his wife 

described him. A decanter of port and a wineglass were at his elbow 

d the instant the pnest entered he noted the long ash stand out un- 
broken on his cigar. 

In ^ J?c herC ^" or ba ^f an hour at least,”thought Father Brown, 
cleared awa * ^ ^ °^ s * tdn g wkere he had sat when his dinner was 

wav 0 " 1 ! V 861 ’ U ^’ Mr ' Bou ^ nois *” sa >d the priest in his pleasant, prosaic 

sdentific7tudi t es U1 ” errUPt Y ° U " m ° ment ' 112311 brCak in °" S ° me ° f your 

it S’nJSk 1 B r° Uln0iS: Ul Was readin g <The Blood / Thumb,’ ” He said 
deen A .., r .°^ 1 \ nor smile, and his visitor was conscious of a certain 

tt i V .j f m ^‘ff eren ce in the man wliich his wife had called great- 

conertiif ^ d T 1 g0ry yellow ‘.‘ shocker ” without even feeling its in- 
y enou gh to comment on it humorously. John Boulnois was a 

and !',!nnr- ni | 0 ''I’g nian Wlt h a massive head, partly grey and partly bald, 
evening / Ur Y eatures. He was in shabby and very old-fashioned 

assumed i/df’ narrow triangular opening of shirt-front: he had 

Juliet 3t eVenin S ‘ n original purpose of going to see his wife act 

Uj ft 

catastronHv !r B y ? U ,^? n S ^ r0m The Bloody Thumb’ or any other 
you a bo ut t] 3 31rS ’ Sa ’ d Fad er Brown > smiling. “I only came to ask 
Bonin , , C T C you committed this evening.” 
broadK °° ™ ^ bim steadily, but a red bar began to show across 
the first tim 0W> 3X1,3 be seemed hke one discovering embarrassment for 

“j Luo 

"Stramre W3S ^ stran 8 e crime,” assented Brown in a low voice, 
harder m - r m utder perhaps—to you. The little sins are sometimes 

confess th ^ v* tban . tbe b ’8 ones—but that’s why it’s so important to 
times a w cdme ^ committed by every fashionable hostess six 

atrocity” CC 3n<3 yCt you bnd ^ st ick to your tongue like a nameless 
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“It makes one feel,” said the philosopher slowly, “such a damned 
fool” 

“I know,” assented the other, “but one often has to choose between 
feeling a damned fool and being one.” 

“I can’t analyse myself well,” went on Boulnois; “but sitting in that 
chair with that story I was as happy as a schoolboy on a half-holiday. It 
was security, eternity—I can’t convey it . . . the cigars were within 
reach . . . the matches were within reach ... the Thumb had four more 
appearances to ... it was not only a peace, but a plenitude. Then that 
bell rang, and I thought for one long, mortal minute that I couldn t get 
out of that chair—literally, physically, muscularly couldn’t. Then I did 
it like a man lifting the world, because I knew all the servants were out. I 
opened the front door, and there was a little man with his mouth open 
to speak and his notebook open to write in. I remembered the Yankee 
interviewer I had forgotten. His hair was parted in the middle, and I 
tell you that murder-” 

“I understand,” said Father Brown. “I’ve seen him. 

“I didn’t commit murder,” continued the Catastrophist mildly, but 
only perjury. I said I had gone across to Pendragon Park and shut the 
door in his face. That is my crime, Father Brown, and I don’t know what 

penance you would inflict for it.” 

“I shan’t inflict any penance,” said the clerical gentleman, collecting his 
heavy hat and umbrella with an air of some amusement; quite the 
contrary. I came here specially to let you off the little penance whic 

would otherwise have followed your little offence. 

“And what,” asked Boulnois, smiling, “is the little penance I have so 

luckily been let off?” 

“Being hanged,” said Father Brown. 


XII 

THE FAIRY TALE OF FATHER BROWN 

The picturesque city and state of Heiligwaldenstein was one of those toy 
kingdoms of which certain parts of the German Empire still consist, 
had come under the Prussian hegemony quite late in history—-nar y 
fifty years before the fine summer day when Flambeau and Fat ler 
Brown .found themselves sitting in its gardens and drinking its beer. 
There had been not a little of war and wild justice there within living 
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memory, as soon v, Ill be shown. But in merely looking at it one could 

side o^TTi* chjldishness vvhich is the&m ost charming 
a kino Tl 6 pantomime, paternal monarchies in which 

cleanout^baTd ^~^° Xe f ^? oked stran gely like German toys/and the 
mo“e die iT entS ° the / a5 c de ’. g ild ^ by the sunshine, looked the 

jar -2 “ tx 

«»«5ssattSi ri -«« 

Father^Brown ap P? rance and generally practical walk of life, 

position thonJht n0t WU J 0U f a Certain streak of romance in his com- 

» fai." ,2 hZ'\‘ 'it 3 1°T' ' ,e did fcl rathcr a! ,lhc bad ““red 

end*Ho;rt S ' iCk 7 C ^ Fl r b ' aU aKvaya ** 

the ogre’s dull in^ 7° S j bby , umbrella ’ with some faint memories of 
in the form of fiV° ° Ured But l ie never composed anything 

“I wonT » u J r CSS k be the taic that follows: ° 

place like rlS f Said ’ <wbet,ier one would have real adventures in a 

th™ t ! °"l P “ ° nCSelf in the I* * splendid back-sccnc for 

pasteboard sIkA^ aVC A md °f feeling that they would fight you with 
“y . more than real, horrible swords.” 

fight win sa '^ Ins friend. “In this place they not only 

that.” W ° rds ’ but without swords. And there’s worse than 

' < Whv'” Wba V d j y, 0u mean i > ' asked Father Brown. 

Europe where Cd the ° ther ’ MI should sa y this was tbe only place in 
“Pe where a man was ever shot without firearms.” 

“I mean^T^ * b °, W , and arrow ?” asked Brown in some wonder, 
story of Re W braan >” replied Flambeau. “Don’t you know 

mysteries Row 1 Prmce ° f tbis P lace? h was one ofthe g r eat police 

place was forrikl Cnty y ears a 8°; You remember, of course, that this 
of consolidation ^ at , t,ie . time of Bismarck’s very earliest schemes 

what wanted , orc,b ly» [ hat is but not at all easily. The empire (or 
place in the r m ° - C i ° ne ^ sent Prince Otto of Grossenmark to rule the 
a handsome niJ 6 " 3 , mtercs “* We saw his portrait in the gallery there— 
been wrinkled a .? ent ei ? an lbbc ’d had any hair or eyebrows, and hadn’t 
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111 explain in a minute. He was a soldier of distinguished skill and 

success, but he didn t have altogether an easy job with this little place. 

hH dcreared in several battles by the celebrated Amhold brothers— 

the three guerrilla patriots to whom Swinburne wrote a poem, you 
remember: 



Wolves with the hair of the ermine, 

Crows that are crowned and kings— 

These things be many as vermin, 

Yet Three shall abide these things/ 

Or something of that kind. Indeed, it is by no means certain that 
occupation would ever have been successful had not one of the three 
brothers, Paul, despicably, but very decisively declined to abide these 
things any longer, and, by surrendering all the secrets of the insurrection, 
ensured its overthrow and his own ultimate promotion to the post of 
chamberlain to Prince Otto. After this, Ludwig, the one genuine hero 
among Mr. Swinburne’s heroes, was killed, sword in hand, in the capture 
of the city; and the third, Heinrich, who, though not a traitor, had always 
been tame and even timid compared with his active brothers, retired into 
something like a hermitage, became converted to a Christian quietism 
which was almost Quakerish, and never mixed with men except to give 
nearly all he had to the poor. They tell me that not long ago he could 
still be seen about the neighbourhood occasionally, a man in a black 
cloak, nearly blind, with very wild, white hair, but a face of astonishing 
softness/’ 

“I know,” said Father Brown. “I saw him once/’ 

His friend looked at him in some surprise. ”1 didn’t know you d been 
here before/’ he said. “Perhaps you know as much about it as I do. 
Anyhow, that’s the story of the Arnholds, and he was the last survivor of 
them. Yes, and of all the men who played parts in that drama/ 

“You mean that the Prince, too, died long before?” 

“Died,” repeated Flambeau, “and that’s about as much as we can say. 
You must understand that towards the end of his life he began to have 
those tricks of the nerves not uncommon with tyrants. He multiplied 
the ordinary daily and nightly guard round his castle till there seemed to 
be more sentry-boxes than houses in the town, and doubtful characters 
were shot without mercy. He lived almost entirely in a little room that 
was in the very centre of the enormous labyrinth of all the other rooms, 
and even in this he erected another sort of central cabin or cupboard, 
lined with steel, like a safe or a battleship. Some say that under the floor 
of this again was a secret hole in the earth, no more than large enough to 
hold him, so that, in his anxiety to avoid the grave, he was willing to go 
into a place pretty much like it. But he went further yet. The populace 
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had been supposed to be disarmed ever since the suppression of the revolt, 
but Otto now insisted, as governments very seldom insist, on an absolute 
and literal disarmament. It was carried out, with extraorduu ry thorough¬ 
ness and severity, by very well-organized officials over a small and familiar 
area, and, so far as human strength and science can be absolutely certain 
of anything, Prince Otto was absolutely certain that nobody could in¬ 
troduce so much as a toy pistol into Heiligwaldenstein.” 

“Human science can never be quite certain of things like that,” said 
Father Brown, still looking at the red budding of the branches over his 
head, “if only because of the difficulty about definition and connotation. 
What is a weapon? People have been murdered with the mildest domestic 
comforts; certainly with tea-kettles, probably with tea-cosies. On the 
other hand, if you showed an Ancient Briton a revolver, I doubt if he 
would know it was a weapon—until it was fired into him, of course. 
Perhaps somebody introduced a firearm so new that it didn’t even look 

hke a firearm. Perhaps it looked like a thimble or something. Was the 
bullet at all peculiar? ' 

Not that I ever heard of,” answered Flambeau; “but all my infor¬ 
mation is fragmentary, and only comes from my old friend Grimm* He 
was a very able detective in the German service, and he tried to arrest 
me; I arrested him instead, and we had many interesting chats. He was 
in charge here of the inquiry about Prince Otto, but I forgot to ask him 
anything about the bullet. According to Grimm, what happened was this.” 
He paused a moment to drain the greater part of his dark lager at a 
draught, and then resumed: 

On the evening in question, it seems, the Prince was expected to 
appear in one of the outer rooms, because he had to receive certain 
visitors whom he really wished to meet. They were geological experts 
sent to investigate the old question of the alleged supply of gold from the 
j i)UvS round here, upon which (as it was said) the small city-state had so 
long maintained its credit and been able to negotiate with its neighbours 
even under the ceaseless bombardment of bigger armies. Hitherto it had 
never been found by the most exacting inquiry which could-” 

Which could be quite certain ot discovering a toy pistol,” said Father 
town with a smile. “But what about the brother who ratted? Hadn’t 
he ^anything to tell the Prince?” 

“ a ^ wa y s assevera ted that he did not know,” replied Flambeau; 
that this was the one secret his brothers had not told him. It is only 
right to say that it received some support from fragmentary words 
spoken by the great Ludwig in the hour of death, when he looked at 
einrich but pointed at Paul, and said, ‘You have not told him . . / and 
Was soon afterwards incapable ot speech. Anyhow, the deputation of 
. tln 8 u ^hed geologists and mineralogists from Paris and Berlin were 
t ere in the most magnificent and appropriate dress, for there are no men 
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who like wearing their decorations so much as the men of science—as 
anybody knows who has ever been to a soiree of the Royal Society. It 
was a brilliant gathering, but very late, and gradually the Chamberlain— 
you saw his portrait, too: a man with black eye brows, serious eyes, and a 
meaningless sort of smile underneath—the Chamberlain, I say, dis¬ 
covered there was everything there except the Prince himself. He searched 
all the outer salons ; then, remembering the man’s mad fits of fear, hurried 
to the inmost chamber. That also was empty, but the steel turret or cabin 
erected in the middle of it took some time to open. When it did open it 
was empty, too. He went and looked into the hole in the ground, which 
seemed deeper and somehow all the more like a grave—this is his account, 
of course. And even as he did so he heard a burst of cries and tumult in 

the long rooms and corridors without. 

“First it was a distant din and thrill of something unthinkable on the 
horizon of the crowd, even beyond the castle. Next it was a wordless 
clamour startingly close, and loud enough to be distinct if each word had 
not killed the other. Next came words of a terrible clearness, coming 
nearer, and next one man, rushing into the room and telling the news 
as briefly as such news is told. 

“Otto, Prince of Heiligwaldenstein and Grossenmark, was lying in 
the dews of the darkening twilight in the woods beyond the castle, with 
his arms flung out and liis face flung up to the moon. The blood sti 
pulsed from his shattered temple and jaw, but it was the only part o 
him that moved like a living tiling. He was clad in his full white an 
yellow uniform, as to receive his guests within, except that the sash or 
scarf had been unbound and lay rather crumpled by his side. Before he 
could be lifted he was dead. But, dead or alive, he was a riddle he w o 
had always hidden in the inmost chamber out. there in the wet woo , 

unarmed and alone. 


“Who found his body?” asked Father Brown. 

“Some girl attached to the Court named Hedwig von someuiing or 
other,” replied his friend, “who had been out in the wood picking w 

flowers.” | , 

“Had she picked any?” asked the priest, staring rather vacantly at t 

veil of the branches above him. , , 

“Yes,” replied Flambeau. “I particularly remember that the Cham be - 

lain, or old Grimm or somebody, said how horrible it was, when tUey 
came up at her call, to see a girl holding spring flowers and bending over 
that—that bloody collapse. However, the main point is that before n$tp 
arrived he was dead, and the news, of course, had to be carried bac 
the castle. The consternation it created was something beyond even t a 
natural in a Court at the fall of a potentate. The foreign visitors, especia y 
the mining experts, were in the wildest doubt and excitement, as we as 
matty important Prussian officials, and it soon began to be clear that t e 
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scheme for finding the treasure bulked much bigger in the business than 
people had supposed. Experts and officials had been promised great 
prizes or international advantages, and some even said that the Prince’s 
secret apartments and strong military protection were due less to fear 
of the populace than to the pursuit of some private investigation of-” 

“Had the flowers got long stalks?” asked Father Brown. 

Flambeau stared at him. ‘‘What an odd person you are!” he said. 
“That’ s exactly what old Grimm said. He said the ugliest part of it, he 
thought—uglier than the blood and bullet—was that the flowers were 
quite short, plucked close under the head.” 

Of course/’ said the priest, “when a grown up girl is really picking 
flowers, she picks them with plenty of stalk. It she just pulled their heads 
off, as a child does, it looks as if-” And he hesitated. 

‘Well?” inquired the other. 

Well, it looks rather as it she had snatched them nervously, to make 
an^excuse for being there after—well, arter she was there.” 

I know what you’re driving at,” said Flambeau rather gloomily. 
But that and every other suspicion breaks down on the one point—the 
want of a weapon. He could have been killed, as you say, with lots of 
other things—even with his own military sash; but we have to explain 
not how he was killed, but how he was shot. And the fact is we can’t. 
They had the girl most ruthlessly searched; for, to tell the truth, she was 
a little suspect, though the niece and ward of the wicked old Chamberlain, 
Arnhold. But she was very romantic, and was suspected of sym¬ 
pathy with the old revolutionary enthusiasm in her family. All the same, 
however romantic you are, you can’t imagine a big bullet into a man’s 
jaw or brain without using a gun or pistol. And there was no pistol, 
though there were two pistol shots. I leave it to you, my friend.” 

How do you know there were two shots?” asked the little 
priest 

There was only one in his head,” said his companion, “but there was 
another bullet-hole in the sash.” 

Father Browns smooth brow became suddenly constricted. “Was 
the other bullet found?” he demanded. 

Flambeau started a little. “I don’t think I remember,” he said. 

Hold on! Hold on! Hold on!” cried Brown, frowning more and 
more, with a quite unusual concentration of curiosity. “Don’t think me 

, ( e * Let me think this out for a moment.” 

All right, said Flambeau, laughing, and finished his beer. A slight 

reeze stirred the budding trees and blew up into the sky cloudlets of 
w ne and pink that seemed to make the sky bluer and the whole coloured 
scene morc quaint. They might have been cherubs flying home to the 
C / SC r^ entS °f a sort of celestial nursery. The oldest tower of the casde, 

1 e Dragon Tower, stood up as grotesque as the ale-mug, but as homely. 
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Only beyond the tower glimmered the wood in which the man had lain 

dead. 

“What became of this Hedwig eventually?” asked the priest at 
last. 

“She is married to General Schwartz,” said Flambeau. “No doubt 
you’ve heard of his career, which was rather romantic. He had dis¬ 
tinguished himself even before his exploits at Sadowa and Gravelotte; 
in fact, he rose from the ranks, which is very unusual even in the smallest 
of the German-” 


Father Brown sat up suddenly. 

“Rose from the ranks!” he cried, and made a mouth as if to whistle. 
“Well, well, what a queer story! What a queer way of killing a man; 
but I suppose it was the only one possible. But to think of hate so 
patient-’ ’ 

“What do you mean?” demanded the other. “In what way did they 
kill the man?” 

“They killed him with the sash,” said Brown carefully; and then, as 
Flambeau protested: “Yes, yes, I know about the bullet. Perhaps I ought 
to say he died of having a sash. I know it doesn’t sound like having a 
disease.” 

“I suppose,” said Flambeau, “that you’ve got some notion in your 
head, but it won’t easily get the bullet out of his. As I explained before, 
he might easily have been strangled. But he was shot. By whom? By 
what?’ ’ 


“He was shot by his own orders,” said the priest. 
“You mean he committed suicide?” 

“I didn’t say by his own wish,” replied Father Brown, 
own orders.” 


“I said by his 


“Well, anyhow, what is your theory?” ,,- 

Father Brown laughed. “I am only on my holiday,’ he sal£ *- . 
haven’t got any theories. Only this place reminds me of fairy stones, 

and, if you like, I’ll tell you a story.” , 

The little pink clouds, that looked rather like sweet-stuff, had float® 
up to crown the turrets of the gilt gingerbread castle, and the pink ba V 
fingers of the budding trees seemed spreading and stretching to reac 
them; the blue sky began to take a bright violet of evening, when Fat cr 


Brown suddenly spoke again: « 

“It was on a dismal night, with ram still dropping from the trees an 

dew already clustering, that Prince Otto of Grossenmark stepped hurri® Y 
out of a side door of the castle and walked swiftly into the wood. One o 
the innumerable sentries saluted him, but he did not notice it. He ha no 
wish to be specially noticed himself. He was glad when the great trees, 
grey and already greasy with rain, swallowed him up like a swamp- 
He had deliberately chosen the least frequented side of his palace, but even 
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that was more frequented than he liked. But there was no particular 
chance of officious or diplomatic pursuit, -or 1 is exit had been a sudden 
impulse. All the full-dressed diplomatists he left behind were unim¬ 
portant. He had realized suddenly that he could do without them. 

“His great passion was not the much nobler dread of death, but the 
strange desire of gold. For this legend of the gold he had left Grossen- 
mark and invaded Heiligwaldenstein. For this and only this he had bought 
the traitor and butchered the hero, for this he had long questioned and 
cross-questioned the false Chamberlain, until he had come to the con¬ 
clusion that, touching his ignorance, the renegade really told the truth, 
for this he had, somewhat reluctantly, paid and promised money on the 
chance oi gaining the larger amount; and tor this he had stolen out of 
his palace like a thief in the rain, for he had thought of another way to 
get the desire of his eyes, and to get it cheap. 

Away at the upper end oi a rambling mountain path to which he 
was making his way, among the pillared rocks along the ridge that hangs 
above the town, stood the hermitage, hardly more than a cavern fenced 
with thorn, in which the third of the great brethren had long hidden 
himself from the world. He, thought I’rince Otto, could have no real 
reason for refusing to give up the gold. He had known its place for 
years, and made no effort to find it, even before his new ascetic creed had 
cut him oil from property or pleasures, true, he had been an enemy, 
but he now professed a duty or having no enemies. Some concession to 
his cause, some appeal to his principles, would probably get the mere 
money secret out of him. Otto was no coward, in spite of his net-work 
of military precautions, and, in any case, his avarice was stronger than 
his fears. Nor was there much cause l or fear. Since he was certain there 
were no private arms in the whole principality, he was a hundred times 
more certain there were none in the Quaker’s little hermitage on the hill, 
where he lived on herbs, with two old rustic servants, and with no other 
voice of man for year after year. Prince Otto looked down with something 
of a grim smile at the bright, square labyrinths of the lamp-lit city below 
him. For as far as the eye could see there ran the rifles oi his friends, and 
not one pinch of powder for his enemies. Rifles ranked so close even to 
that mountain path that a cry from him would bring the soldiers rushing 
up the hill, to say nothing of the fact that the wood and ridge were 
patrolled at regular intervals; rifles so far away, in the dim woods, dwarfed 
by distance, beyond the river, that an enemy could not slink into the 
town by any detour. And round the palace rifles at the west door and the 
east door, at the north door and the south, and all along the four fa9ades 
mdtrng them. He was safe. 

It was all the more clear when he had crested the ridge and found 
how naked was the nest of his old enemy. He found himself on a small 
platform of rock, broken abruptly by the three corners of precipice. 
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Behind was the black cave, masked with green thorn, so low that it was 
hard to believe that a man could enter it. In front was the fall of the cliffs 
and the vast but cloudy vision of the valley. On the small rock platform 
stood an old bronze lectern or reading-stand, groaning under a great 
German Bible. The bronze or copper of it had grown green with the 
eating airs of that exalted place, and Otto had instantly the thought, 
‘Even if they had arms, they must be rusted by now.’ Moonrise 
already made a deathly dawn behind the crests and crags, and the rain 
had ceased. 

“Behind the lectern, and looking across the valley, stood a very old 
man in a black robe that fell as straight as the cliffs around him, but whose 
white hair and weak voice seemed alike to waver in the wind. He was 
evidently reading some daily lesson as part of his religious exercises. 
‘They trust in their horses...’ 

“ ‘Sir,’ said the Prince of Heiligwaldenstein, with quite unusual 
courtesy, ‘I should like only one word with you.’ 

“ . and in their chariots,’ went on the old man weakly, ‘but we will 

trust in the name of the Lord of Hosts....’ His last words were inaudible, 
but he closed the book reverently and, being nearly blind, made a groping 
movement and gripped the reading-stand. Instantly his two servants 
slipped out of the low-browed cavern and supported him. They wore 
dull-black gowns like his own, but they had not the frosty silver on the 
hair, nor the frost-bitten refinement of the features. They were peasants, 
Croat or Magyar, with broad, blunt visages and blinking eyes. For the 
first time something troubled the Prince, but his courage and diplomatic 
sense stood firm. 

“ ‘I fear we have not met,’ he said, ‘since that awful cannonade in 
which your poor brother died.’ 

“ ‘All my brothers died,’ said the old man, still looking across the 
valley. Then, for one instant turning on Otto his drooping, delicate 
features, and the wintry hair that seemed to drip over his eyebrows 
like icicles, he added: ‘You see, I am dead, too.’ 

“ ‘I hope you’ll understand,’ said the Prince, contro 
almost to a point of conciliation, ‘that I do not come here to haunt you, 
as a mere ghost of those great quarrels. We will not talk about who 
was right or wrong in that, but at least there was one point on which we 
were never wrong, because you were always right. Whatever is to be 
said of the policy of your family, no one for one moment imagines that 
you were moved by the mere gold; you have proved yourself above the 
suspicion that-’ 

“The old man in the old black gown had hitherto continued to gaze 
at him with watery blue eyes and a sort of weak wisdom in his face. 
But when the word ‘gold’ was said he held out his hand as if in arrest ot 
something, and turned away his face to the mountains. 
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“ ‘He has spoken of gold/ he said. ‘He has spoken of things not lawful. 
Let him cease to speak/ 

Otto had the vice of his Prussian type and tradition, which is to re¬ 
gard success not as an incident but as a quality. He conceived himself 
and his like as perpetually conquering peoples who were perpetually 
being conquered. Consequently, he was ill acquainted with the emotion 
ot surprise, and ill prepared for the next movement, which startled and 
stiffened him. He had opened his mouth to answer the hermit, when the 
mouth was stopped and the voice strangled by a strong, soft gag suddenly 
twisted round his head like a tourniquet. It was fully forty seconds before 
he even realized that the two Hungarian servants had done it, and that 
they had done it with his own military scarf. 

* h* e ( dd man went again weakly to his great brazen-supported Bible, 
turned over the leaves, with a patience that had something horrible about 

it, till he came to the Epistle of St. James, and then began to read: ‘The 
tongue is a little member, but- i 

4 C - ■ 

Something in the very voice made the Prince turn suddenly and 
plunge, co'.vn the mountain-path he had climbed. He was half-way 
towards the gardens of the palace before he even tried to tear the strang¬ 
ling scarf from his neck ana jaws. He tried again and again, and it was 
impossible; the men who had knotted that gag knew the difference be¬ 
tween what a man can do with his hands in front of him and what he can 
00 Ids hands behind his head. His legs were free to leap like an 
antelope on the mountains, his arms were free to use any gesture or wave 

hut he could not speak. A dumb devil was in him. 

, H e had come close to the woods that walled in the casde before he 
ad quite realized what his wordless state meant and was meant to mean. 

, nce more he looked down grimly at the bright, square labyrinths of 
e * am pht city below him, and he smiled no more. He felt himself 
repeating the phrases of his former mood with a murderous irony. Far 

f s 1 lc p yC L °nkl see ran the rifles of his friends, every one of whom would 
1001 j i dead if he could not answer the challenge. Rifles were so 
near that the wood and ridge could be patrolled at regular intervals; 

ere ore it was useless to hide in the wood till morning. Rifles were 
rai cd so far away that an enemy could not slink into the town by any 
etour, therefore it was vain to return to the city by any remote course, 
cry from him would bring his soldiers rushing up the hill. But from 

him no cry would come. 

st * C Tu ° n r ^ Sen stren g t; hcning silver, and the sky showed in 
/ ! P es bright, nocturnal blue between the black stripes of the pines 
a out the castle. Flowers of some wide and feathery sort—for he had 
^ever noticed such things before—were at once made luminous and 

the** 0 °| Ure< ^ y mo °nshine, and seemed indescribably fantastic as 
y c ustered, as if crawling about the roots of the trees. Perhaps his 
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reason had oecn suddenly unseated by the unnatural captivity he carried 
with him, but in that wood he felt something unfathomably German— 
the fairy tale. He knew with half his mind that he was drawing near to 
the castle of an ogre—he had forgotten that he was the ogre. He re- 
rnembered asking his mother if bears lived in the old park at home. He 
stooped to pick a flower, as if it were a charm against enchantment. The 
stalk was stronger than he expected, and broke with a slight snap. Care¬ 
fully trying to place it in his scarf, he heard the halloo, ‘Who goes there?’ 
Then he remembered the scarf was not in its usual place. 

He tried to scream, and was silent. The second challenge came; and 
then a shot that shrieked as it came and then was stilled suddenly by 
impact. Otto of Grossenmark lay very peacefully among the fairy trees, 
and would do no more harm either with gold or steel; only the silver 
pencil of the moon would pick out and trace here and there the intricate 
ornament of his uniform, or die old wrinkles on his brow. May God 
have mercy on his soul. 

“The sentry who had fired, according to the strict orders of the garrison, 
naturally ran forward to find some trace of his quarry. He was a private 
named Schwartz, since not unknown in his profession, and what he found 
was a bald man in uniform, but with his face so bandaged by a kind of 
mask made of his own military scarf that nothing but open, dead eyes 
could be seen, glittering stonily in the moonlight. The bullet had gone 
through the gag into the jaw; that is why there was a shot-hole in the 
scarf, but only one shot. Naturally, if not correctly, young Schwartz 
tore off the mysterious silken mask and cast it on the grass; and then he 
saw whom he had slain. 


“We cannot be certain of the next phase. But I incline to believe that 
there was a fairy tale, after all, in that little wood, horrible as was its 
occasion. Whether the young lady named Hedwig had any previous 
knowledge of the soldier she saved and eventually married, or whether 
she came accidentally upon the accident and their intimacy began that 
night, we shall probably never know. But we can know, I fancy, that 
this Hedwig was a heroine, and deserved to marry a man who became 
something of a hero. She did the bold and the wise thing. She persuaded 
the sentry to go back to his post, in which place there was nothing to 
connect him with the disaster; he was but one of the most loyal and orderly 
of fifty such sentries within call. She remained by the body and gave the 
alarm; and there wa^ nothing to connect her with the disaster either, 


since she had not got, and could not have, any firearms. 

“Well,” said Fathei Brown rising cheerfully I 
happy/’ 


hope they’re 


“Where are you going?” asked his friend, k 

“I’m going to have another look at that portrait of the Chamberlain, 
the Arnhold who betrayed his brethren,” answered the priest. I wonder 
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what part- I wonder i : a man is 'ess a traitor when he is twice a 

traitor?” 

And he ruminated long before the portrait of a white-haired man with 

black eyebrows and a pink, painted sort of smile that seemed to contradict 
the black warning in his eyes. 


I 
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THE INCREDULITY OF FATHER BROWN 


I 


THE RESURRECTION OF FATHER BROWN 

There was a brief period during which Father Brown enjoyed, or rather 
did not enjoy, something like fame. He was a nine days’ wonder in the 
newspapers; he was even a common topic of controversy in the weekly 
reviews; his exploits were narrated eagerly and inaccurately in any number 
of clubs and drawing-rooms, especially in America. Incongruous and 
indeed incredible as it may seem to any one who knew him, his adven¬ 
tures as a detective were even made the subject of short stories appearing 
in magazines. 

Strangely enough, this wandering limelight struck him in the most 
obscure, or at least the most remote, of his many places of residence. He 
had been sent out to oificiate, as something between a missionary and a 
parish priest, in one of those sections of the northern coast of South 
America, where strips of country still cling insecurely to European 
powers, or are continually threatening to become independent republics, 
under the gigantic shadow of President Monroe. The population was 
red and brown with pink spots; that is, it was Spanish-American, and 
argely Spanish-American-Indian, but there was a considerable and in¬ 
creasing infiltration of Americans of the northern sort—Englishmen, 
Germans and the rest. And the trouble seems to have begun when one of 
ese visitors, very recendy landed and very much annoyed at having 
ost one of his bags, approached the first building of which he came in 
Sig t—which happened to be the mission-house and chapel attached to 
^ * ront °f which ran a long veranda and a long row of stakes, up 
w were trained the black twisted vines, their square leaves red with 
autumn. Behind them, also in a row, a number of human beings sat 
most as rigid as the stakes, and coloured in some fashion like the vines, 
or while their broad-brimmed hats were as black as their unblinking 
eyes, the complexions of many of them might have been made out of the 
r ^ timber of those transadantic forests. Many of them were smoking 
°, n S» tiiin black cigars; and in all that group the smoke was almost 
i e 0Il v m oving thing. The visitor would probably have described 
^em as natives, though some of them were very proud of Spanish blood. 

e 'y 35 not one to draw any fine distinction between Spaniards and 
f ndians, being rather disposed to dismiss people from the scene 
cn once he had convicted them of being native to it. 
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He was a newspaper man from Kansas City, a lean, light-haired man 
with what Meredith called an adventurous nose; one could almost fancy 
it found its way by feeling its way and moved like the proboscis of an 
ant-eater. His name was Snaith, and his parents, after some obscure 
meditation, had called him Saul, a fact which he had the good feeling to 
conceal as far as possible. Indeed, he had ultimately compromised by 
calling himself Paul, though by no means for the same reason that had 
affected the Apostle of the Gentiles. On the contrary, so far as he had 
any views on such things, the name of the persecutor would have been 
more appropriate; for he regarded organized religion with the conven¬ 
tional contempt which can be learnt more easily from Ingersoll than 
from Voltaire. And this was, as it happened, the not very important 
side of his character which he turned towards the mission-station and the 
groups in front of the veranda. Something in their shameless repose and 
indifference inflamed his own fury of efficiency; and, as he could get no 
particular answer to his first questions, he began to do all the talking 
himself. 

Standing out there in the strong sunshine, a spick-and-span figure in 
his Panama hat and neat clothes, his grip-sack held in a steely grip, he 
began to shout at the people in the shadow. He began to explain to 
them very loudly why they were lazy and filthy, and bestially ignorant 
and lower than the beasts that perish, in case this problem should have 
previously exercised their minds. In his opinion it was the deleterious 
influence of priests that had made them so miserably poor and so hope¬ 
lessly oppressed that they were able to sit in the shade and smoke and do 
nothing. 

“And a mighty soft crowd you must be at that,” he said, “to be bullied 
by these stuck-up josses because they walk about in their mitres and their 
tiaras and their gold copes and other glad rags, looking down on every¬ 
body else like dirt—being bamboozled by crowns and canopies and 
sacred umbrellas like a kid at a pantomime; just because a pompous old 
High Priest of Mumbo-Jumbo looks as if he was the lord of the 
What about you? What do you look like, you poor simps? I tell you. 
that’s why you’re way-back in barbarism and can’t read or write and— ■ 

At this point the High Priest of Mumbo-Jumbo came in an undigni¬ 
fied hurry out of the door of the mission-house, not looking very like a 
lord of the earth, but rather like a bundle of black second-hand clothes 
buttoned round a short bolster in the semblance of a guy. He was not 
wearing his tiara, supposing him to possess one, but a shabby broad hat 
not very dissimilar from those of the Spanish Indians, and it was thrust 
to the back of his head with a gesture of botheration. He seemed just 
about to speak to the motionless natives when he caught sight or the 
stranger and said quickly: ■ •„ 

“Oh, can I be of any assistance? Would you like to come inside? 
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Mr. Paul Snaith came inside; and it was the beginning of a considerable 
increase ot that journalist's information on many things. Presumably 
his journalistic instinct was stronger than his prejudices, as, indeed, it 
often is in clever journalists; and he asked a goo ti inany questions, the 
answers to which interested and surprised him. He discovered that the 
Indians could read and write, for the simple reason that the priest had 
iucht them; but that they did not read or write any more than they 
could help, from a natural preference for more direct communications. 

I le learned that these strange people, who sat about in heaps on the 
veranda without stirring a hair, could work quite hard on their own 
patches of land; especially those of them who were more than half 
Spanish; and he learned with still more astonishment that they all had 
patches of land that were really their own. That much was part of a 
stubborn tradition that seemed quite native to natives. But in that also 
the priest had played a certain part, and by doing so had taken perhaps 
what was his first and last part in politics, if it was only local politics. 
There had recently swept through that region one of those fevers of 
atheist and almost anarchist Radicalism which break out periodically in 

1 " : ; : 1 1 a ' in culture, generally beginning in a secret society and 

generally ending in a civil war and in very little else. The local leader of 
tie iconoclastic party was a certain Alvarez, a rather picturesque adven¬ 
turer of Portuguese nationality but, as his enemies said, ot partly negro 
origin, the head of any number of lodg es and temples of initiation ot 

, ? rt 111 slR h places clothe even atheism with something mystical. 

e cader on tha more conservative side was a much more common- 
pace person, a very wealthy man named Mendoza, the owner of many 
actories and quite respectable, but not very exciting. It was the general 

causc °f ^ aw an< ^ °rder would have been entirely lost 
1 . a not a d°P te d a more popular policy of its own, in the form ot 
securing land tor the peasants; and this movement had mainly originated 

r< Wk1 C U k rn ^ on “ stataon Father Brown. 

1 , v 11 c ie Was talking 10 the journalist, Mendoza, the Conservative 
Ca j Cr * carne hr* He was a stout, dark man, with a bald head like a pear 
n a round body also like a pear; he was smoking a very fragrant cigar, 
e t rew it away, perhaps a little theatrically, when he came into the 
p esence 0 the priest, as if he had been entering church; and bowed with 
curve t at in so corpulent a gentleman seemed quite improbable. He 
as a ways exceedingly serious in his social gestures, especially towards 
pous institutions. He was one of those lay men who are much more 
^ esmsuea than ecclesiastics. It embarrassed Father Brown a good 
cal. especially when carried thus into private lire. 

smile “K an antl-t ^‘ nca f Father Brown would say with a faint 

onlv leaif U Jl * Cre W0L1 ^ n c b e half so much clericalism if they would 
y lcave th >ngs to the clerics.” 
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Why, Mr. Mendoza/’ exclaimed the journalist with a new anim¬ 
ation, “I think we have met before. Weren’t you at the Trade Congress 
in Mexico last year?” 

The heavy eyelids of Mr. Mendoza showed a flutter of recognition, 
and he smiled in his slow way. “I remember.” 

“Pretty big business done there in an hour or two,” said Snaith with 
relish. “Made a good deal of difference to you, too, I guess. ’ 

I have been very fortunate,” said Mendoza modestly. 

Don’t you believe it!” cried the enthusiastic Snaith. “Good fortune 
comes to the people who know when to catch hold; and you caught 
hold good ana sure. But I hope I’m not interrupting your business?’ 

“Not at all,” said the other. “I often have the honour of calling on 
the padre for a little talk. Merely for a little talk.” 

It seemed as if this familiarity between Father Brown and a successful 
and even famous man of business completed the reconciliation between 
the priest and the practical Mr. Snaith. He felt, it might be supposed, a 
new' respectability clothe the station and the mission, and was ready to 
overlook such occasional reminders of the existence ot religion as a 
chapel and a presbytery can seldom wholly avoid. He became quite 
enthusiastic about the priest’s programme—at least on its secular and 
social side—and announced himself ready at any moment to act in the 
capacity of a live wire for its communication to the world at large. And 
it w r as at this point that Father Brown began to find the journalist rather 
more troublesome in his sympathy than in his hostility. 

Mr. Paul Snaith set out vigorously to feature Father Brown. He sent 
long and loud eulogies on him across the continent to his newspaper in 
the Middle West. He took snapshots of the unfortunate cleric in the 
most commonplace occupations, and exhibited them in gigantic photo¬ 
graphs in the gigantic Sunday papers of the United States. He turned us 
sayings into slogans, and w r as continually presenting the world wit 
“A Message” from the reverend gentleman in South America. Any 
stock less strong and strenuously receptive than the American race wou ^ 
have become very much bored with Father Brown. As it was, he receive 
handsome and eager offers to go on a lecturing tour in the States, an 
when he declined, the terms were raised with expressions of respect u 
wonder. A series of stories about him, like the stories of Sherlock Ho mes, 
were, by the instrumentality of Mr. Snaith, planned out and put e ore 
the hero with requests for his assistance and encouragement. As tie 
priest found they had started, he could offer no suggestion except t a 
they should stop. And this in turn was taken by Mr. Snaith as the text 
for a discussion on whether Father Brown should disappear temporari) 
over a cliff, in the manner of Dr. Watson’s hero. To all these deman 
the priest had patiently to reply in writing, saying that he would consent 
on such terms to the temporary cessation of the stories and begging t a 
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a considerable interval might occur before they began again. The notes 

he wrote grew shorter and shorter; and as he wrote the last of them he 
sighed. 

Nadkss to say, this strange boom in the North reacted on the little 
outpost in the South where he had expected to live in so lonely an exile. 
The considerable English and American population already on the 
spot began \;o be proud of possessing so widely advertised a person. 
American tourists, of the sort who land with a loud demand for West¬ 
minster Abbey, landed on that distant coast with a loud demand for 
1 r Brown. They were within measurable distance of running ex¬ 
cursion trains named after him, and bringing crowds to see him as if he 
were a public monument. He was especially troubled by the active and 
ambitious new traders and shopkeepers of the place, who were per- 
P 11 * pestering him to try their wares and to give them testimonials. 
Even if the testimonials were not forthcoming, they would prolong the 
correspondence for the purpose of collecting autographs. As he was a 
good-natured person they got a good deal of what they wanted out of 
im, and it was in answer to a particular request irom a Frankfort wine- 
meuluuit named Eckstein that he wrote hastily a few words on a card, 
which were to prove a terrible turning-point in his life. 

Eckstein was a fussy little mail with fuzzy hair and pince-nez, who was 
U1 ( f ajixioih that the priest should not only try some of his celebrated 
me icinal port, but should let him know where and when he would 
. m acknowledging its receipt. The priest was not particularly 
surprised at the request, for he was long past surprise at the lunacies of 
? vertisement. So he scribbled something down and turned to other 
usiness which seemed a little more sensible. He was again interrupted, 
a note from no less a person than his political enemy Alvarez, asking 
to come to a conference at which it was hoped that a compromise 
on an outstanding question might be reached; and suggesting an appoint¬ 
ment that evening at a cafe just outside the walls oi die little town. To 

S a so ie scnt a message of acceptance by die rather florid and military 
essenger who was waiting for it; and dien, having an hour or two 
e ore im, sat down to attempt to get through a little of his own 

] *? e > ss * ^ en< ^ ^e time he poured himself out a glass 

r * ckstein s remarkable wine and, glancing at the clock with a 
umorous expression, drank it and went out into the night. 

to m °°nlight lay on the little Spanish town, so that when he came 
£ r - e Picturesque gateway, with its rather rococo arch and the fantastic 

OnH 0 F? ms beyond it, it looked rather like a scene in a Spanish opera, 
do 0n S ! ea f °f palm with jagged edges, black against the moon, hung 
sonT 1 ^ 11 *h e °ther side of the arch, visible through the archway, and had 

l°°k of the jaw of a black crocodile. The fancy would 
a ve mgered in his imagination but tor something else that caught 
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his naturally alert eye. The air was deathly still, and there was not a 
stir of wind; but he distinctly saw the pendent palm-leaf move. 

He looked around him and realized that he was alone. He had left 
behind the last houses, which were mostly closed and shuttered, and was 
walking between two long blank walls built of large and shapeless but 
flattened stones, tutted here and there with the queer prickly weeds of 
that region—walls which ran parallel all the way to the gateway. He 
could not sec the lights of the cafe outside the gate; probably it was too 
tar away. Nothing could be seen under the arch but a wider expanse of 
large-flagged pavement, pale in the moon, with the straggling prickly 
pear here and there. He had a strong sense of the smell of evil; he felt 
queer physical oppression; but he did not think of stopping. His courage, 
which was considerable, was perhaps even less strong a part of him than 
his curiosity. All his life he had been led by an intellectual hunger for the 
truth, even of trifles. He often controlled it in the name of proportion; 
but it was always there. He walked straight through the gateway, and 
on the other side a man sprang like a monkey out of the tree-top and 
struck at him with a knife. At the same moment another man came 
crawling swiftly along the wall and, whirling a cudgel round his head, 
brought it down. Father Brown turned, staggered, and sank in a heap, 
but as he sank there dawned on his round face an expression of mild 
and immense surprise. 

There was living in the same little town at this time another young 
American, particularly different from Mr. Paul Snaith. His name was 
John Adams Race, and he was an electrical engineer, employed by Men¬ 
doza to fit out the old town with all the new conveniences. He was a 
figure far less familiar in satire and international gossip than that of t e 
American journalist. Yet, as a matter of fact, America contains a million 
men of the moral type of Race to one of the moral type of Snaith. e 
was exceptional in being exceptionally good at his job, but in every 
otliei way he was very simple. He had begun life as a druggist s ^ ss ^| ant 
in a Western village, and risen by sheer work and merit; but hesti 
garded his home town as the natural heart of the habitable world. He 
been taught a very Puritan, or purely Evangelical, sort of Christianity 
from the Family Bible at his mother's knee; and in so far as he had nme 
to have any religion, that was still his religion. Amid all the ttazz 
lights of the latest and even wildest discoveries, when he was at the very 
edge and extreme of experiment, working miracles of light and soun 
like a god creating new stars and solar systems, he never for a moment 
doubted that the things “back home” were the best things in the wor » 
his mother and the Family Bible and the quiet and quaint morality of is 
village. He had as serious and noble a sense of the sacredness of 1S 

O • fp- U A 

mother as if he had been a frivolous Frenchman. He was quite sure 
Bible religion was really the right thing; only he vaguely missed it wher- 
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ever he went in the modem world. He could hardly be expected to sym¬ 
pathize with the religious externals of Catholic countries; and in a dis¬ 
like of mitres and croziers he sympathized with Mr. Snaith, though not 
in so cocksure a fashion, i le had no liking for the public bowings and 
scrapings of Mendoza and certainly no temptation to the masonic mys¬ 
ticism of the atheist Alvarez. Perhaps all that semi-tropical life was too 
coloured for bun, shot with Indian red and Spanish gold. Anyhow, 
when he said there was nothing to touch his home town, he was not 
boasting. He really meant that there was somewhere something plain 
aI1( ^pretentious and touching, which he really respected more than 
anything else in the world. Such being the mental attitude of John Adams 
Race in a South American station, there had been growing on him for 
--eti-e a curious feeling, which contradicted all his prejudices and for 
w ijch he could not account. For the truth was this: that the only thing 
e ad ever met in his travels that in the least reminded him of the old 
wood-pile and the provincial proprieties and the Bible on his mother’s 

ee was (for some inscrutable reason) the round face and black clumsy 
umbrella of Father Brown. 

^ ^ himself insensibly watching that commonplace and even 

comic black figure as it went bustling about; watching it with an almost 
mor id fascination, as if it were a walking riddle or contradiction. He 
| U . something he could not help liking in the heart of everything 

C A * ** Wa;> as had been horribly tormented by lesser demons 

ar Vpk cn ^ oun( ^ that the Devil was quite an ordinary person. 

. , us ^ happened that, looking out of his window on that moonlit 
ni gut, ic saw the Devil go by, the demon of unaccountable blameless- 
1 M brn.id black hat and long black coat, shuffling along the street 
owar $ the gateway, and saw it with an interest which he could not 

wlr^l Un< ^ crst;an ^* wondered wdicre the priest was going, and 
a : c Was rea Hy up to; and remained gazing out into the moonlit 

the little black fig ure had passed. And then he saw 
somet mg else that intrigued him further. Two other men whom he 

oThP 1 ^* passed across his window as across a lighted stage. A sort 
1 . imelight of the moon ran in a spectral halo round the big bush of 

it^ouV^ A ° CfeC ^ 011 ^ le ^ ieac ^ little Eckstein, the wine-seller, and 
old f r- 3 ta cr an< ^ darker figure with an eagle profile and a queer 
, aS *ncd and very top-heavy black hat, which seemed to make the 

Rac C JiU 110 St ^ more bizarre, like a shape in a shadow pantomime, 
his f ^ U > CC ^ ^ msc ^ f° r allowing the moon to play such tricks with 
w ]. 1 ^ or on a second glance he recognized the black Spanish side- 
man of S ^Bh-£eatured face of Dr. Calderon, a worthy medical 
on w j c town » whom he had once found attending professionally 

Dcrin D ^ * t ^ lcrc was something in the way the men w'ere wliis- 
g to each other and peering up the street that struck him as peculiar. 
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On a sudden impulse he leapt over the low window-sill and himself 
went bareheaded up the road, following their trail He saw them dis¬ 
appear under die dark arclnvay, and a moment after there came a dreadful 
cry from beyond; curiously loud and piercing, and all the more blood¬ 
curdling to Race because it said something very distinctly in some tongue 
that he did not know. 

The next moment there was a rushing of feet, more cries, and then a 
confused roar of rage or grief that shook the turrets and tall palm trees 
of the place; there was a movement in the mob that had gathered, as if 
they were sweeping backwards through the gateway. And then the 
dark archway resounded with a new voice this time intelligible to him 
and falling with the note of doom, as someone shouted through the 
gateway: 

“Father Brown is dead!” 

He never knew what prop gave way in his mind, or why something 
on which he had been counting suddenly failed him; but he ran towards 
the gateway and was just in time to meet his countryman, the journalist 
Snaith, coming out of the dark entrance, deadly pale and snapping his 
fingers nervously. 

“It’s quite true,” said Snaith, with something which for him approached 
to reverence. “He’s a goner. The doctor’s been looking at him, and 
there’s no hope. Some of these damned Dagos clubbed him as he came 
through the gate—God knows w T hy. It’ll be a great loss to the place. 

Race did not or perhaps could not reply, but ran on under the arch 
to the scene beyond. The small black figure lay where it had fallen on 
the wilderness of wide stones starred here and there with green thorn; 
and the great crowd was being kept back, chiefly by the mere gestures or 
one gigantic figure in the foreground. For there were many there who 
swayed hither and thither at the mere movement of his hand, as if he had 
been a magician. 

Alvarez, the dictator and demagogue, was a tall, swaggering figure, 
always rather flamboyantly clad, and on this occasion he wore a green 
uniform with embroideries like silver snakes crawling all over it, with an 
order round his neck hung on a very vivid maroon ribbon. His close 
curling hair was already grey, and in contrast his complexion,, whic 
his friends called olive and his foes octoroon, looked almost litcra y 
golden, as if it were a mask moulded in gold. But his large-featured face, 
which was powerful and humorous, was at this moment properly g ra ^ e 
and grim. He had been waiting, he explained, for Father Brown at the 
cafe, when he had heard a rustle and a fall and, coming out, had foun 

the corpse lying on the flagstones. . 

“I know what some of you are thinking,” he said, looking roun 
proudly, “and if you are afraid of me—as you are—I will say it tor 
you. I am an atheist; I have no god to call on for those who will n0t 






my word. But 1 tell you in tne name 
that may be left to a soldier and a man, that I 
had the men here that did it, I would rejoice to 
Naturally we are glad to hear you say so,” 

d solemnly, standing by the body of his fallen coadjutor. inis diow 
has been too appalling for us to say what else we feel at present. I suggest 
that it will be more decent and proper if we remove my friend’s body and 
break up this irregular meeting. I understand,” he added gravely to the 
doctor, “that there is unfortunately no doubt. ’ 

“There is no doubt,” said Dr. Calderon. 

John Race went back to his lodgings sad and with a singular sense of 
emptiness. It seemed impossible that he should miss a man whom he 
never knew ! ie learned that the funeral was to take place next day for 
all felt that the crisis should be past as quickly as possible, for fear of riots 
that were hourly growing more piobable. When Snaith had seen the 
row of Red Indians sitting on the veranda, they might have been a row 
of ancient Aztec images carved in red wood. But he had not seen them 
as they were when they heard that the priest was dead. 

Indeed they would certainly have risen in revolution and lynched the 

republican leader, if they had not been immediately blocked by the direct 

necessity of behaving respectfully to the coffin of their own religious 

leader. The actual assassins, whom it would have been most natural to 

lynch, seemed to have vanished into thin air. Nobody knew their names* 

and nobody would ever know whether the dying man had even seen 

their faces. That strange look of surprise that was apparently his last look 

on earth might have been the recognition of their faces. Alvarez re- 

peated violently that it was no work of his, and attended the funeral 

walking behind the coffin in his splendid silver and green uniform with 
^ ‘it ol I i avado of reverence. 

Behind the veranda a flight of stone steps scaled a very steep green 

'ifted m n d ^ 3 c , actus ' hcd 8 c ’ and up this the coffin was laboriously 
hfted to the ground above, and placet! temporarily at the foot of £ 

Sound U ReI CrUC,flX l that a° mimtca thc r ° ad a "d guarded the consecrated 

these symbols that were provocative enough to him, Alvarez behaved 
with restraint .and respect; and all would have gone well-as Race told 
himself—had the others only let him alone 

bi " Crly d '“ °' J Mcndo7a lMd ^ looked like 

Zll iTu f tHc faC< j l ’ I1COV f cd ’ brin B in g £ Pathos to the pomt of 
need haw do * 10se simple people. This, being consonant to tradition 
need have done no harm; but some officious person had added to it the 
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custom of the French free-thinkers, of having speeches by the graveside. 
Mendoza proceeded to make a speech—a rather long speech, and the 
longer it was, the longer and lower sank John Race’s spirits and sym¬ 
pathies with the religious ritual involved. A list of saintly attributes, 
apparently of the most antiquated sort, was rolled out with the dilatory 
dullness of an after-dinner speaker who does not know how to sit down. 
That was bad enough; but Mendoza had also the ineffable stupidity to 
start reproaching and even taunting his political opponents. In three 
minutes he had succeeded in making a scene, and a very extraordinary 
scene it was. 

“Wc may well ask,” he said, looking around him pompously; we 
may well ask where such virtues can be found among those who have 
madly abandoned the creed of their fathers. It is when we have atheists 
among us, atheist leaders, nay sometimes even atheist rulers, that we find 
their infamous philosophy bearing fruit in crimes like this. If we ask who 
murdered this holy man, we shall assuredly find- 

Africa of the forests looked out of the eyes of Alvarez the hybrid 
adventurer; and Race fancied he could see suddenly that the man was 
after all a barbarian, who could not control himself to the end; one might 
guess that all his '‘illuminated'’ transcendentalism had a touch of Voodoo. 
Anyhow, Mendoza could not continue, for Alvarez had sprung up an 
was shouting back at him and shouting him down, with infinite y 

superior lungs. ,. . 

“Who murdered him?" he roared. “Your God murdered him. 

His own God murdered him! According to you, he^murders all his 
faithful and foolish servants—as he murdered that one, and he made a 
violent gesture, not towards the coffin but the crucifix. Seeming to con¬ 
trol himself a little, he went on in a tone still angry but more arguments 
tive: U I don’t believe it, but you do. Isn’t it better to have no Go t an 
one that robs you in this fashion? I, at least, am not afraid to say a 
there is none. There is no power in all this blind and brainless universe 
that can hear your prayer or return your friend. Though you eg 
Heaven to raise him, he will not rise. Though I dare Heaven to raise 
him, he will not rise. Here and now I will put it to the test—I * 
God who is not there to waken the man who sleeps for ever. 

There was a shock of silence, and the demagogue had made his se - 


sation. 


“We might have known," cried Mendoza in a thick gobbling voice, 

“when we allowed such men as you--" 1 

A new voice cut into his speech; a high and shrill voice with a an 


accent. 

<4 


Stop! Stop!" cried Snaith the journalist; somethings up- I swear 

I saw him move." , 

He went racing up the steps and rushed to the coffin, while e 1 


ob 
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below swayed with indescribable frenzies. The next moment he had 
turned a face of amazement over his shoulder and made a signal with 
his finger to Dr. Calderon, who hastened forward to confer with him. 
When die two men stepped away again from the coffin, all could see that 
the position of the head had altered. A roar ot excitement rose from the 
crowd and seemed to stop suddenly, as if cut off in mid-air; for the priest 

in the coffin gave a groan and raised himself on one elbow, looking with 
bleared and blinking eyes at the crowd. 

John Adams Race, who had hitherto known only miracles ot science, 
newer found himself able in after years to describe the topsy-turvydom 
<!! d'e next few days. He seemed to have burst out of the world of time 
and space, and to be living in the impossible. In half an hour the whole 
or that town and district had been transformed into something never 
known for a thousand years; a mediaeval people turned to a mob of monks 
by a staggering miracle; a Greek city where the god had descended among 
men. Thousands prostrated themselves in the road; hundreds took vows 
on the spot, and even the outsiders, like the two Americans, were able 

l ‘‘ l|u ^ T ! ,lK of nothing but the prodigy. Alvarez himself was 

shaken, as well he might be; and sat down, with his head upon his hands 
And in the midst of all this tornado of beatitude was a little man 
Struggling to be heard. His voice was small and taint, and the noise was 
deafening. I Ic made weak little gestures that seemed more those of 
irritation than anything else. He came to the edge of the parapet above 
the crowd, waving it to be quiet, with movements rather like the flap 

° 1 ,. e . ° rt w ’ n 6 s a penguin. There was something a little more like 

a lull in the noise; and then Father Brown for the first time reached the 

utmost stretch of the indignation that he could launch against Ins children. 

? y ou silly people, he said in a high and quavering voice; “Oh, 
you silly, silly people.” 

Then he suddenly seemed to pull himself together, made a bolt for 
the steps with his more normal gait, and began hurriedly to descend 

Where are you going. Father?” said Mendoza, with more than his 
usual veneration. 

“To the telegraph office,” said Father Brown hastily. “What? No; 

o course it s not a miracle. Why should there be a miracle? Miracles 
are not so cheap as all that.” 

And he came tumbling down the steps, the people flinging themselves 
betore him to implore his blessing. 

Bless you, bless you, said Father Brown hastily. *God bless you all 
and give you more sense.” 

And he scuttled away with extraordinary rapidity to the telegraph 

!^ C| , whcre he ™“d t0 L his ^shop's secretary: “There is some mad 
story about a miracle here; hope his lordship not give authority. Nothing 
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As he turned away from his effort, he tottered a little with the reaction, 
and John Race caught him by the arm. 

“Let me see you home,” he said; “you deserve more than these people 
are giving you.” 

John Race and the priest were seated in the presbytery; the table was 
still piled up with the papers with which the latter had been wres 
the day before; the bottle of wine and the emptied wine-glass still stood 
where he had left them. 

“And now,” said Father Brown almost grimly, “I can begin to 
think.” 

“I shouldn’t think too hard just yet,” said the American. “You must 
be wanting a rest. Besides, what are you going to think about?” 

“I have pretty often had the task of investigating murders, as it happens, 
said Father Brown. “Now I have got to investigate my own murder. 

“If I were you,” said Race, “I should take a little wine first.” 

Father Brown stood up and filled himself another glass, lifted it, looked 
thoughtfully into vacancy and put it down again. Then he sat down once 
more and said:. 

“Do you know what I felt like when I died? You may not believe it, 
but my feeling was one of overwhelming astonishment. 

“Well,” answered Race, “I suppose you were astonished at 
knocked on the head.” 

Father Brown leaned over to him and said in a low voice: 

“I was astonished at not being knocked on the head.” 

Race looked at him for a moment as if he thought the knock on the 
head had been only too effective; but he only said: “What do you mean. 

“I mean that when that man brought his bludgeon down with a great 
swipe, it stopped at my head and did not even touch it. In the same way, 
the other fellow made as if to strike me with a knife, but he never gave 
me a scratch. It was just like play-acting. I think it was. But then 

followed the extraordinary thing.” , 

He looked thoughtfully at the papers on the table for a moment an 

then went on: 

“Though I had not even been touched with knife or stick, I began to 
feel my legs doubling up under me and my very life failing. I knew 
was being struck down by something, but it was not by those weapons. 

Do you know what I think it was?” 

And he pointed to the wine on the table. 

Race picked up the wine-glass and looked at it and smelt it. 

“I think you are right,” he said. “I began as a druggist and studie 
chemistry. I couldn’t say for certain without an analysis, but I thinic 
there’s something very unusual in tills stuff. There are drugs by whic 
the Asiatics produce a temporary sleep that looks like death. 
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“Quite so,” said the priest calmly. “The whole of this miracle was 
faked, for some reason or other. That funeral scene was staged—and 
timed. 1 think it is pan of that raving madness of publicity that has got 
hold of Snaith; but i can hardly believe he would go quite so far, merely 
or that. After all, it's one dung to make copy out of me and run me as 
a sort of sham Sherlock Holmes, and-” 

Even as the priest spoke his tace altered. His blinking eyelids shut 
suddenly and he stood up as if he were choking. Then he put one waver¬ 
ing hand as it groping his way towards the door. 

Where are you going?*' asked die other in some wonder. 

If you ask mc, H said Father Brown, who was quite white, “I was 
going to pray. Or rather, to praise.” 

1 m not sure 1 understand. What is the matter with you?'* 

1 was going to praise God for having so strangely and so incredibly 
saved me—saved me by an inch” 

Of course, said Race, “I am not ot your religion; but believe me, I 
have religion enough to understand that. Of course, you would thank 
God for saving you from death.** 

No, said the priest *Not from death. From disgrace.** 

The other sat staring; and the priest’s next words broke out of him 
with a sort of cry. 

And if it had only been my disgrace! But it was the disgrace of all I 

stand for; the disgrace of the Faith that they went about to encompass. 

What it might have been! The most huge and horrible scandal ever 

launched against us since the last lie was choked in die throat of Titus 
Oates.** 


a 


What on earth are you talking about? * demanded his companion. 

Well, 1 had better tell you at once,” said the priest; and sitting down, 

he went on more composedly: "It came to me in a flash when I happened 

to mention Snaith and Sherlock Holmes. Now I happen to remember 

what I wrote about his absurd scheme; it was the natural thing to write, 

and yet I dunk they had ingeniously manoeuvred me into writing just 

those words. They were something like ‘I am ready to die and come to 

life again like Sherlock Holmes, if that is the best way.* And the moment 

I thought of that, I realized that I had been made to write all sorts of 

things of that kind, all pointing to the same idea. I wrote, as if to an 

accomplice, saying diat I would drink the drugged wine at a particular 
time. Now, don't you see?'* 

Race sprang to his feet still staring: "Yes,” he said, “I think I begin to 
see. 

They would have boomed the miracle. Then they would have bust 
up the miracle. And what is the worst, they would have proved that 1 
was in the conspiracy. It would have been our sham miracle. That’s all 
there is to it; and about as near hell as you and I will ever be, I hope.” 
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Then he said, after a pause, in quite a mild voice: 

They certainly would have got quite a lot of good copy out of me.” 

Race looked at the table and said darkly: “How many of these brutes 
were in it?” 

Father Brown shook his head. “More than I like to think of,” he said; 

t>ut I hope some of them were only tools. Alvarez might think that 
all s fair in war, perhaps; he has a queer mind. I’m very much afraid that 
Mendoza is an old hypocrite; I never trusted him, and he hated my action 
in an industrial matter. But all that will wait; I have only got to thank 
God for the escape. And especially that I wired at once to the Bishop/* 

John Race appeared to be very thoughtful. 

“You’ve told me a lot I didn’t know,” he said at last, “and I feel in¬ 
clined to tell you the only thing you don’t know. I can imagine how 
those fellows calculated well enough. They thought any man alive, 
waking up in a coffin to find himself canonized like a saint, and made 
into a walking miracle for everyone to admire, would be swept along 
with his worshippers and accept the crown of glory that fell on him out 
the sky. And I reckon their calculation was pretty practical psychology, 
as men go. I’ve seen all sorts of men in all sorts of places; and I tell you 
frankly I don’t believe there’s one man in a thousand who could wake up 
like that with all his wits about him; and while he was still almost talking 
in his sleep, would have the sanity and the simplicity and the humility 

to-” He was much surprised to find himself moved, and his level 

voice wavering. 

Father Brown was gazing abstractedly, and in a rather cock-eyed 
fashion, at the bottle on the table. “Look here,” he said, “what about a 
bottle of real wine?” 
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It is to be feared that about a hundred detective stories have begun 


the discovery that an American millionaire has been murdered; an event 
which is, for some reason, treated as a sort of calamity. This story, 
am happy to say, has to begin with a murdered millionaire; in one sense, 
indeed, it has to begin with three murdered millionaires, which some 
may regard as an embarras de richesse. But it was chiefly this coincidence or 
continuity of criminal policy that took the whole affair out of the ordinary 
run of criminal cases and made it the extraordinary problem that it was. 
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It was very generally said that they had all fallen victims to some 
vendetta or curse attaching to the possession ot a relic of great value both 
intrinsically and historically: a sort of ciialice inlaid with precious stones 
and commonly called the Coptic Cup. Its origin was obscure, but its 
use was conjectured to be religious; and some attributed the fate that 
followed its possessors to the fanaticism of some Oriental Christian 
horrified at its passing through such materialistic hands. But the mysterious 
slayer, whether or no he was such a fanatic, was already a figure of lurid 
and sensational interest in the world of journalism and gossip. The 
nameless being was provided with a name, or a nickname. But it is only 
with the story of the third victim that we are now concerned; ior it was 
only in this case that a certain Father Brown, who is the subject of these 
sketches, had an opportunity of making his presence felt. 

When Father Brown first stepped oti an Atlantic liner on to American 
soil, he discovered, as many another Englishman has done, that he was a 
much more important person that he had ever supposed. His short 
figure, his short-sighted and undistinguished countenance, his rather 
rusty-black clerical clothes, could pass through any crowd in his own 
country without being noticed as anything unusual, except perhaps un¬ 
usually insignificant. But America has a genius for the encouragement of 
fame; and his appearance in one or two curious criminal problems, to- 
K c dnT wit! 1 , his long association widi Flambeau, the ex-criminal and 
detective, had consolidated a reputation in America out ol w r hat was little 
more than a rumour in England. His round face was blank with surprise 
when he found himself held up on the quay by a group of journalists, as 
by a gang of brigands, who asked him questions about all the subjects 
on which he was least likely to regard himself as an authority, such as the 
details of female dress and the criminal statistics of the country that he 
had only that moment clapped his eyes on. Perhaps it was the contrast 
with the black embattled solidarity of this group that made more vivid 
another figure that stood apart from it, equally black against the burning 
white daylight ot that brilliant place and season, but entirely solitary; 
a tall, rather yellow-faced man in great goggles, who arrested him with 
a gesture when the journalists had finished and said: ‘‘Excuse me, hut 
maybe you are looking for Captain Wain.” 

Some apology may be made for Father Brown; for he himself would 
have been sincerely apologetic. It must be remembered that he had never 
seen America before, and more especially that he had never seen that 
sort of tortoise-shell spectacles before; for the fashion at this time had 
not spread to England. His first sensation was that of gazing at some 
goggling sea-monster with a faint suggestion of a diver’s helmet. 
Otherwise the man was exquisitely dressed; and to Brown, in his inno¬ 
cence, the spectacles seemed the queerest disfigurement for a dandy 
It was as if a dandy had adorned himself with a wooden leg as an extra 
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touch of elegance. The question also embarrassed him. An American 
aviator oi the name of Wain, a friend of some friends of his own in France, 
was indeed one of a long list of people he had some hope of seeing during 
his American visit; but he had never expected to hear of him so soon. 

I beg your pardon,” he said doubtfully, “are you Captain Wain? 
Do you—do you know him?” 

“Well, I’m pretty confident I’m not Captain Wain,” said the man in 
goggles, with a face of wood. “I was pretty dear about that when I 
saw him waiting for you over there in the car. But the other question’s 
a bit more problematical. I reckon I know Warn and Ins uncle, and old 
man Merton, too. I know old man Merton, but old man Merton don’t 
know me. And he thinks he has the advantage, and I think I have the 
advantage. See?” 

Father Brown did not quite see. He blinked at the glittering seascape 
and the pinnacles of the city, and then at the man in goggles. It was 
not only the masking of the man’s eyes that produced the impression of 
something impenetrable. Something in his yellow face was almost 
Asiatic, even Chinese; and his conversation seemed to consist of stratified 
layers of irony. He was a type to be found here and there in that hearty 
and sociable population; he was the inscrutable American. 

"My name s Drage,’’ he said, "Norman Drage, and I’m an American 
citizen, which explains everything. At least 1 imagine your friend Wain 
would like to explain the rest; so we’ll postpone The fourth of July till 


another date.” 

Father Brown was dragged in a somewhat dazed condition towards a 
car at some little distance, in which a young man with tufts of untidy 
yellow hair and a rather harassed and haggard expression, hailed him 
trom afar and presented himself as Peter Wain. Before he knew where 
he was he was stowed in the car and travelling with considerable spee 
through and beyond the city. He was unused to the impetuous practi¬ 
cality of such American action, and felt about as bewildered as if a chariot 
drawn by dragons had carried him away into fairyland. It was under 
these disconcerting conditions that he heard for the first time, in l° n S 
monologues from Wain, and short sentences from Drage, the story o 
the Coptic Cup and the two crimes already connected with it. 

It seemed that Wain had an uncle named Crake who had a partner 


named Merton, who was number three m die series oi rich business men 
to whom the cup had belonged. The first of them, Titus P- Trant, t e 
Copper King, had received threatening letters from somebody signing 
himself Daniel Doom. The name was presumably a pseudonym, but it 
had come to stand for a very public if not a very popular character, or 
somebody as well known as Robin Hood and Jack the Ripper combine - 
For it soon became clear that the writer oi the threatening letter did not 
confine himself to doreaterung. Anyhow, the upshot was that old Trant 
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was found one morning with his head in his own lilypond, and there 
was not the shadow ot a clue. The cup was, fortunately, sate in the 
bank; and it passed with the rest ot Trant’s property to his cousin, Brian 
Horder, who was also a man of great wealth and who was also threatened 
by the nameless enemy. Brian Horder was picked up dead at the foot 
of a c iff outside his seaside residence, at which there was a burgla! 
this time on a large scale. For though the cup apparently again escaped, 
enough bonds and securities were stolen to leave Hordcr’s financial affairs 
in confusion. 


“Brian Horder’s widow,” explained Wain, “had to sell most oi his 
valuables, I believe, and Brandon Merton must have purchased the cup 
at that time, for he had it when I first knew him. But you can guess for 
yourself that it’s not a very comfortable thing to have.” 

“Has Mr. Merton ever had any of the threatening letters?” asked Father 
Brown, after a pause. 

I imagine he has,” said Mr. Drage; and something in his voice made 
the priest look at him curiously, until he realized that the man in goggles 

was laughing silently, in a fashion that gave die new-comer something of 
a chill. 

I m pretty sure he nas,” said Peter Wain, frowning. “I’ve not seen 
'he letters, only his secretary sees any of his letters, for he is pretty reticent 
about business matters, as big business men have to be. But I’ve seen 
him real upset and annoyed with letters; and letters that he tore up, too, 
before even his secretary saw them. The secretary himself is getting ner¬ 
vous and says he is sure somebody is laying for the old man; and the long 
and the short of it is, that we’d be very grateful for a little advice in the 
matter. Everybody knows your great reputation, Father Brown, and the 

secretary asked me to see if you’d mind coming straight out to the Merton 
house at once.” 


Oh, I see,” said Father Brown, on whom the meaning of this apparent 
kidnapping began to dawn at last. “But, really, I don’t see that I can do 
any more than you can. You’re on the spot, and must have a hundred 
times more data for a scientific conclusion titan a chance visitor.” 

Yes, said Mr. Drage dryly; “our conclusions are much too scientific 
to be true. I reckon if anything hit a man like Titus P. Trant, it just came 

out of the sky without waiting for any scientific explanation. What thev 
call a bolt from the blue.” 


You can’t possibly mean,” cried Wain, “that it was supernatural!” 

But it was by no means easy at any time to discover what Mr. Drage 
could possibly mean; except that if he said somebody was a real smart 
man, he very probably meant he was a fool. Mr. Drage maintained an 
Oriental immobility until the car stopped, a little while after, at what was 
obviously their destination. It was rather a singular place. They had been 
driving through a thinly-wooded country that opened into a wide p lain. 


336 


THE FATHER BROWN STORIES 


and just in front of them was a building consisting of a single wall or 
very high fence, round, like a Roman camp and having rather the appear¬ 
ance of an aerodrome. The barrier did not look like wood or stone, and 
closer inspection proved it to be of metal. 

They all alighted from the car, and one small door in the wall was 
s h (1 open with considerable caution, after manipulations resembling the 
opening of a safe. But, much to Father Brown’s surprise, the man called 
Norman Drage showed no disposition to enter, but took leave of them 
with sinister gaiety. 

1 won t come in,’ he said. “It ud be too much pleasurable excitement 
tor old man Merton, I reckon. He loves the sight of me so much that he a 
die of joy/ 1 

And he stiode away, while Father Brown, with increasing wonder, 
was admitted through the steel door which instandy clicked behind him. 
inside was a large and elaborate garden of gay and varied colours, but 
entirely without any trees or tall shrubs or flowers Ln die centre of it 
rose a house of handsome and even striking architecture, but so high and 
narrow as rather to resemble a tower. The burning sunlight gleamed on 
glass roofing here and there at the top, but there seemed to be no win¬ 
dows at all in the lower part of it. Over everything was that spodess 
and sparkling cleanliness that seemed so native to the clear American 
air. When they came inside the portal, they stood amid resplendent 
marble and metals and enamels of brilliant colours, but there was no 
staircase. Nothing but a single shaft for a lift went up the centre between 
the solid walls, and the approach to it was guarded by heavy, powerful 
men like plain-clothes policemen. 

“Pretty elaborate protection, I know,” said Wain. “Maybe it makes 
you smile a little, Father Brown, to find Merton has to live in a fortress 
like this without even a tree in the garden for anyone to hide behind. 
But you don’t know what sort of proposition we’re up against in this 
country. And perhaps you don’t know just what the name of Brander 
Merton means. He’s a quiet-looking man enough, and anybody might 
pass him in the street; not. that they get much chance nowadays, for he 
can only go out now and then in a closed car. But if anything happene 
to Brander Merton there’d be earthquakes from Alaska to the Caiiniba 
Islands. I fancy there was never a king or emperor who had sue 
power over the nations as he has. After all, I suppbse if you d been 
asked to visit the czar, or the king of England, you’d have had t e 
curiosity to go. You mayn't care much for czars or millionaires, du 
it just means that power like that is always interesting. And I hope 
it’s not against your principles to visit a modern sort of emperor like 
Merton.” 

“Not at all,” said Father Brown, quietly. “It is my duty to visit 
prisoners and all miserable men in captivity.” 
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There was a silence, and the young man rowned with a strange and 
almost shifty look on his lean face. Then he said, abruptly: 

“Well, you’ve got to remember it isn’t only common crooks or the 
Hlack Hand that’s against him. This Daniel Doom is pretty much like 
the devil. Look how he dropped Trant in his own gardens and Horder 
outside his house, and got away with it.” 

The top floor of the mansion, inside the enormously thick walls, 
consisted of two rooms; an outer room which they entered, and an inner 
room that was the great millionaire’s sanctum. They entered the outer 
room just as two other visitors were coming out of the inner one. One 
W:iS l uled by Peter Wain as his uncle—a small but very stalwart and 
active man with a shaven head that looked bald, and a brown face that 
looked almost too brown to have ever been wdiite. This was old Crake, 
commonly called Hickory Crake in reminiscence of the more famous 
Old Hickory, because of his fame in the last Red Indian wars. His 
companion was a singular contrast—a very dapper gentleman with dark 
hair like a black varnish and a broad, black ribbon to his monocle; 
Barnard Blake, who was old Merton s lawyer and had been discussing 
with the partners the business of the firm. The four men met in the 
middle of the outer room and paused for a little polite conversation, in 
the act of respectively going and coming. And through all goings and 
comings another figure sat at the back of the room near the inner door, 
massive and motionless m the half-light from the inner window; a man 
with a negro face and enormous shoulders. This was what the humorous 
self-criticism of America playfully calls the Bad Man; whom his friends 
might call a bodyguard and his enemies a bravo. 

This man never moved or stirred to greet anybody; but the sight of him 
in the outer room seemed to move Peter Wain to his first nervous query. 

“Is anybody with the chief?” he asked. 

“Don’t get rattled, Peter,” chuckled his uncle. "Wilton the secretary 
is with him, and 1 hope that’s enough for anybody. 1 don’t believe Wilton 

CVcr -^ a T s Lu watching Merton. He is better than twenty bodyguards. 
And he’s quick and quiet as an Indian.” 

Well, you ought to know, said his nephew, laughing. "I remember 
the Red Indian tricks you used to teach me when 1 was a boy and liked 

to IV;u ' fodian stories. But in my Red Indian stories Red Indians 

seemed always to have the worst of it.” 

(• £ * * 

,/hey didri t in real life,” said the old frontiersman grimly. 

Indeed? inquired the bland Mr. Blake. "I should have thought they 
could do very little against our firearms.” 

I ve seen an Indian stand under a hundred guns with nothing but a 

little scalping-knife and kill a white man standing on the top of a fort ” 
said Crake. r 

Why, what did he do with it?” asked the other. 
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“Threw it,” replied Crake, “threw it in a flash before a shot could be 
fired. I don’t know where he learnt the trick.” 

“Well, I hope you didn’t learn it,” said his nephew, laughing. 

“It seems to me,” said Father Brown, thoughtfully, “that the story 
might have a moral.” 

While they were speaking Mr. Wilton, the secretary, had come out 
of the inner room and stood waiting; a pale, fair-haired man with a 
square chin and steady eyes with a look like a dog s; it was not difficult 

to believe that he had the single-eye of a watchdog. 

He only said, “Mr. Merton can see you in about ten minutes, but it 
served for a signal to break up the gossiping group. Old Crake said he 
must be off, and his nephew went out with him and his legal companion, 
leaving Father Brown for the moment alone with his secretary; for the 
negroid giant at the other end of the room could hardly be felt as if he 
were human or alive; he sat so motionless with his broad back to them, 
staring towards the inner room. 

“Arrangements rather elaborate here, I m afraid, said the secretary. 
“You’ve probably heard all about tins Daniel Doom, and why it isn t 

safe to leave the boss very much alone.” 

“But he is alone just now, isn’t he?” said Father Brown. 

The secretary looked at him with grave, grey eyes. 

“For fifteen minutes,” he said. “For fifteen minutes out of the twenty- 
four hours. That is all die real solitude he has; and that he insists on, or a 

pretty remarkable reason. 

“And what is the reason?” inquired the visitor. , 

Wilton, the secretary, continued his steady gaze, but his mou , 

had been merely grave, became grim. . 

“The Coptic Cup,” he said. “Perhaps you’ve forgotten the C p 

Cup; but he hasn’t forgotten that or anything else. He doesn t / 

of us about the Coptic Cup. It’s locked up somewhere and some “° , 
that room so that only he can find it; and he won t take it out ti 
all out of the way. So we have to risk that quarter °f an °h r w 1 £ 

sits and worships it; 1 reckon it’s the only worshipping he does, 
that there’s any risk really; for I’ve turned all this place into a P. 
don’t believe the devil himself could get into—or at any rate, get 
If this infernal Darnel Doom pays us a visit, he II stay to inner an 
bit later, by God! 1 sit here on hot bricks tor the fifteeni minute 
the instant I heard a shot or a sound of struggle 1 d press this.but^ 
an electrocuting current would run in a ring round that garden • 
that it ’ud be death to cross or climb it. Of course, there cou 
shot, for this is the only way in; and the only window he sits at is a y ^ 
on the top of a tower as smooth as a greasy pole. But, anyhow, 
all armed here, of course; and if Doom did get into that room e 

dead before he got out. 
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Father Brown was blinking at the carpet in a brown study. Then he 
said suddenly, with something like a jerk: 

I hope you won’t mind my mentioning it, but a kind or' a notion 
came into my head just this minute. It’s about you.” 

“Indeed/’ remarked Wilton, “and what about me?” 

1 dunk you are a man of one idea,” said ather Brown, “and you will 
forgive me for saying that it seems to be even more the idea of catching 
Daniel Doom than of defending Brander Merton.” 

\\ r I ton started a little and continued to stare at his companion; then 
very slowly his grim mouth took on a rather curious smile. 

How did you—what makes you think that?” he asked. 

You said that il you heard a shot you could instantly electrocute die 
escaping enemy,” remarked the priest. “1 suppose it occurred to you 
that the shot might be fatal to your employer before the shock was 
fatal to his foe. 1 don’t mean that you wouldn’t protect Mr. Merton if 
you could, but it seems to come rather second in your thoughts. The 
arrangements are very elaborate, as you say, and you seem to have elabor¬ 
ated them. But they seem even more designed to catch a murderer than 
to save a man.” 

Father Brown,” said the secretary, who had recovered his quiet tone, 

1 i! re very smart, but there’s something more to you than smartness. 
Somehow you’re the sort of man to whom one wants to tell the truth; 
aiJl - besides, you 11 probably hear it, anyhow, for in one way it’s a joke 
b [ilj 1 Inc already. They all say I’m a monomaniac about running down 
this big crook, and perhaps 1 am. But 1 ’il tell you one thing that none 

l hem know. My full name is John Wilton Hordcr,” Father Brown 

nodded as if he were completely enlightened, but die other went 
on. 

This fellow who calls himself Doom killed my father and uncle and 
/ I!ilC ^ ln y mother. When Merton wanted a secrctarv 1 took the job, 
because I thought that where the cup was the criminal might sooner or 
later be. But 1 duin t know who the criminal was and could only wait 
for him; and I meant to serve Merton faithfully.” 

1 understand, said Father Brown gently; “and, by the way, isn’t it 
bttie that we attended on him?” 

Why, yes,” answered Wilton, again starting a little out of his brooding 
so that the priest concluded that his vindictive mania had again absorbed 
him for a moment. “Go in now by all means.’” 

Father Brown walked straight into the inner room. No sound ol greet¬ 
ings followed, but only a dead silence; and a moment after die priest 
reappeared in the doorway. 

At the same moment the silent bodyguard sitting near the door moved 
suddenly; and it was as if a huge piece of furniture had come to life. It 
seemed as though something in the very attitude of the priest had been 
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a signal; for his head was against the light from the inner window and his 
face was in shadow. 

“I suppose you will press that button/’ he said with a sort of sigh. 
Wilton seemed to awake from his savage brooding with a bound and 
leapt up with a catch in his voice. 

There was no shot,” he cried. 

Well,” said Father Brown, “it depends what you mean by a 
shot.” 

Wilton rushed forward, and they plunged into the inner room together. 
It was a comparatively small room and simply though elegantly furnished. 
Opposite to them one wide window stood open, over-looking the garden 
and the wooded plain. Close up against the window stood a chair and a 
small table, as if the captive desired as much air and light as was allowed 
him during his brief luxury of loneliness. 

On the little table under the window stood the Coptic Cup; its owner 
had evidendy been looking at it in the best light. It was well worth looking 
at, for that white and brilliant daylight turned its precious stones to many- 
coloured flames so that it might have been a model of the Holy Grail. 
It was well worth looking at; but Brander Merton was not looking at 
it. For his head had fallen back over his chair, his mane of white hair 
hanging towards the floor, and his spike of grizzled beard thrust up 
towards the ceiling, and out of his throat stood a long, brown-painte 

arrow with red feathers at die other end. 

“A silent shot,” said Father Brown, in a low voice; “I was just wonder¬ 
ing about those new inventions for silencing firearms. But this is a very 
old invention, and quite as silent. 

Then, after a moment, he added: “I’m afraid he is dead. What are you 

going to do?” u , 

The pale secretary roused himself with abrupt resolution. I m going 

to press that button, of course,” he said, “and if that doesn’t do for Dame 
Doom, I’m going to hunt him through the world till I find him. 

“Take care it doesn’t do for any of our friends,” observed Fat er 
Brown; “they can hardly be far off; we’d better call them. 

“That lot know all about the wall,” answered Wilton. N 
will try to climb it, unless one of them ... is in a great hurry. 

Father Brown went to the window by which the arrow had evi er / 1 
entered and looked out. The garden, with its flat flower-beds, lay tar be¬ 
low like a delicately coloured map of the world. The whole vista seeme 
so vast and empty, the tower seemed set so far up in the sky t as 

stared out a strange phrase came back to his memory. ., , 

“A bolt from the blue,” he said. “What was that somebody said about 

a bolt from the blue and death coming out of the sky? Look ow ar 
away everything looks; it seems extraordinary that an arrow coul come 

so far, unless it were an arrow from heaven. 


None of 
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Vi [ton had returned, but did not reply, and the priest went on as in 
soliloquy. 

‘ ( hie thinks of aviation. We must ask young Wain . . . about avi¬ 
ation.” 


it 


it 


nere, said. tne secretary. 

Case of very old or very new weapons,” observed Father Brown. 

Some would be quite familiar to his old uncle, ) suppose; we must ask 
him about arrows. This looks rather like a Red Indian arrow. I don’t 
know where the Red Indian shot it from; but you remember the story 
the old man told. I said it had a moral,” 

If it had a moral,” said Wilton warmly, “it was only that a real 
Red Indian might shoot a tiling farther than you’d fancy. It’s nonsense 


your suggesting a parallel.” 
I don t think vou’ve 


you ve got the moral quite right,” said Father 

Brown. 

Although the little priest appeared to melt into the millions of New 
York next day, without any apparent attempt to be anything but a 
numbci m a numbered street, he was, in fact, unobtrusively busy for the 
next fortmght with the commission that had been given him, for he was 
filled with profound fear about a possible miscarriage of justice. Without 
aving any particular air of singling them out from his other new 
acquaintances, he found it easy to fall into talk with the two or three men 
recently involved in the mystery; and with old Hickory Crake especially 
he had a curious and interesting conversation, it took place on a seat in 
Central Park, where the veteran sat with his bony hands and hachet 
ace resting on the oddly-shaped head of a walking-stick of dark red 
wood, possibly modelled on a tomahawk. 

Well, it may be a long shot,” he said, wagging his head, “but I 
v» °tm n t advise you to be too positive about how far an Indian arrow 

u ^ kftown some bow-shots that seemed to go straighter than 

Iwl anc ^ht the mark to amazement, considering how long they 

a been travelling. Of course, you practically never hear now of a 

e ndian with a bow and arrows, still less of a Red Indian hanging 
a out here. But if by any chance there were one of the old Indian marks- 

one °f the old Indian bows, hiding in those trees hundred of 
X ards J c y° nd dlc Merton outer wall—why, then I wouldn’t put it past 

e no . e sav ^ge to be able to send an arrow over the wall and into the 
top window of Merton’s house; no, nor into Merton ««“•» 

« S 11 * 16 as wonderful as that done in the old day,. 

No doubt, ’ said the priest, “you have done things quite as wonder¬ 
ful, as well as seen them.” 

Crake chuckled, and then said gruffly: “Oh, that’s all ancient 

.. or y- 

s °me people have a way of studying ancient history,” the priest said. 


« 
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I suppose we may take it there is nothing in your old record to make 
people talk unpleasantly about this affair. 

What do you mean?” demanded Crake, his eyes shifting sharply 

for tfce first time, in his red, wooden face, that was rather like the head 
of a tomahawk. 

Well, since you were so well acquainted with all the arts and crafts 
of the Redskin-” began Father Brown slowly. 

Crake had had a hunched and almost shrunken appearance as he sat 
with his chin propped on its queer-shaped crutch. But the next instant 
he stood erect in the path like a fighting bravo with the crutch clutched 
like a cudgel. 

“What?” he cried—in something like a raucous screech—“what the 
hell! Are you standing up to me to tell me I might happen to have 
murdered my own brother-in-law?” 

From a dozen seats dotted about the path people looked towards the 
disputants, as they stood facing each other in the middle of the path, the 
bald-headed energetic little man brandishing his outlandish stick like a 
club, and the black, dumpy figure of the little cleric looking at him with¬ 
out moving a muscle, save for his blinking eyelids. For a moment it 
looked as if the black, dumpy figure would be knocked on the head, and 
laid out with true Red Indian promptitude and dispatch; and die large 
form of an Irish policeman could be seen heaving up in the distance and 
bearing down on the group. But the priest only said, quite placidly, 
like one answering an ordinary query: 

u l have formed certain conclusions about it, but I do not think I will 
mention them till I make my report.” 

Whether under the influence of the footsteps of the policeman or of the 
eyes of the priest, old Hickory tucked his stick under his arm and put his 
hat on again, grunting. The priest bade him a placid good morning, an d 
passed in an unhurried fashion out of the park, making his way to tne 
lounge of the hotel where he knew that young Wain was to be found. 
The young man sprang up with a greeting; he looked even more lug- 
gard and harassed than before, as if some worry were eating him away, 
and the priest had a suspicion that his young friend had recently been 
engaged, with only too conspicuous success, in evading the last Amen - 
ment to the American Constitution. But at the first word about 
hobby or favourite science he was vigilant and concentrated enoug 
For Father Brown had asked, in an idle and conversational ^ ^ ^ 
whether much flying was done in that district, and had told how he a 
at first mistaken Mr. Merton’s circular wall for an aerodrome. 

“It’s a wonder you didn’t see any while we were there, answere 
Captain Wain. “Sometimes they’re as thick as flies; that open plain is 
a great place for them, and I shouldn’t wonder if it were the clnef bree 
fog-ground, so to speak, for my sort of birds in the future. I ve flown 



THE ARROW 


343 


a good deal there myself, of course, and 1 know most of the fellows about 
here who flew in the war; but there are a whole lot of people taking to 
it out there now whom I never heard of in my life. I suppose it will be 
like motoring soon, and every man in the States will have one.” 

“Being endowed by his Creator,” said Father Brown with a smile 
with the right to life, liberty and the pursuit of motoring—not to 
mention aviation. So I suppose we may take it that one strange aero¬ 
plane passing over diat house, at certain times, wouldn’t be noticed 
much.” 

“No,” replied the young man; “I don’t suppose it would.” 

Or even if the man were known,” went on the other, “I suppose he 
might get hold of a machine that wouldn’t be recognized as his. If you, 
for instance, flew in the ordinary way, Mr. Merton and his friends might 
recognize the rig-out, perhaps; but you might pass pretty near that 

window on a different pattern of plane, or whatever you call it; near 
enough for practical purposes.” 

Well, yes,” began the young man, almost automatically, and then 
ceased, and rcip lined staring at the cleric with an open mouth and eyes 
standing out of his head. 

My God! he said, in a low voice; my God!” 

Then he rose from the lounge seat, pale and shaking from head to foot 
and still staring at the priest. 

Are you mad? * he said; “are you raving mad?” 

There was a silence and then lie spoke again in a swift hissing fashion. 
You positively come here to suggest-” 

No; only to collect suggestions,” said Father Brown, rising. U I may 

liave formed some conclusions provisionally, but I had better reserve 
them for the present.” 

then saluting the other with the same stilt civility, he passed out 
of the hotel to continue his curious peregrinations. 

By the dusk of that day they had led him down the dingy streets and 
steps that straggled and tumbled towards the river in the oldest and 
inost irregular part of the city. Immediately under the coloured lantern 
t at marked the entrance to a rather low Chinese restaurant he en¬ 
countered a figure he had seen before, though by no means presenting 
itself to the eye as he had seen it. 

Mr. Norman Drage still confronted the world grimly behind his 
great goggles, wliich seemed somcl low to cover his face like a dark mask 
ot glass. But except for the goggles, his appearance had undergone a 
strange transformation in the month that had elapsed since the murder. 

c had then, as Father Brown had noted, been dressed up to the nines 
pT t0 ^ lat point, indeed, where there begins to be too fine a distinction 
etween the dandy and the dummy outside a tailor’s shop. But now all 
tiose externals were mysteriously altered for the worse; as if the tailor’s 
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dummy had been turned into a scarecrow. His top hat still existed, but 
it was battered and shabby; his clothes were dilapidated; his watch-chain 
and minor ornaments were gone. Father Brown, however, addressed 
him as if they had met yesterday, and made no demur to sitting down 
with him on a bench in the cheap eating-house whither he was bound.. 
It was not he, however, who began the conversation. 

“Well?” growled Drage; “and have you succeeded in avenging your 
holy and sainted millionaire? We know all millionaires are holy and 
sainted; you can find it all in the papers next day, about how they lived 
by the light of the Family Bible they read at their mother’s knee. Gee! 
if they'd only read out some of the things there are in the Family Bible, 
the mother might have been startled some. And the millionaire, too,^I 
reckon. The old Book’s full of a lot of grand fierce old notions they don t 
grow nowadays; sort of wisdom of the Stone Age and buried under the 
Pyramids. Suppose somebody had flung old man Merton from the top 
of that tower ot his, and let him be eaten by dogs at the bottom, it would 
be no worse than what happened to Jezebel. Wasn’t Agag hacked into 
little pieces, for all he went walking delicately? Merton walked delicately 
all his life, damn him—until he got too delicate to walk at all. But the 
shaft of the Lord found him out, as it might have done in the old Book, 
and struck him dead on the top of his tower to be a spectacle to the 

people.” 

“The shaft was material, at least,” said his companion. 

“The Pyramids are mighty material, and they hold down the dea 
kings all right,” grinned the man in the goggles. “I think there s a ot 
to be said for these old material religions. There’s old carvings that have 
lasted for thousands ot years, showing their gods and emperors wit^ 
bended bows; with hands that look as if they could really bend bows o 
stone. Material, perhaps—but what materials! Don’t you sometimes 
stand staring at those old Eastern patterns and things, till you have a 
hunch that that old Lord God is still driving like a dark Apollo, an 
shooting black rays of death?” 

“If he is,” replied Father Browm, “I might call him by another name. 
But I doubt whether Merton died by a dark ray or even a stone arroW * 

“I guess you think he’s St. Sebastian,” sneered Drage, ^ ec } ^ 
arrow. A millionaire must be a martyr. How do you know he ^ n 

deserve it? You don’t know much about your millionaire, I fancy. 

let me tell you he deserved it a hundred times over. 

“Well,” asked Father Brown gently, “why didn’t you murder mV 

“You want to know why I didn’t?” said the other, staring. e f 

you’re a nice sort of clergyman.” 

“Not at all,” said the other, as if waving away a compliment. 

“I suppose it’s your way of saying I did,” snarled^ Drage. 9 

prove it, that’s all. As for him, I reckon he was no loss. 
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“Yes, he was/' said Father Brown, sharply. “He was a loss to you. 
That’s why you didn’t kill him.” 

And he walked out of die room, leaving the man in goggles gaping 
after him. 

It was nearly a month ater that Father Brown revisited the house where 

dure! millionaire had suffered from the vendetta of Daniel Doom. A 
sort of council was field of the persons most interested. Old Crake sat 
at the head of the table with his nephew on his right hand the lawyer 
on his left; the big man with the African features, whose name appeared 
to be Harris, was ponderously present, if only as a material witness; a 
red-haired, sharp-nosed individual addressed as Dixon seemed to be the 
leprcscntanve of Pinkerton’s or some such private agency; and Father 
Broun slipped unobtrusively into an empty seat beside him. 

Every newspaper in the world was full ot the catastrophe of the colos¬ 
sus of finance, of the great organizer of the Big Business that bestrides the 
modern world; but from the tiny group that had been nearest to him at 
ttie very instant of his death very little could be learned. The uncle, 
nephew, and attendant solicitor declared they were well outside the outer 
wall before the alarm was raised; and inquiries of the official guardians at 
both barriers brought answers that were rather confused, but on the whole 
confirmatory. Only one other complication seemed to call for consider¬ 
ation. It seemed that round about the time ol the death, before or after, 
a stranger had been found hanging mysteriously round the entrance and 
as ,m o to scc hir. Merton. The servants had some difficulty in under¬ 
standing what he meant, for his language was very obscure; but it was 
afterwards considered to be also very suspicious, since he had said some¬ 
thing about a wicked man being destroyed by a word out of the 
sky. 

Peter Wain leaned forward, the eyes bright in his haggard face, and 

1 11 bet on that, anyhow, Norman Drage.” 

A"* 1 " 1 * m ^ lc world is Norman Drage?” asked his uncle. 

T at s what I want to know,” replied the young man. “I practically 
^ e . him, but he has got a wonderful trick of twisting every straight 
question crooked; it’s like lunging at a fencer. He hooked on to me with 
unts about the flying-ship of the future; but I never trusted him much.” 
But what sort of a man is he?” asked Crake, 

z mystagogue,” said Father Brown, with innocent prompti- 
* ^“ ere ar e quite a lot of them about; the sort of men about town 
W o hint to you in Paris cafes and cabarets that they’ve lifted the veil 
0 sis or know the secret of Stonehenge. In a case like this they’re sure 
0 Jjjtve some sort of mystical explanations.” 

e smooth, dark head of Mr. Barnard Blake, the lawyer, was inclined 
P° ltl > towards the speaker, but his smile was faintly hostile. 


tude. 
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I should hardly have thought, sir,” he said, "that you had any quarrel 
with mystical explanations.” 

On the contrary,” replied Father Brown, blinking amiably at him. 
“That’ s just why I can quarrel with ’em. Any sham lawyer could bam¬ 
boozle me, but he couldn’t bamboozle you; because you’re a lawyer 
yourself. Any fool could dress up as a Red Indian and I’d swallow him 
whole as the only original Hiawatha; but Mr. Crake would see through 
him at once. A swindler could pretend to me that he knew all about 
aeroplanes, but not to Captain Wain. And it’s just the same with the 
other, don’t you see? It’s just because I have picked up a little about my¬ 
stics that I have no use for mystagogues. Real mystics don’t hide mys¬ 
teries, they reveal them. They set a tiling up in broad daylight, and when 
you’ve seen it it’s still a mystery. But the mystagogues hide a tiling in 
darkness and secrecy, and when you find it, it’s a platitude. But in the 
case of Drage, I admit he had also another and more practical notion in 
talking about fire from heaven or bolts from the blue.” 

“And what was his notion?” asked Wain. “I think it wants ware 
whatever it is.” 

“Well,” replied the priest, slowly, “he wanted us to think the murders 
were miracles because . . . well, because he knew they weren t. 

“Ah,” said Wain, with a sort of hiss, “I was waiting for that. In plain 

words, he is the criminal.” 

' - . fr 

“In plain words, he is the criminal who didn’t commit the crime, 

answered Father Brown calmly. 

“Is that your conception of plain words?” inquired Blake politely. 

“You’ll be saying I’m the mystagogue now,” said Father Bro,wn, 
somewhat abashed, but with a broad smile, “but it was really 
accidental. Drage didn’t commit the crime—I mean this crime. 
only crime was blackmailing somebody, and he hung about here to o 
it; but he wasn’t likely to want the secret to be public property or t le 
whole business to be cut short by death. We can talk about him a^ter 
wards. Just at the moment, I only want him cleared out of the way. 

“Out of the way of what?” asked the other. 

“Out of the way of the truth,” replied the priest, looking at mi 

tranquilly, with level eyelids. , ,, 

“Do you mean,” faltered the other, “that you know the trut . 

“I rather think so,” said Father Brown modestly. , 

There was an abrupt silence, after which Crake cried out su e / 

and irrelevantly in a rasping voice: >* 

“Why, where is that secretary fellow? Wilton! He ought to be^ cre^ 

“I am in communication with Mr. Wilton, said Father r ° 
gravely; “in fact, I asked him to ring me up here in a few minutes ro^ 
now. I may say that we’ve worked the thing out together, in a mann 
of speaking.” 
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(< Ifyourc working together, I suppose it's all right,” grumbled Crake. 
I blow he was always a sort of bloodhound on the trail of this vanish¬ 
ing crook, so perhaps it was well to hunt in couples with him. But if 
you know ? he truth about this, where the devil did you get it from?” 

I got it from you, answered the priest, quietly, and continued to 
gaze mildly at the glaring veteran. “I mean I made the first guess from a 

hint in a story of yours about an Indian who threw a knife and hit a man 
on the top of a fortress.” 

“You’ve said that several times,” said Wain, with a puzzled air; “but 
- can 1 1 any inference, except that his murderer threw an arrow and hit 

a man on the top of a house very like a fortress. But of course the arrow 
wasn t thrown but shot, and would go much farther. Certainly it went 
uiKonmumlv far; but f don’t see how it brings us any farther.” 

u afraid you missed the point of the story,” said Father Brown. 
It isn t that if one thing can go far another can go farther. It is that the 
wrong use of a tool can cut both ways. The men on Crake's fort thought 
o a knife as a thing for a hand-to-hand fight and forgot that it could be 
a missile like a javelin. Some other people I know though t of a thing as 
a missile like a javelin and forgot that, alter all, it could be used hand-to- 

. unc as a s P car - lu short, the moral of the story is that since a dagger can 
e turned into an arrow, so can an arrow be turned into a dagger.” 

They were all loobng at him now; but he continued in the same 
casual and unconscious tone: 

Naturally we wondered and worried a good deal about who shot 

t at arrow through the window and whether it came from far away, 

an so on. But the truth is that nobody shot the arrow at all. It never 
came in at the window at all.” 

Then how did it come there?” asked the swarthy lawyer, with a 
rather lowering face. 

4*. So ®cbodv brought it with him, I suppose,” said Father Brown; 
it wou n t be hard to carry or conceal. Somebody had it in his hand as 
c stoo/ with Merton in Merton s own room. Somebody thrust it into 
erton s throat like a poignard, and then had the highly intelligent idea 

it® whole thing at such a place and angle that we all assumed in 
* Hash that it had flown in at the window like a bird.” 

omebody, said old Crake, in a voice as heavy as stone. 

he telephone bell rang with a strident and horrible clamour of 

insistence. It was in the adjoining room, and Father Brown had darted 

? e ^ ore anybody else could move. 

What the devil is it all about?” cried Peter Wain, who seemed all 
shaken and distracted. 

He said he expected to be rung up by Wilton, the secretary,” replied 
u$ uncle in the same dead voice. 

I suppose it is Wilton?” observed the lawyer, like one speaking to 
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fill up a silence. But nobody answered the question until Father Brown 
reappeared suddenly and silently in the room, bringing the answer. 

“Gentlemen,” he said, when he had resumed his seat, “it was you who 
asked me to look into the truth about this puzzle; and having found the 
truth, 1 must tell it, without any pretence of softening the shock. Im 
afraid anybody who pokes his nose into things like this can’t afford to 
be a respecter of persons.” 

“I suppose,” said Crake, breaking the silence that followed, “that 
means that some of us are accused, or suspected.” 

“All of us are suspected,” answered Father Brown. “I may be sus¬ 
pected myself, for I found the body,” 

“Of course we’re suspected,” snapped Wain. “Father Brown kindly 

explained to me how I could have besieged the tower in a flying- 
machine.” 

“No,” replied the priest, with a smile; “you described to me how you 
could have done it. That was just the interesting part of it. 

“He seemed to think it likely,” growled Crake, “that I killed him my¬ 
self with a Red Indian arrow.” 

“1 thought it most unlikely,” said Father Brown, making rather a wry 
face. “I’m sorry if I did wrong, but I couldn’t think of any other way 0 
testing the matter. I can hardly think of anything more impro a e 
than the notion that Captain Wain went careering in a huge mac e 
past the window, at the very moment of the murder, and no 0 y 
noticed it; unless, perhaps, it were the notion that a respectable old & er f e 
man should play at Red Indians with a bow and arrow behind the us es, 
to kill somebody he could have killed in twenty much simpler J* a ) s 
But I had to find out if they had had anything to do with it; and so 

had to accuse them in order to prove their innocence. 

“And how have you proved their innocence?” asked Blake the lawye , 

leaning forward eagerly. , „ 

“Only by the agitation they showed when they were accuse , a 

wered the other. 


“What do you mean, exactly?” 


“If you will permit me to say so,’ remarked Father Brown, 
posedly enough, “I did undoubtedly think it my duty to suspect tnem_ 
everybody else. I did suspect Mr. Crake and I did suspect Captain ^ 
in the sense that I considered the possibilty or probability of their g • 
I told them I had formed conclusions about it; and I will now te ^ 
what those conclusions were. I was sure they were innocent, cca 
the manner and the moment in which they passed from unconsci , 

to indignation. So long as they never thought they wer ^ acCUSe c ^ ca Hy 
went on giving me materials to support the accusation. They ^ 
explained to me how they might have committed the crime. en , 
suddenly realized with a shock and a shout of rage that they were acc 
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they realized it long after they might well have expected to be accused, 

’ ut 0ll g k^ore 1 1 ' accused them. Now no guilty person could possibly 

o that. He might be snappy and suspicious from the first; or he might 

simulate unconsciousness and innocence up to die end. But he wouldn’t 

egin by making things worse for himself and then give a great jump 

and begin furiously denying the notion he had himself helped to suggest. 

could only come by his having really failed to realize what he was 

suggesting. The self-consciousness of a murderer would always be at 

east morbidly vivid enough to prevent him first forgetting his relation 

with die thing and then remembering to deny it. So I ruled you both 

out and others for other reasons i needn’t discuss now. For instance, 
there was the secretary_ 

But I m not talking about diat just now. Look here, i’ve just heard 

rom Wilton on die phone, and he’s given me permission to tell you 

some rather serious news. Now I suppose you all know by this time who 
Wilton was, and what he was after/* 

I know he was alter Daniel Doom and wouldn’t be happy till he got 

f \A Peter Wain; and I ve heard the story that he’s the son 

00 border, and that s why he’s the avenger of blood. Anyhow, lie’s 
certainly looking for the man called Doom." 

Well," said Father Brown, “he has found him." 

itrpi ^ s P r ^g to his feet in excitement. 
t < M ^^urderer! he cried. “Is the murderer in the lock-up already?" 
o, said Father Brown, gravely; “I said the news was serious, and 
“ S mor c jenorn than that. I’m afraid poor Wilton has taken a terrible 
tr PjJ^ 1 - ty* ^ ® afraid he s going to put a terrible responsibility on us. 
unte e criminal down, and just when he had him cornered at last 
well, he has taken the law into his own hands." 

«* T 0u mean Daniel Doom-" began the lawyer. 

son* j at ^ 00rn is dead," said the priest. “There was some 

sort of wild struggle, and Wilton killed him." 

^erye him right," growled Mr. Hickory Crake. 

an t blame Wilton for downing a crook hke diat, especially con- 

viper^ 1C ^sented Wain; “it was Hke stepping on a 

I don t agree with you, said Father Brown. 4< I suppose we all ta lk 

ISlifir ctnfT a 4- i i . * * p . 





romantic 
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g • j . “ 11 we lose our laws and liberties we shall regret it. 

Wilt- ’ 11 Seems . t0 me logical to say there is something to be said for 

anvti? -11 com ^ tt ^g murder, without even inquiring whether there was 

Don ^ t0 Sal< ^ ^ or ^ oom committing it. I rather doubt whether 

m was me fly a vulgar assassin; he may have been a sort of outlaw 
a mania — i i* • . i i « . . — 


with 
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struggle; both viaims were thrown down just outside their houses. 
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The objection to Wilton’s way of doing it is that we shall never hear 
Doom’s side of the case.” 

“Oh, I’ve no patience with all this sentimental whitewashing of worth¬ 
less, murderous blackguards,” cried Wain, heatedly. “If Wilton croaked 
the criminal he did a jolly good day’s work, and there’s an end of it. 

“Quite so, quite so,” said his uncle, nodding vigorously. 

Father Brown’s face had a yet heavier gravity as he looked slowly 
round the semicircle of faces. 

“Is that really what you all think?” he asked. Even as he did so he 
realized that he was an Englishman and an exile. He realized that he was 
among foreigners, even if he was among friends. Around that ring of 
foreigners ran a restless fire that was not native to his own breed; the 
fiercer spirit of the western nation that can rebel and lynch, and above all, 
combine. He knew that they lud already combined. 

“Well,” said Father Brown, with a sigh, “I am to understand, then, 
that you do definitely condone this unfortunate man’s crime, or act ot 
private justice, or whatever you call it. In that case it will not hurt him 

if I tell you a little more about it.” 

He rose suddenly to his feet; and though they saw no meaning in his 
movement, it seemed in some way to change or chill the very air in tne 


room. 


“Wilton killed Doom in a rather curious way,” he began. 

“How did Wilton kill him?” asked Crake, abruptly. 

“With an arrow,” said Father Brown. 

Twilight was gathering in the long room, and daylight dwindling to a 
gleam from the great window in the inner room, where the great mil ion 
aire had died. Almost automatically the eyes of the group turned sow y 
towards it, but as yet there was no sound. Then the voice of r e 
came cracked and high and senile in a sort of crowing gabble. 

“What you mean? What you mean? Brander Merton killed y 211 

arrow. This crook killed by an arrow-” ,, 

“By the same arrow,” said the priest, “and at the same moment. 
Again there was a sort of strangled and yet swollen and bursting si ence, 

and young Wain began: “You mean-” (> ., _ 

“I mean that your friend Merton was Daniel Doom, said ra 

Brown firmly; “and the only Daniel Doom you 11 ever find. Your 
Merton was always crazy after that Coptic Cup that he used to wor * 
like an idol every day; and in his wild youth he had really killed two 
to get it, though I still think the deaths may have been in a sense ac 
dents of the robbery. Anyhow, he had it; and that man Drage: knew 
story and was blackmailing him. But Wilton was after him for a v ^ 
different purpose; I fancy he only discovered the truth when e 1? 
into this house. But anyhow, it was in this house, and in that room, 
this hunt ended, and he slew the slaver of his father. 
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For a long time nobody answered. Then old Crake could be heard 
drumming with his Ungers on the table and muttering: “Brander must 
have been mad. He must have been mad.” 

“But, good Lord! 1 ' burst out Peter Wain; “what are we to do? What 

are we to say? Oh, it $ all quite different! What about the papers and the 

big business people? Brander Merton is a thing like the President or the 
Pope of Rome.” 

I certainly think it is rather different,” began Barnard Blake, the 
lawyer, in a low voice. “The difference involves a whole— ’’ 

Father Brown struck the table so that the glasses on it rang; and they 

could almost fancy a ghostly echo from the mysterious chalice that still 
stood in the room beyond. 

No! he cried, in a voice like a pistol-shot. “There shall be no 
difference. I gave you your chance of pitying the poor devil when you 
though L he Vvas a common criminal. You wouldn*t listen then; you 
were all for private vengeance dien. You were all for letting him be 
mnhered like a wild beast without a hearing or a public trial, and said 
he had only got his deserts. Very well then, if Daniel Doom lias got 
his deserts, Brander Merton has got his deserts. If that was good enough 

^P. 00 ™’ ky a H that is holy it is good enough for Merton. Take your 
vmu justice or our dull legality; but in the name of Almighty God, let 
there be an equal lawlessness or an equal law.” 

Nobody answered except the lawyer, and he answered with something 
like a snarl: 5 

• the police say ii we tell them we mean to condone a 

enme? 


What will they say if I tell them you did condone it?” replied Father 
T< Af Tl ^ 0ur res P cct f° r the law comes rather late, Mr. Barnard Blake.” 
II . ter a P aus 5 h c resumed in a milder tone: “I, for one, am ready to 
e truth if the proper authorities ask me; and the rest of you can do 
^ you like. But as a fact, it will make very little difference. Wilton 

r 11 ' ran o nic U P to tell me that I was now free to lay his confession be- 
ore you; for when you heard it, he would be beyond pursuit.” 

slowl y ^to the inner room and stood there by the little 
^ c eside which the millionaire had died. The Coptic Cup still stood 

11 1 t ^ anic place, and he remained there for a space staring at its cluster 
° a 1 e c °l°urs of the rainbow, and beyond it into a blue abyss of sky. 
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THE ORACLE OF THE DOG 

“Yes,” said Father Brown, “I always like a dog, so long as he isn t spelt 
backwards.” 

Those who are quick in talking are not always quick in listening. 
Sometimes even their brilliancy produces a sort of stupidity. Father 
Brown’s friend and companion was a young man with a stream or 
ideas and stories, an enthusiastic young man named Fiennes, with eager 
blue eyes and blond hair that seemed to be brushed back, not merely 
with a hair-brush but with the wind of the world as he rushed through it. 
But he stopped in the torrent of his talk in a momentary bewilderment 

before he saw the priest’s very simple meaning. <( 

“You mean that people make too much of them?” he said. Well, 
don’t know. They’re marvellous creatures. Sometimes I think they 

know a lot more than we do.” . , 

Father Brown said nothing, but continued to stroke the head o e 

big retriever in a half-abstracted but apparently soodring fashion. 

“Why,” said Fiennes, warming again to Iris monologue, there was 
a dog in the case I’ve come to see you about: what they call the Invis: e 
Murder Case,’ you know. It’s a strange story, but from my pomt ° 
view the dog is about the strangest thing in it. Of course, there s 
mystery of the crime itself, and how old Druce can have been ^ ; 

somebody else when he was all alone in the summer-house - 
The hand stroking the dog stopped for a moment in its r y 
movement, and Father Brown said calmly: “Oh, it was a summ 

house, was it?” , -. .. 

“I thought you’d read all about it in the papers, answere . 

“Stop a minute; I believe I ve got a cutting that will give yoi 
particulars.” He produced a strip of newspaper from his P° c .'T, i 'Y 
handed it to the priest, who began to read it, holding it close to 
ing eyes with one hand while the other continued its hait-co 
caresses of the dog. It looked like the parable of a man not le g 
right hand know what his left hand did. 

“Many mystery stories, about men murdered behind locked doors c ^ e 
dows, and murderers escaping without means of entrance an exit, ry or k- 
true in the course of the extraordinary events at Cranston on t e coas ^ 

shire, where Colonel Druce was found stabbed from behind by a . ^eighbour- 
entirely disappeared from the scene, and apparently even from e neg 

hood. 


all the 
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The summer-house in which he died was indeed accessible at one entrance, the 
ordinary doorway which looked down the central walk of the garden towards the 
house. But, by a combination of events almost to be called a coincidence, it 
appears that both the.path and the entrance were watched during the crucial 
' nne, and there is a chain of witnesses who confirm each other. The summer-house 
stands at the extreme end of the garden, where there is no exit or entrance of any 
kind. The central garden path is a lane between two ranks of tall delphiniums, 
planted so close that any stray step ofl the path would leave its traces; and both 

i ‘ ; an ^ rulJ n ght U P t0 very mouth of the summer-house, so that no 
straying from that straight path could fail to be observed, and no other mode of 
entrance can be imagined. 

Patrick Floyd, secretary of the murdered man, testified that he had been in 
a position to overlook the whole garden from the time when Colonel Druce 
I^t appeared alive ;n the doorway to the time when he was found dead; as he, 
Floyd, had been on the top of a step-ladder clipping the garden hedge. Janet 
Druce, the dead man s daughter, confirmed this, saying that she had sat on the 
terrace of the house throughout that time and had seen Floyd at his work. Toucli- 

Ul y P :ifC °Che time, this is again supported by Donald Druce, her brother— 

who overlooked the garden—standing at his bedroom window in his dressing- 

gown, for he had risen late. Lastly, the account is consistent with that given by 

r. Valentine, a neighbour, who called for a time to talk with Miss Druce on the 

terrace, and by the Colonel s solicitor, Mr. Aubrey Traill, who was apparently 

e last to see the murdered man alive—presumably with the exception of the 
murderer. 


All are agreed that the course of events was as follows: About half-past three in 
ie afternoon, Miss i >ruce went down the path to ask her father when he would 
i e tea, but he said he did not want any and was waiting to see Traill, his lawyer, 
w 0 was to be sent to him in the summer-house. The girl then came away and 
met Traill coming down the path; she directed him to her father and he went in 
aS . half an hour afterwards he came out again, the Colonel coming 

1 . door and showing himself to all appearance in health and even 

i ^ s P* r its. He had been somewhat annoyed earlier in die day by his son’s irregular 
°u rs , ut seemed to recover his temper in a perfectly normal fashion, and had been 
rather markedly genial in receiving other visitors, including two of his nephews, 
o came over for the day. But as these were out walking during the whole 
peno o the tragedy, they had no evidence to give. It is said, indeed, that the 

°i°L e j Wa f not on ver y g°°d terms with Dr. Valentine, but that gentleman 
^, a a brief interview with the daughter of the house, to whom he is sup- 
t0 P^big serious attentions. 

rail] the solicitor, says he left the Colonel entirely alone in the summer- 
ouse and this is confirmed by Floyd’s bird’s-eye view of the garden, which 
$ owe nobody else passing the only entrance. Ten minutes later, Miss Druce 
again went down the garden and had not reached the end of the path when she 
aw cr father, who was conspicuous by his white linen coat, lying in a heap on 
ie oor. She uttered a scream which brought others to the spot, and on entering 
, C P ate “<7 found the Colonel lying dead beside his basket-chair, which was 
th° U P et * ^ a ^ ent me, who was still in the immediate neighbourhood, testified 
e wound was made by some sort of stiletto, entering under the shoulder- 
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Lla i and piercing the heart. The police have searched the neighbourhood for 
such a weapon, but no trace of it can be found.” 

So Colonel Druce wore a white coat, did he?” said Father Brown as 
he put down the paper. 

Trick he learnt in the tropics, replied Fiennes, with some wonder. 
“He’d had some queer adventures there, by his own account; and I 
fancy his dislike of Valentine was connected with the doctor coming 
from the tropics, too. But it’s all an infernal puzzle. The account there is 
pretty accurate; I didn’t see the tragedy, in the sense of the discovery; 

I was out walking with the young nephews and the dog—the dog I 
wanted to tell you about. But 1 saw the stage set for it as described; the 
straight lane between the blue flowers right up to the dark entrance, and 
the lawyer going down it m his blacks and his silk hat, and the red head 
ot the secretary showing high above the green hedge as he worked on 
it with his shears. Nobody cou d have mistaken that red head at any 
distance; and if people say they saw it there all the time, you may be sure 
they did. This red-haired secretary, Floyd, is quite a character; a breathless 
bounding sort of fellow, always doing everybody’s work as he was doing 
the gardener’s. I think he is an American; he’s certainly got the American 
view of life—what they call the view-point, bless ’em.” 

“What about the lawyer?” asked Father Brown. 

There was a silence and then Fiennes spoke quite slowly for him. 
“Traill struck me as a smgular man. in his tine black clothes he was 
almost foppish, yet you can hardly call him fashionable. For he wore a 
pair of long, luxuriant black whiskers such as haven’t been seen since 
Victorian times. He had rather a fine grave face and a fine grave manner, 
but every now and then he seemed to remember to smile. And when he 
showed his white teeth he seemed to lose a little of his dignity, and there 
was something faindy fawning about him. It may have been only em¬ 
barrassment, for he would also fidget with his cravat and his tie-pin, 
which were at once handsome and unusual, like himself. If I could think 
of anybody— but what’s the good, when the whole thing’s impossible? 
Nobody knows who did it. Nobody knows how it could be done. At 
least there’s only one exception I’d make, and that’s why I really men¬ 
tioned the whole thing. The dog knows.” 

Father Brown sighed and then said absendy: “You were there as a 
friend of young Donald, weren’t you? He didn’t go on your walk with 

you?” 

“No,” replied Fiennes smiling. “The young scoundrel had gone to 
bed that morning and got up that afternoon. 1 went with his cousins, 
two young officers from India, and our conversation was trivial enough* 

I remember the elder, whose name I think is Herbert Druce and who is 
an authority on horse-breeding, talked about nothing but a mare he had 
bought and the moral character of the man who sold her; while his 
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brother Harry seemed to be brooding on his bad luck at Monte Carlo. 
I only mention it to show you, in the light of what happened on our 
walk, that there was nothing psychic about us. The dog was the only 
mystic in our company/* 

What sort of a dog was he?” asked the priest. 

Same breed as that one,” answered Fiennes. ‘‘That’s what started me 
oh on the story, your saying you didn’t believe in believing in a dog. 
He $ a big black retriever, named Nox, and a suggestive name, too; for 
; lh:r;K v ' j at he did a darker mystery than the murder. You know Druce’s 
house and garden are by die sea; we walked about a mile from it along the 
sands and then turned back, going the other way. We passed a rather 
curious rock called the Rock of Fortune, famous in the neighbourhood 
because it s one of those examples ot one stone barely balanced on an¬ 
other, so that a touch would knock it over. It is not really very high 
but the hanging outline of it makes it look a little wild and sinister; at 
east it made it look so to me, tor I don’t imagine my jolly young com¬ 
panions were afflicted with die picturesque. But it may be that 1 was 

t0 2X1 atmosphere; tor just then the question arose of 
w ether it was time to go back to tea, and even then 1 think 1 had a 
premonition that time counted tor a good deal in the business. Neither 
erbert Druce nor I had a watch, so we called out to his brother, who 
was some paces behind, having stopped to light his pipe under the hedge. 

U1CC u happened that he shouted out the hour, which was twenty past 
^our, in his big voice through the growing twilight; and somehow the 
ou css of it made it sound like the proclamation of something tremen- 
ous. His unconsciousness seemed to make it all the more so; but that was 
ways the way with omens; and particular ticks ot the clock were really 
very ominous things that afternoon. According to Or. Valentine s 
testimony, poor Druce had actually died just about half-past tour. 

I* 1 f sa *d We nec ^ nt g° home for ten minutes, and we walked 

^ on g die sands, doing nothing in particular—throwing 
s ones or the dog and throwing sticks into the sea tor him to swim 

r * u tG me seemed to grow oddly oppressive, and the 

very s adow of the top-heavy Rock ot Fortune lay on me like a load. 

L > en n t le curious thing happened. Nox had just brought back Her- 
rir* j Wa ^ JIl S“ s dck out ot the sea and his brother had thrown his in also. 
r C , °8 s wam out again, but just about what must have been the stroke 
v ^ “^"hour, he stopped swimming. He came back again on to the 
ore and stood in front of us. Then he suddenly threw up his head and 

4 \y/l low ^ or wa *l °f woe—it ever 1 heard one in die world, 
of i t lC s die matter with die dog?’ asked Herbert; but none 
could answer. There was a long silence after the brute s wailing and 

a d le d away on the desolate shore; and then the silence was broken. 
s we, it was broken by a taint and far-otf shriek, like the shriek of a 
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woman from beyond the hedges inland. We didn’t know what it was 
then; but we knew afterwards. It was the cry the girl gave when she 
first saw the body of her father/’ 

“You went back, I suppose,” said Father Brown patiently. “What 
happened then?” 

“I’ll tell you what happened then,” said Fiennes with a grim emphasis. 
“When we got back into that garden the first thing we saw was Traill, 
die lawyer; I can see him now with his black hat and black whiskers 
relieved against the perspective of the blue flowers stretching down to 
die summer-house, with the sunset and die strange oudine of the Rock 
of Fortune in die distance. His face and figure were in shadow against 
the sunset; but I swear the white teeth were showing in his head and he 
was smiling. 

“The moment Nox saw that man the dog dashed forward and stood 
in the middle of the path barking at him madly, murderously, volleying 
out curses that were almost verbal in their dreadful distinctness of hatred. 
And the man doubled up and fled along the path between the flowers. 

Father Brown sprang to his feet with a startling impatience. 

“So the dog denounced him, did he?” he cried. “The oracle of the dog 
condemned him. Did you see what birds were flying, and are you sure 
whether they were on the right hand or the left? Did you consult the 
augurs about the sacrifices? Surely you didn’t omit to cut open the dog 
and examine his entrails. That is the sort of scientific test you heat en 
humanitarians seem to trust when you are thinking of taking away t e 


life and honour of a man.” „ , 

Fiennes sat gaping for an instant before he found breath to say: W 

what’s the matter with you? What have I done now? - 

A sort of anxiety came back into the priest s eyes—the anxiety o a 
man who has run against a post in the dark and wonders for a momen 


whether he has hurt it. 

“I’m most awfully sorry,” he said with sincere distress. I beg y° 

pardon for being so rude; pray forgive me. ^ r 

Fiennes looked at him curiously. “I sometimes think you are mo.e 
a mystery than any of die mysteries,” he said. “But anyhow, if you on 
believe in the mystery of the dog, at least you can’t get over uie my* e / 
of the man. You can’t deny that at the very moment when the 
came back from the sea and bellowed, his master’s soul was driven 
of his body by die blow of some unseen power that no mortal man ^ 
trace or even imagine. And as for the lawyer—I don’t go only by 
dog—there are other curious details, too. He struck me as <* ^ m00 ^ 
smiling, equivocal sort of person; and one of his tricks seemed h c a s 
of hint. You know the doctor and the police were on the spot v ^ 
quickly; Valentine was brought back when walking away from t e 0 ^ 
and he telephoned instantly. That, with the secluded house, si 
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enclosed space, made it pretty possible to search everybody who 

could have been near; and everybody was thoroughly searched—for a 

a weapon. The whole house, garden, and shore were combed for a 

weapon. The disappearance of the dagger is almost as crazy as the dis¬ 
appearance of the man.” 

The disappearance of the dagger/ said Father Brown, nodding. He 
seemed to have become suddenly attentive. 

Well, continued Fiennes, “I told you that man Traill had a trick of 
i geting with his tie and tie-pin—especially his tie-pin. His pin, like 
lmsclf, was at once showy and old-fashioned It had one of those stones 
Wt concentric coloured rings that look like an eye; and his own con¬ 
centration on it got on my nerves, as if he had been a Cyclops with one 
eye in the middle of his body But the pin was not only large but long; 
an it occurred to me that his anxiety about its adjustment was because 
* was even longer than it looked; as long as a stiletto in fact.” 

at er Brown nodded thoughtfully. “Was any other instrument ever 
suggested?’ he asked. 

There was another suggestion,” answered Fiennes, “from one of the 

^° UI i§ u ruces cous i ns . I mean. Neither 1 ferbert nor Harry Druce 
wou . ave struck one at first as likely to be of assistance in scientific 
^etection, but while Herbert was really the traditional type of heavy 
_ ragoon, caring for nothing but horses and being an ornament to the 
orse juards, his younger brother 1 larry had been in the Indian Police 
an new something about such things. Indeed, in his own way he was 
quite c ever, and 1 rather fancy he had been too clever; I mean he had 
^ t e police through breaking some red-tape regulations and taking 
me sort of risk and responsibility of his own. Anyhow, he was in some 
ense a ctective out of work, and threw himself into this business with 
r^m t an the ardour of an amateur And it was with him that I had an 
gument about the weapon—an argument that led to something new. 

, i C ^ an .7 ,* s C0li ntering my description of the dog barking at Traill; 
tt p C sai a ^°g his worst didn’t bark, but growled.” 

“TK’ WaS there,” observed the priest. 

No 1S y°ung fellow went on to say that, if it came to that, he’d heard 
^ S r °w ing at other people before then; and among others at Floyd, 
cri SeCrcta .^ r ‘, ^ retorted that his own argument answered itself; for the 
— ^ j U | 1 brought home to two or three people, and least of all 
be * r° WaS ^ iuuocent as a harum-scarum schoolboy, and had 
w ith ^ evei ybody all the time perched above the garden hedge 

ther * l j-/r n i rc< ^ ^ air as COIls pi cuous as a scarlet cockatoo. ‘I know 
with S 1 . lcu tles an yhow, said my colleague; ‘but I wish you’d come 
donk^ i° Wn gatden a minute. I wane to show you something I 

coverv in i one c ^ se ^ as scen * , This was on the very day of the dis- 

an<a garden was just as it had been. The step-ladder was still 
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standing by the hedge, and just under the hedge my guide stopped and 
disentangled something from the deep grass. It was the shears used for 
clipping the hedge, and on the point of one of them was a smear of blood. 

There was a short silence, and then Father Brown said suddenly. 
“'What was the lawyer there for?” 

“He told us the Colonel sent for him to alter his will/’ answered 
Fiennes. “And, by the way, there was another thing about the business 
of the will that I ought to mention. You see, the will wasn’t actually 

signed in the summer-house that afternoon.” 

“I suppose not,” said Father Brown; “there would have to be two 

witnesses.” 

“The lawyer actually came down the day before and it was signed 
then; but he was sent for again next day because the old man had a doubt 
about one of the witnesses and had to be reassured. 

“Who were the witnesses?” asked Father Brown. 

“That’s iust the point,” replied his informant eagerly, “the witnesses 
were Flovd, the secretary, and this Dr. Valentine, the foreign sort of 
surgeon or whatever he is; and the two have a quarrel. Now I m bound 
to sav that the secretary is something of a busybody. He’s one of those 
hot and headlong people whose warmth of temperament has unfor¬ 
tunately turned mostly to pugnacity and bristling suspicion; to distrust¬ 
ing people instead of to trusting them. That sort of red-haired red-hot 
fellow is always cither universally credulous or universally incredulous, 
and sometimes both. He was not only a Jack-of-all-trades, but he knew 
better than all tradesmen. He not only knew everything, but he wame 
everybody against everybody. All that must be taken into account ui 
his suspicions about Valentine; but in that particular case there seems to 
have been something behind it. He said the name of Valentine was not 
really Valentine. He said he had seen him elsewhere known by the n3in ® 
of De Villon. He said it would invalidate the will; of course he W3S n 
enough to explain to the lawyer what the law was on that point. T ey 

were both in a frightful wax.” 

Father Brown laughed. “People often are when they are to vvll j neS __ 
will,” he said: “for one thing, it means diat they can’t have any eg«7 
under it. But what did Dr. Valentine say? No doubt the 
secretary knew more about the doctor s name than the doctor ,, 

even the doctor might have some information about his own name- 

Fiennes paused a moment before he replied. 

“Dr. Valentine took it in a curious way. Dr. Valentine is a curious • 
His appearance is rather striking but very foreign. He is young 
wears a beard cut square; and his face is very pale, dreadful y p 
dreadfully serious. His eyes have a sort of ache in them, as if neougn 
wear glasses, or had given himself a headache with thinking, ut ^ 
quite handsome and always very formally dressed, with a top 3 3 
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dark coat and a little red rosette. His manner is rather cold and haughty, 

and he^has a way of staring at you which is very disconcerting. When 

thus charged with having changed his name, he merely stared like a 

sphinx and then said with a little laugh that he supposed Americans had 

no names to change. At that I tliink die Colonel also got into a fuss and 

said all sorts of angry things to the doctor; all the more angry because of 

the doctor s pretensions to a future place in his family. But I shouldn’t 

have thought much of that but for a few words that I happened to hear 

later, early in the afternoon of the tragedy. I don’t want to make a lot 

of them, for they weren t rhe sort of words on which one would like, in 

the ordinary way, to play die eavesdropper. As 1 was passing out towards 

the front gate with my two companions and the dog, 1 heard voices which 

told me that Dr. Valentine and Miss Druce had withdrawn for a moment 

into the shadow of the house, in an angle behind a row of flowering plants, 

an were talking to each other in passionate whisperings—sometimes 

most like hissings; for it was something of a lovers’ quarrel as well as a 

0Vcrs tryst. Nobody repeats the sort of things they said for the most 

part; but in an unfortunate business like this I’m bound to say that there 

was repeated more than once a phrase about killing somebody. In fact, 

t u. gir seemed to b< begging him not to kill somebody, or saying that 

no provocation could justify killing anybody; which seems an unusual sort 

° ac ^ ress ^ a gentleman who has dropped in to tea.” 

o you know, asked the priest, “whether Dr. Valentine seemed to 

f Ver y after the scene with the secretary and the Colonel—I mean 
about witnessing the will?” 

By all accounts, replied the other, “he wasn’t half so angry as the 
^g^the^ lT” ^ WaS sccretar y w ^° went away raging after witness- 

r* 0 ^’ ^ at ^ er Brown, “what about the will itself?” 

T 11 C ij°> WaS a VCr y wca ^hy man, and his will was important. 

^rai wouldn t tell us the alteration at that stage, but I have since heard 

i ^ m . orn * n g in fact—that most of the money was transferred from 

n e S0 J\ *° * le daughter. I told you diat Druce was wild with my friend 
Donald over his dissipated hours.” 

c question of motive has been rather over-shadowed by the ques- 
°n o method, observed Father Brown thoughtfully. “At that 

death^* a PP arcn dy, Miss Druce was the immediate gainer by the 

Good God! What a cold-blooded way of talking,” cried Fiennes, 

nng at him. You don’t really mean to hint that she-” 

s sie going to marry that Dr. Valentine?” asked the other, 
oinc people are against it,” answered his friend. “But he is liked and 
especte in the place and is a skilled and devoted surgeon/’ 

0 evote d a surgeon,” said Father Brown, “that he had surgical 
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instruments with him when he went to call on the voung lady at tea- 

* I - - / o / 

time. For he must have used a lancet or something, ana he never seems 

to have gone home.” 

Fiennes sprang to his feet and looked at him in a heat of inquiry. 
“You suggest he might have used the very same lancet-” 

Father Brown shook his head. “All these suggestions are fancies just 
now,” he said. “The problem is not who did it or what did it, but how 
it was done. We might find many men and even many tools—pins and 
shears and lancets. But how did a man get into the room? How did even 
a pin get into it?” 

He was staring reflectively at the ceiling as he spoke, but as he said the 
last words his eye cocked in an alert fashion as if he had suddenly seen a 
curious fly on the ceiling. 

“Well, what would you do about it?” asked the young man. “You 
have a lot of experience; what would you advise now?” 

“Fm afraid I m not much use,” said Father Brown with a sigh. VI 
can’t suggest very much without having ever been near the place or the 
people. For the moment you can only go on with local inquiries. I 
gather that your friend from the Indian Police is more or less in charge 
of your inquiry down there. I should run down and see how he is getting 
on. See what he’s been doing in the way of amateur detection. There 
may be news already.” 

As his guests, the biped and the quadruped, disappeared, Father 
Brown took up his pen and went back to his interrupted occupation or 
planning a course of lectures on the Encyclical Rerum Novarum. The 
subject was a large one and he had to re-cast it more than once, so that he 
%a$ somewhat similarly employed some two days later when the big 
black dog again came bounding into the room and sprawled all over him 
with enthusiasm and excitement. The master who followed the dog 
shared the excitement if not the enthusiasm. He had been excited in a 
less pleasant fashion, for his blue eyes seemed to start from his head and his 
eager face was even a little pale. 

“You told me,” he said abruptly and without preface, to^find out 
what Harry Druce was doing. Do you know what he s done? 

The priest did not reply, and the young man went on in jerky tones. 

^ ‘Til tell you what he’s done. He’s killed himself.” 

gf Father Brown’s lips moved only faintly, and there was n0 “ 11 ^ 

practical about whar he was saying—nothing that has anything to o 

with this story or this world. ^ i 

“You give me the creeps sometimes,” said Fiennes. Did you 

you expect this?” 

“I thought it possible,’’ said Father Brown; “that was why 1 asked you 
to go and see what he was doing. I hoped you might not be too late 

“It was I who found him,” said Fiennes rather huskily. It was t e 
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ugliest and most uncanny thing 1 ever knew. I went down that old 

garden again, and I knew there was something new and unnatural about 

it besides die murder. The flowers still tossed about in blue masses on 

each side of the black entrance into the old grey summer-house; but to 

me the blue flowers looked like blue devils dancing before some dark 

cavern of the underworld. J looked all round, everything seemed to 

be in its ordinary place. But the queer notion grew on me that there was 

something wrong with the very shape of the sky. And then 1 saw what 

it was. The Rock of Fortune always rose in the background beyond the 

garden hedge and against the sea. And the Rock of Fortune was gone.” 

Father Brown had lifted his head and was listening intently. 

It was as if a mountain had walked away out of a landscape or a moon 

fallen from the sky; though I knew, of course, that a touch at anv time 

would have ripped the thing over. Something possessed me and I rushed 

down that garden path like the wind and went crashing through that 

hedge as if it were a spider’s web. It was a drin hedge really, though its 

undisturbed trimness bad made it serve all the purposes of a wall. On the 

shore I found the loose rock fallen from its pedestal; and poor Harry 

- )rU( c tay like a wreck underneath it. One arm was thrown round it in 

a sort of embrace as if he had pulled it down on himself; and on the 

broad brown sands beside it, in large crazy lettering, he had scrawled 

the words: ‘The Rock of Fortune falls on the Fool/ ” 

u ft was die Colonel's will that did that,” observed Father Brown. 

The young man had staked everything on profiting himself by Donald’s 

disgrace, especially when his uncle sent tor him on the same day as the 

lawyer, and welcomed him with so much warmth. Otherwise he was 

done; he d lost his police job; he was beggared at Monte Carlo. And 

he killed himself when he found he’d killed his kinsman for nothing.” 

Here, stop a minute!” cried the staring Fiennes. “You’re going too 
fast for me. 

Talking about the will, by the way,” continued Father Brown caJmly 
before I forget it, or we go on to bigger things, there was a simple 
explanation, 1 think, of all that business about the doctor’s name. I 
rather fancy I have heard both names before somewhere. The doctor 
js really a French nobleman with the tide of the Marquis de Villon. But 
he is also an ardent Republican and has abandoned his title and fallen 
back on the forgotten family surname. ‘With your Citizen Riquetti 
you have puzzled Europe for ten days/ ” 

^ What is that?” asked the young man blankly. 

Never mind,” said the priest. “Nine times out of ten it is a rascally 
tnuig to change one’s name; but this was a piece of fine fanaticism, 
hat s the point of his sarcasm about Americans having no names—that 
no tides. Now in England the Marquis of Hartington is never called 
Mr* Hartington; but in France the Marquis de Villon is called M. de 
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Villon. So it might well look like a change of name. As for the talk 
about killing. I fancy that also was a point of French etiquette. The 
doctor was talking about challenging Floyd to a duel, and the girl was 
trying to dissuade him.” 

“Oh, 1 see,” cried Fiennes slowly. “Now 1 understand what she 
meant.” 

And what is that about?” asked his companion, smiling. 

“Well,” said the young man, “it was something that happened to me 
just before I found that poor fellow’s body; only the catastrophe drove it 
out of my head. 1 suppose it’s hard to remember a little romantic idyll 
when you’ve just come on top of a tragedy. But as I went down the 
lanes leading to the Colonel’s old place I met his daughter walking 
with Dr. Valentine. She was in mourning, of course, and he always 
wore black as if lie were going to a funeral; but I can’t say that their 
faces were very funereal. Never have I seen two people looking in their 
own way more respectably radiant and cheerful. They stopped and 
saluted me, and then she told me they were married and living in a little 
house on the outskirts of the town, where the doctor was continuing 
his practice. This rather surprised me, because I knew that her old father s 
will had left her his property; and I hinted at it delicately by saying I was 
going along to her father’s old place and had half expected to meet her 
there. But she only laughed and said: ‘Oh, we’ve given up all that. My 
husband doesn’t like heiresses.* And I discovered with some astonish¬ 
ment they really had insisted on restoring the property to poor Donald, 
so I hope he’s had a healthy shock and will treat it sensibly. There was 
never much really the matter with him: he was very young and his rather 
was not very wise. But it was in connexion with that that she said some¬ 
thing I didn’t understand at the time; but now I’m sure it must be as you 
say. She said with a sort of sudden and splendid arrogance that was 

entirely altruistic: , 

“ ‘I hope it*H stop that red-haired fool from fussing any more about t e 
will. Does he think my husband, who has given up a crest and a coronet 
as old as the Crusades for his principles, would kill an old man in a su ? ir J^ r 
house for a legacy like that?’ Then she laughed again and said, Y 
husband isn’t killing anybody except in the way of business. W y» ^ 
didn’t even ask his friends to call on die secretary.* Now, of course, 

see what she meant.” u 

“I see part of what she meant, of course,” said Father Brown. 

did she mean exactly by the secretary fussing about the will? 

Fiennes smiled as he answered. “I wish you knew the secretary, a er 
Brown. It would be a joy to you to watch him make things hum, as 
he calls it. He made the house of mourning hum. He filled die runer 
with all the snap and zip of the brightest sporting event. There was no 
holding him, after something had really happened. I’ve told you how e 
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liSil to oversee the gardener as he did the garden, and how he instructed 
the lawyer in the law. Needless to say, he also instructed the surgeon in 
j j practice of surgery; and as the surgeon was Dr. Valentine, you may 

sure u ended in accusing nun of something worse than bad surgery. 

; u tary it fixed in his red head that the doctor had committed 
the crime, and when the police arrived he was perfectly sublime. Need 
I say that he became, on the spot, the greatest of all amateur detectives? 
Sherlock Holmes never towered over Scotland Yard with more Titanic 
intellectual pride and scorn than Colonel Druce’s private secretary over 
the police investigating Colonel Druce s death. I tell you it was a joy to 
see him. He strode about with an abstracted air, tossing his scarlet 
trcst oi hair and giving curt impatient replies. Of course it was his 
demeanour during these days that made Druce’s daughter so wild with 
him. Of course he had a theory. It’s just the sort of theory a man would 
have in a book; and Floyd is the sort of man who ought to be in a book, 
bebetter fun and less bother in a book.” 

^ What was his theory?” asked the other. 

Oh, it was full of pep,” replied Fiennes gloomily. “It would have 

been glorious copy if it could have held together for ten minutes longer. 

He said the Colonel was still alive when they found him in the summer- 

ouse, and the doctor killed him with the surgical instrument on pretence 
of ^cutting the clothes.” 

I see, said the priest. “I suppose he was lying flat on his face on the 
m ^d floor as a form of siesta.” 

Its wonderful what hustle will do,” continued his informant. “I 
clieve Floyd would have got his great theory into the papers at any 
rate, and perhaps had the doctor arrested, when all these things were 
0Wn S ^Y high as if by dynamite by the discovery of that dead body 
W under the Rock of Fortune. And that’s what we come back to 
after all. I suppose the suicide is almost a confession. But nobody will 
ever know the whole story.” 

There was a silence, and then the priest said modestly: “I rather think 
I know the whole story.” 

Fiennes stared. “But look here,” he cried; “how do you come to know 

the whole stoiy, or to be sure it’s the true story? You’ve been sitting here 

a hundred miles away writing a sermon; do you mean to tell me you 

really know what happened already? 1 f you’ve really come to the end, 

w ere in the world do you begin? What started you ofi with your 
own story?” 

Father Brown jumped up with a very unusual excitement and his 
rst exclamation was like an explosion. 

The dog! * he cried. “The dog, of course! You had the whole story 

m r our hands in the business of the dog on the beach, if you’d only 
noticed the dog properly.” 
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Fiennes stared still more. 


But you told me before that my feelings 
about tne dog were all nonsense, and the dog had nothing to do with it/* 

"The dog had everything to do with it,” said Father Brown, “as 
you d have round out if you’d only treated the dog as a dog, and not as 
God Almighty judging the souls of men.” 

He paused in an embarrassed way for a moment, and then said, with a 
rather pathetic air of apology: “The truth is, 1 happen to be awfully fond 
of dogs. And it seemed to me that in all this lurid halo of dog super¬ 
stitions nobody was really thinking about the poor dog at all. To begin 
with a small point, about his barking at the lawyer or growling at the 
secretary. You asked how I could guess things a hundred miles away; 
but honestly it’s mostly to your credit, for you described people so well 
that I know the types. A man like Traill, who frowns usually and smiles 
suddenly, a man who fiddles with things, especially at his throat, is a 
nervous, easily embarrassed man. I shouldn’t wonder if Floyd, the 
efficient secretary, is nervy and jumpy, too; those Yankee hustlers often 
are. Otherwise he wouldn’t have cut his fingers on the shears and dropped 
them when he heard Janet Druce scream. 

“Now dogs hate nervous people. I don’t know whether they make the 
dog nervous, too; or whether, being after all a brute, he is a bit of a bully; 
or whether his canine vanity (which is colossal) is simply offended at 
not being liked. But anyhow there was nothing in poor Nox protesting 
against those people, except that he disliked diem for being afraid of 
him. Now I know you’re awfully clever, and nobody of sense sneers at 
cleverness. But I sometimes fancy, for instance, that you are too clever to 
understand animals. Sometimes you are too clever to understand men, 
especially when they act almost as simply as animals. Animals are very 
literal; they live in a world of truisms. Take this case: a dog barks at a 
man and a man runs away from a dog. Now you do not seem to pc 
quite simple enough to see the fact: that the dog barked because he dis¬ 
liked the man and die man fled because he was frightened of the dog. 
They had no other motives and they needed none; but you must rea^ 
psychological mysteries into it and suppose the dog had super-norma 
vision, and was a mysterious mouthpiece of doom. You must suppo^ 
the man was running away, not from the dog but from the hangman. 
And yet, if you come to think of it, all this deeper psychology e * 
ceedingly improbable. If the dog really could completely and conscious y 
realize the murderer of his master he wouldn’t stand yapping as he mig 
at a curate at a tea-party; he’s much more likely to fly at his throa 
And on the other hand, do you really think a man who had hardened * 
heart to murder an old friend and then walk about smiling at the 0 
friend’s family, under the eyes of his old friend’s daughter and post 
mortem doctor—do you think a man like that would be doubled up D Y 
mere remorse because a dog barked? He might feel the tragic irony o 
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it, it might shake his soul, like any o* icr tragic trifle. But he wouldn’t 
rush madly the length of a garden to escape from the only witness whom 
he knew to be unable to talk. People have a panic like that when they 
are frightened, not of tragic ironies, but of teeth. The whole thing is 
simpler than you can understand. 

But when we come to that business by the seashore, tilings are much 
more interesting. As you stated them, they were much more puzzling. 
I didn t understand that tale of the dog going in and out or the water; 
it didn t seem to me a doggy thing to do. It Nox had been very much 
upset about something else, he might possibly have retused to go after 
the stick at all. He’d probably go off nosing in whatever direction he 
suspected the mischief. But when once a dog is actually chasing a tiling, 
a stonc or a st ick or a rabbit, my experience is that he won’t stop for any¬ 
thing but the most peremptory command, and not always for that. 
That he should turn round because his mood changed seems to me 

unthinkable.” 

But he did turn round,” insisted Fiennes; “and came back without the 
stick” 

He came back without the stick ror the best reason in the world,” 
h plh'd the priest. “He came back because he couldn’t find it. He whined 
ecause he couldn t find it. That’s the sort ot tiling a dog really does whine 
about. A dog is a devil ot a ritualist. He is as particular about the precise 
routine of a game as a child about the precise repetition ot a fairy-tale. 
In this case something had gone wrong with the game. He came back 
to complain seriously of the conduct of the stick. Never had such a thmg 
happened before. Never had an eminent and distinguished dog been so 
treated by a rotten old walking-stick.” 

^ Why, what had the walking-stick done?” inquired the young man. 

It had sunk, said Father Brown. 

Fiennes said nothing, but continued to stare; and it was the priest who 

continued: 

h had sunk because it was not really a stick, but a rod of steel with a 
very thin shell of cane and a sharp point. In other words, it was a sword- 
s &ck. I suppose a murderer never gets rid of a bloody weapon so oddly 
d yet so naturally as by throwing it into the sea for a retriever/* 

I begin to see what you mean,” admitted Fiennes; “but even if a 
sword-stick was used, I have no guess of how it was used.” 

I had a sort of guess,** said Father Brown, “right at the beginning 
wien y°u said the word summer-house. And another when you said 
, at J )ruce wore a white coat. As long as everybody was looking for a 
? , ort ^ a gger, nobody thought of it; but if we admit a rather long blade 

c a rapier, it s not so impossible.** 

He was leaning back, looking at the ceiling, and began like one going 
ac to ^ lls own first thoughts and fundamentals. 


and 
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“All that discussion about detective stories like the Yellow Room, 
about a man found dead in sealed chambers which no one could enter, 
does not apply to die present case, because it is a summer-house. When 
we talk of a Yellow Room, or any room, we imply walls that are really 
homogeneous and impenetrable. But a summer-house is not made like 
that; it is often made, as it was in this case, of closely interlaced but 
separate boughs and strips of wood, in which there are chinks here and 
diere. There was one of them just behind Druce’s back as he sat in his 
chair up against the wall. But just as the room was a summer-house, so 
the chair was a basket-chair. That also was a lattice of loopholes. Lasdy, 
the summer-house was close up under the hedge; and you have just told 
me that it was really a thin hedge. A man standing outside it could easily 
see, amid a network of twigs and branches and canes, one white spot of 
the Colonel’s coat as plain as die white of a target. 

“Now, you left die geography a litde vague; but it was possible to put 
two and two together. You said the Rock of Fortune was not really 
high; but you also said it could be seen dominating the garden like a 
mountain-peak. In other words, it was very near the end of the garden, 
though your walk had taken you a long way round to it. Also, it isn t 
likely the young lady really howled so as to be heard halt a mile. She gave 
an ordinary involuntary cry, and yet you heard it on the shore. An 
among other interesting things that you told me, may I remind you that 
you said Harry Druce had fallen behind to light his pipe under a hedge. 

Fiennes shuddered slightly. “You mean he drew his blade there an 
sent it through the hedge at the white spot. But surely it was a very o 
chance and a very sudden choice. Besides, he couldn t be certain the o 
man’s money had passed to him, and as a fact it hadn t. 

Father Brown’s face became animated. • u- If 

“You misunderstand the man’s character,” he said, as if he himse 
had known the man all his life. “A curious but not unknown type o 
character. If he had really known the money would come to him, 
seriously believe he wouldn’t have done it. He would have seen it as 

dirty thing it was.” 

“Isn’t that rather paradoxical?” asked the other. /■ 

“This man was a gambler,” said the priest, and a man in disgrace ^ 

having taken risks and anticipated orders. It was probably for s0 ® etn 7^ 
pretty unscrupulous, for every imperial police is more like^a uss 
secret police than we like to think. But he had gone beyond e ^ ng 
failed. Now, the temptation of that type of man is to do a ma tmng 
precisely because the risk will be wonderful in retrospect. He wan 
say, ‘Nobody but 1 could have seized that chance or seen that it w ^ 
then or never. What a wild and wonderful guess it was, when P u * 
those things together; Donald in disgrace; and the lawyer being serit » 
and Herbert and I sent for at the same time—and then nothing more 
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the way the old man grinned at me and shook hands. Anybody would 
say I was mad to risk it; but that is how fortunes are made, by the man 
mad enough to have a little foresight. In short, it is the vanity of guessing. 
It is the megalomania of the gambler. 1'he more incongruous the 
coincidence, the more instantaneous die decision, the more likely he is 
to snatch the chance. The accident, the very triviality of the white speck 
and the hole in the hedge intoxicated him like a vision of the world’s 
desire. Nobody clever enough to see such a combination of accidents 
could be cowardly enough not to use them! That is how the devil 
talks to the gambler. But the devil himself would hardly have induced 

n J y 11 • h ! ; 1 m t0 go down in a dull, deliberate way and kill an old 

uncle from whom he’d always had expectations. It would be too re¬ 
spectable.” 

j/ L Paused a moment, and then went on with a certain quiet emphasis. 

And now try to call up the scene, even as you saw it yourself As he 

stood there, dizzy with his diabolical opportunity, he looked up and saw 

f at strange outline that might have been the image of his own tottcr- 

uig soul; the one great crag poised perilously on the other like a pyramid 

on its point, and remembered that it was called the Rock of Fortune. 

Can you guess how such a man at such a moment would read such a 

signal? I think it strung him up to action and even to vigilance. He 

who would be a tower must not fear to be a toppling tower. Anyhow, 

e acted; his next difficulty was to cover his tracks. To be found with a 

sword-stick, let alone a blood-stained sword-stick, would be fatal in the 

search that was certain to follow. If he left it anywhere, it would be round 

2nd probably traced. Even if he threw it into the sea the action might 

e n °dced, and thought noticeable—unless indeed he could think of 

more natural way of covering the action. As you know, he did 

think of one, and a very good one. Being the only one of you with a 

watch, he told you it was not yet rime to return, strolled a little farther 

an started the game of throwing in sticks for the retriever. But how his 

1*1 , darkly over all that desolate sca-shore before they 

alighted on the dog!” 

Fiennes nodded, gazing thoughtfully into space. His mind seemed to 
ve drifted back to a less practical part of the narrative. 

Jt s queer, he said, “that the dog really was in the story after all.” 
d°g could almost have told you the story, if he could talk,” 

sar the priest. “All I complain of is that because he couldn’t talk, you 

ln ” e up his story for him, and made him talk with the tongues of men 
an angels. Its part of something I’ve noticed more and more in the 
oaern world, appearing in all sorts of newspaper rumours and con¬ 
versational catchwords; something that’s arbitrary without being 
au oritative. People readily swallow the untested claims of this, that, 
or the other. It’s drowning all your old rationalism and scepticism, it’s 
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coming in like a sea; and the name of it is superstition.” He stood up 
abruptly, his face heavy with a sort of frown, and went on talkin g almost 
as if he were alone. “It’s the first effect of not believing in God that you 
lose your common sense and can’t see things as they are* Anything 
that anybody talks about, and says there’s a good deal in it, extends itself 
indefinitely like a vista in a nightmare. And a dog is an omen, and a 
cat is a mystery, and a pig is a mascot and a beetle is a scarab, calling up 
all the menagerie of polytheism from Egypt and old India; Dog Anubis 
and great green-eyed Pasht and all the holy howling Bulls of Bashan; 
reeling back to the bestial gods of the beginning, escaping into elephants 
and snakes and crocodiles; and all because you are frightened of four 
words: ‘He was made Man’.” 

The young man got up with a little embarrassment, almost as if he had 
overheard a soliloquy. He called to the dog and left the room with 
vague but breezy farewells. But he had to call the dog twice, for the 
dog had remained behind quite motionless for a moment, looking up 
steadily at Father Brown as the wolf looked at St. Francis. 


IV 


THE MIRACLE OF MOON CRESCENT 

Moon Crescent was meant in a sense to be as romantic as its name; 
and the things that happened there were romantic enough in their way. 
At least it had been an expression of that genuine element of sentiment-- 
historic and almost heroic—which manages to remain side by side with 
commercialism in the elder cities on the eastern coast of America. It 
was originally a curve of classical architecture really recalling that 
eighteenth-century atmosphere in which men like Washington an 
Jefferson had seemed to be all the more republicans for being aristocrats. 
Travellers faced with the recurrent query of what they thought of our 
city were understood to be specially answerable for what they thought 
of our Moon Crescent. The very contrasts that confuse its original 
harmony were characteristic of its survival. At one extremity or horn 
of the crescent its last windows looked over an enclosure like a strip o a 
gendeman’s park, with trees and hedges as formal as a Queen Anne 
garden. But immediately round the comer, the other windows, even o 
the same rooms, or rather “apartments,” looked out on the blank, uii 
sighdy wall of a huge warehouse attached to some ugly industry. ^ 
apartments of Moon Crescent itself were atjtfaat end remodelled on the 
monotonous pattern of an American hotel, and rose to a height, which, 
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though lower than the colossal warehouse, would have been called a 
skyscraper in London. But the colonnade that ran round the whole 
Irontage upon the street had a grey and weather-stained stateliness 
suggesting that the ghosts of the Fathers of the Republic might still be 
walking to and fro in it. The insides of the rooms, however, were as 
neat and new as the last New York fittings could make them, especially 
at the northern end between the neat garden and the blank warehouse 
wall. They were a system 01 very small flats, as we should say in Eng¬ 
land, each consisting of a sitting-room, bed-room, and bathroom, as 
identical as the hundred cells of a hive. In one of these the celebrated 
warren Wynd sat at his desk sorting letters and scattering orders with 

wonderful rapidity and exactitude. He could only be compared to a tidy 
whirlwind. 


Warren Wynd was a very little man with loose grey hair and a pointed 
beard, seemingly frail but Eerily active. He had very wondertul eyes, 
brighter than stars and stronger than magnets, which nobody who had 
ever seen them could easily forget. And indeed in his work as a reformer 
and regulator of many good works he had shown at least that he had a 
pair of eyes in his head. All sorts of stories and even legends were told of 
tlie miraculous rapidity with which he could form a sound judgment, 
especially of human character. It was said that lie selected the wile who 
worked with him so long in so charitable a fashion, by picking her out 
° a whole regiment of women in uniform marching past at some 
official celebration, some said of the Girl Guides and some of the Women 
Eonce. Another story was told of how three tramps, indistinguishable 
tom other in their community of filth and rags, had presented 
t emselves before him asking for charity. Without a moment’s hesitation 
c had sent one of them to a particular hospital devoted to a certain 
ne 7^s disorder, had recommended the second to an inebriates' home, 
had engaged the third at a handsome salary as Ins own private 
servant, a position which he filled succcesstuily tor years afterwards, 
^ere were, of course, the inevitable anecdotes of Ins prompt criticisms 
^ CUI ^ re P artces when brought in contact with Roosevelt, with I lenry 
A ° r > and with Mrs. Asquith and all other persons with whom an 
merican public man ought to have a historic interview, if only in the 
newspapers. Certainly he was not likely to be overawed by such per¬ 
sonages, and at the moment here ui question he continued very calmly 
s centrifugal whirl of papers, thoug 1 the man confronting him was a 

personage of almost equal importance. 

alias T. Vandam, the millionaire and oil magnate, was a lean man with 
a long, yellow lace and bluc-black hair, colours which were the less 
conspicuous yet somehow the more simster because his lace and figure 
owed dark against die window and the white warehouse wall outside 
’ Wa s buttoned up tight in an elegant overcoat with strips of astra- 
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chan. The eager face and brilliant eyes of Wynd, on the other hand, 
were in the full light from the other window over-looking the little 
garden, for his chair and desk stood facing it; and though the face was 
preoccupied, it did not seem unduly preoccupied about the millionaire. 
Wynd’s valet or personal servant, a big, powerful man with flat fair 
hair, was standing behind his master’s desk holding a sheaf of letters; 
and Wynd’s private secretary, a neat, red-haired youth with a sharp 
face, had his hand already on the door handle, as if guessing some pur¬ 
pose or obeying some gesture ot his employer. The room was not only 
neat, but austere to the point of emptiness; for Wynd, with characteristic 
thoroughness, had rented the whole floor above, and turned it into a 
loft or storeroom, where all his other papers and possessions were stacked 
in boxes and corded bales. 

“Give these to the floor-clerk, Wilson,” said Wynd to the servant 
holding the letters, “and then get me the pamphlet on the Minneapolis 
Night Clubs; you’ll find it in the bundle marked ‘G.’ I shall want it in 
half an hour, but don’t disturb me till then. Well, Mr. Vandam, I think 
your proposition sounds very promising; but I can’t give a final answer 
till I’ve seen the report. It ought to reach me to-morrow afternoon, 
and I’ll ’phone you at once. I’m sorry I can’t say anything more definite 

just now.” 

Mr. Vandam seemed to feel that this was something like a polite dis¬ 
missal; and his sallow, saturnine face suggested that he found a certain 

irony in the fact. 

“Well, 1 suppose I must be going,” he said. ( 

“Very good of you to call, Mr. Vandam,” said Wynd, politely; y ou 
will excuse my not coming out, as I’ve something here I must fix at 
once. Fenner,” he added to the secretary, “show Mr. Vandam to his 
car, and don’t come back again for half an hour. I’ve something here 
want to work out by myself; after that I shall want you. 

The three men went out into the hallway together, closing the door 
behind them. The big servant, Wilson, was turning down the hallway 
in the direction of the floor-clerk, and the other two moving in the 
opposite direction towards tire lift; for Wynd’s apartment was high up 
on the fourteenth floor. They had hardly gone a yard from the closed 
door when they became conscious that the corridor was filled with 
a marching and even magnificent figure. The man was very ta an 
broad-shouldered, his bulk bemg the more conspicuous for being clad 
in white, or a light grey that looked like it, with a very wide w 
panama hat and an almost equally wide fringe or halo of almost equally 
white hair. Set in this aureole his face was strong and handsome, like that 
of a Roman emperor, save that there was something more than boyish, 
something a little childish, about the brightness of his eyes and t e 
beatitude of his smile. 
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Mr* WarrenWynd in'” he asked, in hearty tones. 

Mr. Warren Wynd is engaged,** said Fenner; “lie must not he dis¬ 
turbed on any account. I may say I am his secretary and can take any 
message.” 

a’. Warren Wynd is not at home to the Pope or the Crowned 
Heads, said Vandam, the oil magnate, with sour satire. “Mr.Warren 
ynd is mighty particular. I went in there to hand him over a tride 

(Ji twenty thousand dollars on certain conditions, and he told me to call 
again like as if I was a call-boy.** 

It s a fine thing to be a boy,** said the stranger, “and a finer to have a 
call; and I ve got a call he’s just got to listen to. It’s a call out of the great 
K 00 ^ country out West, where the real American is being made while 

you re all snoring. Just tell him that Art Alboin of Oklahoma City has 
come to convert hirm” 

u 1 ^11 you nobody can see him,” said the red-haired secretary sharply. 

He has given orders that he is not to be disturbed tor half an 
hour.** 


You folks down East are all against being disturbed,” said die breezy 
l * ^jk°in, out I calculate there’s a big breeze getting up in the West 
that will have to disturb you. He’s been figuring out how much money 
must go to this and diat stuffy old religion; but I tell you any scheme that 

caVcs ° ut die new Great Spirit movement in Texas and Oklahoma, is 
leaving out the religion of t ie future.** 

Oh; I ve sized up those religions of the future,” said the millionaire, 
contemptuously, “f ve been through them with a tooth-comb; and they’re 
as mangy as yellow dog. There was that woman called herself Sophia; 
ought to have called herself Sapphi ra, I reckon, just a plum fraud. 
Strings tied to all the tables and tambourines. Then there were the In- 
visible I ife bunch; said they could vanish when they liked, and diey did 
vanish, too, and a hundred thousand of my dollars vanished with them. 
I knew Jupiter Jesus out in Denver; saw him for weeks on end; and he was 
J Ust a common crook. So was the Patagonian Prophet; you bet he’s made 
a bolt for Patagonia. No, I’m through with all that; from now on I only 
believe what I see. I believe they call it being an atheist.” 

I guess you got me wrong,” said the man from Oklahoma, almost 
eagerly. “I guess I*m as much of an atheist as you are. No supernatural 
or superstitious stuli in our movement; just plain science. The only real 
r T lit saence is just health, and the only real right health is just breathing, 
nl your lungs with the wide air of the prairie and you could blow ail 
your old eastern cities into die sea. You could just putt away their 
biggest men like thistledown. That’s what we do in the new movement 
out home: we breathe. We don’t pray; we breathe.” 

Well, I suppose you do,” said the secretary, wearily. He had a keen, 
intelligent face which could hardly conceal the weariness; but he had 
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listened to the two monologues with the admirable patience and polite¬ 
ness (so much in contrast with the legends of impatience and insolence) 
with which such monologues are listened to in America, 

“Nothing supernatural/’ continued Alboin, “just the great natural 
fact behind all the supernatural fancies. What did the Jews want with a 
God except to breathe into man’s nostrils the breath of life? We do the 
breathing into our own nostrils out in Oklahoma. What’s the meaning 
of the very word Spirit? It’s just the Greek for breathing exercises. 
Life, progress, prophecy; it’s all breath.” 

“Some would allow it’s all wind,” said Vandam; “but I’m glad you ve 
got rid of the divinity stunt, anyhow.” 

The keen face of the secretary, rather pale against his red hair, showed 
a flicker of some odd feeling suggestive of a secret bitterness. 

“I’m not glad,” he said, “I’m just sure. You seem to like being atheists; 
so you may be just believing what you like to believe. But I wish to God 
there were a God; and there ain’t. It’s just my luck.” 

Without a sound or stir they all became almost creepily conscious at 
this moment that the group, halted outside Wynd’s door, had silently 
grown from three figures to four. How long the fourth figure had stood 
there none of the earnest disputants could tell, but he had every appearance 
of waiting respectfully and even timidly for the opportunity to say 
something urgent. But to their nervous sensibility he seemed to have 
sprung up suddenly and silently like a mushroom. And indeed, he looked 
rather like a big, black mushroom, for he was quite short and his small, 
stumpy figure was eclipsed by his big, black clerical hat; the resemblance 
might have been more complete it mushrooms were in the habit o 

carrying umbrellas, even of a shabby and shapeless sort. 

Fenner, the secretary, was conscious of a curious additional surprise 
at recognizing the figure of a priest; but when the pnest turned up a 
round face under the round hat and innocently asked for Mr. Warren 
Wynd, he gave the regular negative answer rather more curtly t an 

before. But the priest stood his ground. , 

“I do really want to see Mr. Wynd,” he said. “It seems odd, but 

that’s exactly what I do want to do. I don’t want to speak to him. ju$ c 

want to see him. I just want to see if he’s there to be seen. 

“Well, I tel1 you he’s there and can’t be seen, said Fenner, wit in 
creasing annoyance. “What do you mean by saying you want to see 
he’s there to be seen? Of course he’s there. We all left him there v 
minutes ago, and we’ve stood outside this door ever since. 

“Well, I want to see if he’s all right,” said the priest. 

“Why?” demanded the secretary, in exasperation. 

“Because I have a serious, I might say solemn, reason, said the 

gravely, ‘Tor doubting whether he is all right.” 

“Oh* Lord!” cried Vandam, in a sort ot fury; “not more superstitions. 
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I see I shall have to give my reasons,” observed the little cleric, 
gravely. “I suppose I can’t expect you even to let me look through the 
crack of a door till I tell you the whole story.” 

) Ic was silent a moment as in reflection, and then went on without 
noticing the wondering faces around him. “I was walking outside along 
the front of the colonnade when I saw a very ragged man running 
hard round the comer at the end of the crescent. He came pounding 
aiong the pavement towards me, revealing a great-raw-boned figure 
and a face 1 knew. It was the face of a wild Irish fellow I once helped a 
little; I will not tell you his name. When he saw me he staggered, calling 
me by mine and saying, ‘Saints alive, it’s Father Brown; you’re the only 
man whose face could frighten me to-day/ 1 knew he meant he’d been 
doing some wild thing or other, and 1 don’t think my face frightened him 
much, for he was soon telling me about it. And a very strange thing it 
was. He asked me if 1 knew Warren Wynd, and l said no, though I 
knew he lived near the top of these flats. He said, ‘That’s a man who 
thinks he s a saint of God; but if he knew what i was saying of him he 
should he ready to hang himself/ And he repeated hysterically more 
than once, Yes, ready to hang himself/ i asked him if he’d done any 
harm to Wynd, and his ansv/er was rather a queer one. He said: ‘I took 
a pistol and I loaded it with neither shot nor slug, but only with a curse/ 
As far as I could make out, all he had done was to go down that little 
alley between this building and the big warehouse, with an old pistol 
cidcd w ith a blank charge, and merely fire it against the wall, as if that 
would bring down the building. ‘But as 1 did it/ he said, ‘1 cursed him 
with the great curse, that the justice oi God should take him by the hair 

nu ven S cance °f hell by the heels, and he should be tom asunder 
ibc Judas and the world know him no more/ Well, it doesn’t matter 
now what else I said to the poor, crazy fellow; he went away quieted 
down a little, and I went round to the back of the building to inspect. 
And sure enough, in the little alley at the foot of this wall there lay a rusty 
^kquated pistol; I know enough about pistols to know it had been 
()a r ct ^ on 'y with a little powder; there were the black marks of powder 
and smoke on the wall, and even the mark of the muzzle, but not even 
a dent of any bullet. He had left no trace of destruction; he had left no 
trace of anything, except those black marks and that black curse he had 
hurled into heaven. So I came back here to ask for this Warren Wynd 
and find out if lie’s all right.” 

Fenner the secretary laughed. “I can soon settle that difficulty for you. 
assure you he’s quite all right; we left him writing at his desk only a 
ew minutes ago. He was alone in his flat; it’s a hundred feet up from the 
street, and so placed that no shot could have reached him, even if your 
nend hadn t fired blank. There’s no other entrance to this place but this 
00r> and we’ve been standing outside it ever since/’ 
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“All the same,” said Father Brown, gravely, ‘‘I should like to look in 

1 *» O J 

and see. 

‘‘Well, you can’t,” retorted the other. “Good Lord, you don’t tell 
me you think anything of the curse.” 

“You forget,” said the millionaire, with a slight sneer, “the reverend 
gentleman’s whole business is blessings and cursings. Come, sir, if he’s 
been cursed to hell, why don’t you bless him back again? What’s the 
good of your blessings if they can’t beat an Irish larrykin’s curse.” 

“Does anybody believe such things now?” protested the Westerner. 

“Father Brown believes a good number of things, I take it,” said Van- 
dam, whose temper was suffering from the past snub and the present 
bickering. “Father Brown believes a hermit crossed a river on a crocodile 
conjured out of nowhere, and then he told the crocodile to die, and it 
sure did. Father Brown believes that some blessed saint or other died, 
and had his dead body turned into three dead bodies, to be served out to 
three parishes that were all bent on figuring as his home-town. Father 
Brown believes that a saint hung his cloak on a sunbeam, and another 
used his for a boat to cross the Atlantic. Father Brown believes the holy 
donkey had six legs and the house at Loretto flew through the air. He 
believes in hundreds of stone virgins winking and weeping all day long. 
It’s nothing to him to believe that a man might escape through the key¬ 
hole or vanish out of a locked room. I reckon he doesn’t take much 
stock of the laws of nature.” 

“Anyhow, I have to take stock in the laws of Warren Wynd,” said the 
secretary, wearily, “and it’s his rule that he’s to be left alone when he 
says so. Wilson will tell you just the same,” for the large servant who had 
been sent for the pamphlet, passed placidly down the corridor even as 
he spoke, carrying the pamphlet, but serenely passing the door. He 11 
go and sit on the bench by the floor-clerk and twiddle his thumbs 
till he’s wanted; but he won’t go in before then; and nor will I. I reckon 
we both know which side our bread is buttered, and it’d take a good 

" j j 

many or Father’s Brown’s saints and angels to make us forget it, 

“As for saints and angels-” began the priest 

“It’s all nonsense,*’ repeated Fenner. “I don’t want to say anything 
offensive, but that sort of thing may be very well for crypts and cloisters 
and all sorts of moonshiny places. But ghosts can’t get through a closed 
door in an American hotel.” 

“But men can open a door, even in an American hotel,” replied Father 
Brown, patiently. “And it seems to me the simplest thing would be to 
open it.” 

It would be simple enough to lose me my job,” answered the secret¬ 
ary, and Warren Wynd doesn’t like his secretaries so simple as that. 

Not simple enough to believe in the sort of fairy tales you seem to 
believe in.” 
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“Well/* said the priest gravely, “it is true enough that I believe in a 
good many things that you probably don’t. But it would take a consider¬ 
able time to explain all the things I believe in, and all the reasons I have 
for thinking I’m right. It would take about two seconds to open tlut 
door and prove I am wrong.” 

Something in the phrase seemed to please the more wild and restless 
spirit of the man from the West. 

TU allow I’d love to prove you wrong,” said Alboin, striding suddenly 
past them, “and I will.” 

He threw open the door of the flat and looked in. The first glimpse 
showed that WarrenWynd’s chair was empty. The second glance showed 
that his room was empty also. 

Fenner, electrified with energy in Ins turn, dashed past the other into 
the apartment. 

“He’s in his bedroom,” he said curtly, “he must be.” 

As he disappeared into the inner chamber the other men stood in the 
empty outer room staring about them. The severity and simplicity of 
its fittings, which had already been noted, returned on them with a rigid 
challenge. Certainly in this room there was no question of hiding a mouse, 
let alone a man. There were no curtains and, what is rare in American 
arrangements, no cupboards. Even the desk was no more than a plain 
table with a shallow drawer and a tilted lid. The chairs were hard and 
high-backed skeletons. A moment after the secretary reappeared at the 
inner door, having searched the two inner rooms. A staring negation 
stood in his eyes, and his mouth seemed to move in a mechanical detach¬ 
ment from it as he said sharply: “He didn’t come out through here?” 

Somehow the others did not even think it necessary to answer that 
negation in the negative. Their minds had come up against something 
like the blank wall of the warehouse that stared in at the opposite window, 
gradually turning from white to grey as dusk slowly descended with the 
advancing afternoon. Vandam walked over to the window-sill against 
which he had leant half an hour before and looked out of "the open 
window. There was no pipe or iire-escape, no shelf or foothold of any 
kind on the sheer fall to the little by-street below, there was nothing on 
the similar expanse of wall that rose many stories above. There was even 
less variation on the other side of the street; there was nothing whatever 
but the wearisome expanse of whitewashed wall. He peered down¬ 
wards, as if expecting to sec the vanished philanthropist lying in a suicidal 
wreck on the path. He could see nothing but one small dark object 
which, though diminished by distance, might well be the pistol that the 
priest had found lying there. Meanwhile, Fenner had walked to the 
other window, which looked out from a wall equally blank and in¬ 
accessible, but looking out over a small ornamental park instead of a side 
street Here a clump of trees interrupted the actual view of the ground; 
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but they reached but a little way up the huge human cliff. Both turned 
back into the room and faced each other in the gathering 
where the last sdvcr gieams of daylight on the shiny tops of desks and 
tables were rapidly turning grey. As if the twilight itself irritated him, 
Fenner touched the switch and the scene sprang into the startling dis¬ 
tinctness of electric light. 

“As you said just now,” said Vandam grimly, “there’s no shot from 
down there could hit him, even if there was a shot in the gun. But even 
if he was hit with a bullet he wouldn’t have just burst like a bubble.” 

The secretary, who was paler than ever, glanced irritably at the bilious 
visage of the millionaire. 

“What’s got you started on those morbid notions? Who’s 
about bullets and bubbles? Why shouldn’t he be alive?” 

“Why not indeed?” replied Vandam smoothly. “If you’ll tell me where 
he is. I’ll tell you how he got there.” 

After a pause the secretary muttered, rather sulkily: “I suppose you’re 
right. We’re right up against the very thing we were talking about. It d 
be a queer thing if you or I ever came to think there was anything in 
cursing. But who could have harmed Wynd shut up in here?” 

Mr. Alboin, of Oklahoma, had been standing rather astraddle in the 
middle of the room, his white, hairy halo as well as his round eyes 
seeming to radiate astonishment. At this point he said, abstractedly, 
with something of the irrelevant impudence of an enfant terrible: 

“You didn’t cotton to him much, did you, Mr. Vandam? 

Mr. Vandam’s long yellow face seemed to grow longer as it grew more 
sinister, while he smiled and answered quietly: 

“If it comes to these coincidences, it was you, I diink, who said that a 
wind from the West would blow away our big men like thistledown. 

* “I know I said it would,” said the Westerner, widi candour; but all 
the same, how the devil could it?” 

The silence was broken by Fenner saying with an abruptness amounting 
to violence: , 

“There’s only one thing to say about this affair. It simply hasn t 

happened. It can’t have happened.” .. 

“Oh, yes,” said Father Brown out of the corner; “it has happened 

right.” . 

They all jumped; for the truth was they had all forgotten the in¬ 
significant little man who had originally induced them to open c 

door. And the recovery of memory went with a sharp reversal of moo , 

it came back to them with a rush that they had all dismissed him as a 
superstitious dreamer for even hinting at the very thing that 

happened before their eyes. , 

‘Snakes!” cried the impetuous Westerner, like one speaking before e 
could stop himself; “suppose there were something in it, after all. 
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THE MIRACLE OF MOON CRESCENT 

“I must confess/’ said ^enner, frowning at the table, “that his 
reverence’s anticipations were apparently well iounded. 1 don’t know 

he has anything else to tell us.” 

“He might possibly tell us,” said Vandam, sardonically, “what the 
devil we are to do now.” 

The little priest seemed to accept the position in a modest, but matter- 
of-fact manner. “The only thing I can think of,” he said, “is first to tell 
the authorities of this place, and then to see if there were any more traces 
or my man who let off the pistol He vanished round the other end of 
the Crescent where the little garden is. There are seats there, and it’s a 
favourite place for tramps.” 

i direct consultations with the headquarters of the hotel, leading to 
indirect consultations with the authorities of the police, occupied them 
for a considerable time; and it was already nightfall when they went out 
under the long, classical curve of the colonnade. The crescent looked as 
cold and hollow as the moon after which it was named, and the moon 
itself was rising luminous but spectral behind the black tree-tops when 
they turned the comer by the little public garden. Night veiled much of 
what was merely urban and artificial about the place; and as they melted 
into the shadows of the trees they lad a strange feeling of having suddenly 
travelled many hundred miles from their homes. When they had walked 
in silence for a little, Alboin, who had something elemental about him, 
suddenly exploded. 

I give up,” he cried; “I hand in my checks. I never thought I should 
come to such things; but what happens when the things come to you? 

I beg your pardon, Father Brown; I reckon I’ll just come across, so far as 
you and your fairy-tales are concerned. After this, it’s me for the fairy¬ 
tales. Why, you said yourself, Mr. Vandam, that you’re an atheist and 
only believe what you see. Well, what was it you did see? Or rather, 
what was it you didn’t see?” 

I know,” said Vandam and nodded in a gloomy fashion. 

1 5 li, it s partly all this moon and trees that get on one’s nerves,” said 
Fenner obstinately. “Trees always look queer by moonlight, with their 
branches crawling about. Look at that-” 

* es > said Father Brown, standing still and peering at the moon 
through a tangle of trees. “That’s a very queer branch up there.” 

When he spoke again he only said: 

I thought it was a broken branch.” 

But this time there was a catch in his voice that unaccountably turned 
his hearers cold. Something that looked rather like a dead branch was 
certainly dependent in a limp fashion from the tree that showed dark 
against the moon; but it was not a dead branch. When they came close 
to it to sec what it was, Fenner sprang away again with a ringing oath. 
Then he ran in again and loosened a rope from the neck of the dingy 
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little body dangling with drooping plumes of grey hair. Somehow he 
knew that the body was a dead body before he managed to take it down 
from the tree. A very long coil of rope was wrapped round and round 
the branches, and a comparatively short length of it hung from the fork 
of the branch to the body. A long garden tub was rolled a yard or so 
rrom under the feet, like the stool kicked away from the feet of a suicide. 

‘Oh, my Cod!” said Alboin, so that it seemed as much a prayer as an 
oath. What was it that man said about him?—‘If he knew, he would be 
ready to hang himself. Wasn't that what he said, Father Brown?" 
Yes,” said Father Brown. 

Well,” said Vandam in a hollow voice, “I never thought to see or say 
such a thing. But what can one say except that the curse has worked?” 
Fenner was standing with hands covering his face; and the priest laid 

a hand on his arm and said, gently, “Were you very fond of 
him?” 

The secretary dropped his hands and his white face was ghastly under 
the moon. 

“I hated him like hell,” he said; “and if he died by a curse it might have 
been mine.” 

The pressure of the priest’s hand on his arm tightened; and the priest 
said, with an earnestness he had hardly yet shown: 

“It wasn’t your curse; pray be comforted.” 

The police of the district had considerable difficulty in dealing with the 
four witnesses who were involved in the case. All of them were reputable, 
and even reliable people in the ordinary sense; and one of them was a 
person of considerable power and importance: Silas Vandam of the Oil 
Trust. The first police-officer who tried to express scepticism about his 
story struck sparks from the steel of that magnate’s mind very rapidly 
indeed. 

“Don’t you talk to me about sticking to the facts,” said the millionaire 
with asperity. “I’ve stuck to a good many facts before you were born 
and a few of the facts have stuck to me. I’ll give you the facts all right if 

you’ve got the sense to take ’em down correctly.” 

The policeman in question was youthful and subordinate, and had a 
hazy idea that the millionaire was too political to be treated as an ordinary 
citizen; so he passed him and his companions on to a more stolid superior, 
one Inspector Collins, a grizzled man with a grimly comfortably way o 
talking; as one who was genial but would stand no nonsense. 

“Well, well,” he said, looking at the three figures before him wit 

twinkling eyes, “this seems to be a funny soit of a tale. 

Father Brown had already gone about his daily business; but Si as 
Vandam had suspended even the gigantic business of the markets tor an 

1 O O vi * 

hour or so to testify to his remarkable experience. Fenner s business 
secretary had ceased in a sense with his employer’s life; and the great 
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Art Alboin, having no business in New York or anywhere else, except 
the spreading of the Breath of Life or religion o the Great Spirit, had 
not ing to draw him away at the moment from the immediate affair. 

So they stood in a row in the inspector’s office, prepared to corroborate 
each other. 

Now I d better tell you to start with,” said the inspector cheerfully, 
diat it s no good for anybody to come to me with any miraculous 
n«!u I m a practical man and a policeman, and that sort of thing is all 
very well for priests and parsons. This priest oi yours seems to have got 
y° u a H worked up about some story of a dreadful death and judgment; 
but 1 m going to leave him and his religion out ot it altogether. If Wynd 
' h oi tli it room, somebody let him out. And it Wynd was found 
hanging on that tree, somebody hung him there.” 

Quite so, said Fenner; “but as our evidence is that nobody let him 
out, the question is how could anybody have hung him there?” 
u How could anybody have a nose on his face?” asked the inspector. 
He had a nose on his face, and he had a noose round his neck. Those are 
facts; and, as I say, l’m a practical man and go by the facts. It can’t have 
been done by a miracle, so it must have been done by a man.” 

Alboin had been standing rather in the back-ground; and indeed his 

broad figure seemed to form a natural background to the leaner and more 

* * - ^ 

vivacious men in front of him. His white head was bowed with a certain 
abstraction; but as the inspector said the last sentence, he lifted it, shaking 
his hoary mane in a leonine fasliion, and looking dazed but awakened. 
He moved forward into the centre of the group, and they bad a vague 
feeling that he was even vaster than before. They had been only too 
prone to take him for a fool or a mountebank; but he was not altogether 
Wong when he said that there was in him a certain depth of lungs and 

a west vvin< ^ store d up in its strength, which might some day 
puff lighter things away. 

So you’re a practical man, Mr. Collins,” he said, in a voice at once 
soft and heavy. It must be the second or third time you’ve mentioned 
m this little conversation that you are a practical man; so I can’t be 
mistaken about that. And a very interesting little fact it is for anybody 
engaged in writing your life, letters, and table-talk, with portrait at the 
j*S e fi ve > daguerreotype of your grandmother and views of the old 
ome-town; and I m sure your biographer won’t forget to mention it 
ong with the fact that you had a pug nose with a pimple on it, and 
were nearly too fat to walk. And as you’re a practical man, perhaps you 
would just go on practising till you’ve brought Warren Wynd to life 
again, and found out exactly how a practical man gets through a deal 
door. But I think you’ve got it wrong. You’re not a practical man. 
ou re a practical joke; that’s what you are. The Almighty was havine 

a bit of fun with us when he thought of you.” S 
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With a characteristic sense of drama he went sailing towards the 
door before the astonished inspector could reply; and no after-recrimin¬ 
ations could rob him of a certain appearance of triumph. 

I think you were perfectly right,” said Fenner. “If those are practical 
men, give me priests/* 

Another attempt was made to reach an official version of the event 
when the authorities fully realized who were the backers of the story, and 
what were the implications of it. Already it had broken out in the Press 
in its most sensationally and even shamelessly psychic form. Interviews 
with Vandam on his marvellous adventure, articles about Father Brown 
and his mystical intuitions, soon led those who feel responsible for guid¬ 
ing the public to wish to guide it into a wiser channel. Next time the 
inconvenient witnesses were approached in a more indirect and tactful 
manner. They were told, almost in an airy fashion, that Professor Vair 
was very much interested in such abnormal experiences; was especially 
interested in their own astonishing case. Professor Vair was a psychologist 
of great distinction; he had been known to take a detached interest in 
criminology; it was only some little time afterwards that they discovered 
that he was in any way connected with the police. 

Professor Vair was a courteous gentleman, quietly dressed in pale grey 
clothes, with an artistic tie and a fair, pointed beard; he looked more like 
a landscape painter to anyone not acquainted with a certain special type 
of don. He had an air not only of courtesy, but of frankness. 

“Yes, yes, I know,” he said smiling; “I can guess what you must have 
gone through. The police do not shine in inquiries of a psychic sort, 
do they? Of course, dear old Collins said he only wanted the facts. 
What an absurd blunder! In a case of this kind we emphatically do not 
only want the facts. It is even more essential to have the fancies. 

“Do you mean,” asked Vandam gravely, “that all that we call the facts 
were merely fancies?” 

“Not at all,” said the professor; “I only mean that the police are stupid 
in thinking they can leave out the psychological element in these things. 
Well, of course, the psychological element is everything in everything, 
though it is only just beginning to be understood. To begin with, take 
the element called personality. Now I have heard of this priest, Father 
Brown, before; and he is one of the most remarkable men of our nine. 
Men of that sort carry a sort of atmosphere with them; and nobody knows 
how much his nerves and even his very senses are affected by it for the 

People are hypnotized—yes, hypnotized; for hypnotism, 
ig else, is a matter of degree; it enters slightly into all daily 
conversation: it is not necessarily conducted by a man in evening-dress 
on a platform in a public hall. Father Brown’s religion has always under¬ 
stood the psychology of atmospheres, and knows how to appeal to 
everything simultaneously; even, for instance, to the sense of smell. It 
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curious effects produced by music on animals and 
human beings; it can-” 

Hang it, protested Fenner, “you don’t diink he walked down the 
corridor carrying a church organ?” 

He knows better than to do that,” said Professor Vair laughing. “He 
knows Low to concentrate the essence of all these spiritual sounds and 
sights, and even smells, in a few restrained gestures; in an art or school of 
manners. He could contrive so to concentrate your minds on the super¬ 
natural by his mere presence, that natural things slipped oif your minds 
to left and right unnoticed. Now you know,” he proceeded with a 
return to cheerful good sense, “that the more we study it the more queer 
5 -hole question or human evidence becomes. There is not one man in 
twenty who really observes things at all. There is not one man in a 
hundred who observes them with real precision; certainly not one in a 
hundred who can first observe, then remember, and finally describe. 
Scientific experiments have been made again and again showing that 
men under a strain have thought a door was shut when it was open, or 
open when it was shut. Men have differed about the number of doors or 
windows in a wall just in front of them. They have suffered optical 
illusions in broad daylight. They have done this even without the 
hypnotic effect of personality; but here we have a very powerful and 
persuasive personality bent upon fixing only one picture on your minds; 

1 le P* cture °1 the wild Irish rebel shaking his pistol at the sky and firing 
that vain volley, whose echoes were the thunders of heaven.” 

Professor, cried Fenner, “I’d swear on my deathbed that door never 
opened.” 

Recent experiments,” went on the professor, quiedy, “have suggested 
that our consciousness is not continuous, but is a succession of very rapid 
impressions like a cinema; it is possible that somebody or something may, 
so t0 s P ca ^* slip in or out between the scenes. It acts only in the instant 
while the curtain is down. Probably the patter of conjurers and all forms 
of sleight of hand depend on what wc may call these black flashes of 
lindness between the flashes of sight. Now this priest and preacher of 
transcendental notions had filled you with a transcendental imagery; 
n lma ge of the Celt like a Titan shaking the tower with his curse. 

robably he accompanied it with some slight but compelling gesture, 
pointing your eyes and minds in the direction of the unknown destroyer 
^elow. Or perhaps something else happened, or somebody else passed 

Wilson, the servant,” grunted Alboin, “went down the hallway to 
wait on the bench, but I guess he didn’t distract us much.” 

You never know how much,” replied Vair; “it might have been that 
or more likely your eyes following some gesture of the priest as he told 

tale of magic. It was in one of those black flashes that Mr. Warren 
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Wynd slipped out of his door and went to his death. That is the most 
probable explanation. It is an illustration of the new discovery. The 
mind is not a continuous line, but rather a dotted line.” 

Very dotted, said Fenner feebly. "Not to say dotty.” 

i ou don t really believe, asked Vair, "that your employer was shut 
up m a room like a box?” 

It s better than believing that I ought to be shut up in a room like a 
padded cell, answered Fenner. "That’s what I complain of in your 
suggestions, professor. I’d as soon believe in a priest who believes in a 
miracle, as disbelieve in any man having any right to believe in a fact. 
The priest tells me dut a man can appeal to a God I know nodiing about 
to avenge him by the laws of some higher justice that I know nothing 
about. There s nothing for me to say except that I know nothing about 
it. But, at least, if the poor Paddy’s prayer and pistol could be heard in 
a higher world, that higher world might act in some way that seems odd 
to us. But you ask me to disbelieve the facts of this world as they appear 
to my own five wits. According to you, a whole procession of Irishmen 
carrying blunderbusses may have walked through this room while we 
were talking, so long as they took care to tread on the blind spots in our 
minds. Miracles of the monkish sort, like materializing a crocodile or 
hanging a cloak on a sunbeam, seem quite sane compared to you. 

“Oh, well,” said Professor Vair, rather curdy, "if you are resolved to 
believe in your priest and his miraculous Irishman I can say no more. 
I'm afraid you have not had an opportunity of studying psychology. 

"No,” said Fenner dryly; “but I’ve had an opportunity of studying 
psychologists.” 

And, bowing politely, he led his deputation out of the room and did 
not speak till he got into die street; dien he addressed diem rather ex¬ 


plosively. 

"Raving lunatics!” cried Fenner in a fume. "What the 
think is to happen to die world if nobody knows whether hes seen 
anything or not? I wish I’d blown his silly head off widi a blank charge, 
and then explained diat I did it in a blind Hash. Father Brown s miracle 
may be miraculous or no, but he said it would happen and it did happen. 
All these blasted cranks can do is to see a tiling happen and then say it 
didn’t. Look here, 1 think we owe it to die padre to testify to his litde 
demonstration. We’re all sane, solid men who never believed in any dung. 
We weren’t drunk. We weren’t devout. It simply happened just as 


devil do diey 


he said it would.” 

"1 quite agree,” said die millionaire. "It may be the beginning ofmignty 
big things in die spiritual line; but anyhow, the man who’s in die spiritual 
line himself. Father Brown, has certainly scored over this business. 

A few days afterwards Fadier Brown received a very polite note 
signed Silas T. Vandam, and asking him if he could attend at a stated 
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apartment which was the scene of the disappearance, in 
order to take steps for the establishment of that marvellous occurrence. 
Hie occurrence itself had already begun to break out in the newspapers, 
and was being taken up everywhere by the enthusiasts of occultism. 
Father Brown saw the flaring posters inscribed “Suicide of Vanishing 
Man, and Mans Curse Hangs Philanthropist,” as he passed towards 
Moon Crescent and mounted the steps on the way to die elevator. He 
found the little group much as he left it, Vandam, Alboin, and die 
secretary; but there was an entirely new respectfulness and even reverence 

m u- L* 1 . tone towar ds himself. They were standing by Wynd’s desk, on 
wdeh lay a large paper and writing materials, as diey turned to greet 

Father Brown,” said the spokesman, who was the white-haired 
• ^ tcr ^ er > somewhat sobered with his responsibility, “we asked you here 
in the first place to offer our apologies and our thanks. We recognize 
t it was you that spotted the spiritual manifestation from the first, 
e were hard-shell sceptics, all of us; but we realize now that a man 
must break that shell to get at the great things behind the world. You 
stan or those things; you stand for diat super-normal explanation of 
t mgs and we have to hand it co you. And in the second place, we feel 
at this document would not be complete without your signature, 
e are notifying the exact iacts to the Psychical Research Society, be- 
cause t e nCV T Spaper accounts are not what you might call exact. We’ve 
state ow the curse was spoken out in the street; how the man was 
se e up here in a room like a box; how the curse dissolved him straight 
into t in air, and m some unthinkable way materialized him as a suicide 

10 l St f ° n a & a ^ ows - That’s all we can say about it; but all that we know, 
an ave seen with our own eyes. And as you were the first to believe 

mira ,| e, ,,we a H feel that you ought to be the first to sign.” 

a ,?•«%. sai ^ Father Brown, in embarrassment. “I don't think I 
should like to do that.” 

You mean you’d rather not sign first?” 

«Y mean * rather not sign at all,” said Father Brown, modestly. 

miracles ” ** < *° eSn 1 c l u ‘ te por a man m m y position to joke about 

But it was you who said it was a miracle,” said Alboin, staring. 

I j ? so sorry, said Father Brown; I m afraid there s some mistake. 

haDD 11 \t/U 1 CVCr Sai * WaS a m ' rac * e - 1 saic * was l l iat it might 
a mr l , at y° u sa *d was that it couldn’t happen, because it would be 

But I 3C C ** 11 7j ’ then it did. And so you said it was a miracle. 

sort f nCVC L . 3 worc ^ about miracles or magic, or anything of die 

sort from beginning to end.” 8 

n th ou ght you believed in miracles,” broke out the secretary. 
es» answered Father Brown, “I believe in miracles. 1 believe in 
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man-eating tigers, but I don’t see them running about everywhere. If 
I want any miracles, I know where to get them.” 

“I can’t understand your taking this line. Father Brown,” said Vandam, 
earnestly. ‘ It seems so narrow; and you don’t look narrow to me, though 
you are a parson. Don’t you see, a miracle like this will knock all materi¬ 
alism endways? It will just tell the whole world in big print that spiritual 
powers can work and do work. You’ll be serving religion as no parson 
ever served it yet. 

The priest had stiffened a little and seemed in some strange way 
clothed with unconscious and impersonal dignity, for all his stumpy 
figure. “Well/* he said, “you wouldn’t suggest I should serve religion 
by what I know to be a lie? I don’t know precisely what you mean by 
the phrase; and, to be quite candid, I’m not sure you do. Lying may be 
serving religion; I’m sure it’s not serving God. And since you are harp¬ 
ing so insistendy on what 1 believe, wouldn’t it be as well if you had some 
sort of notion of what it is?” 

“I don’t think I quite understand,” observed the millionaire, curiously. 

“I don’t think you do,” said Father Brown, with simplicity. You 
say this thing was done by spiritual powers. What spiritual powers. 
You don’t think the holy angels took him and hung hum on a garden 
tree, do you? And as for the unholy angels—no, no, no. The men who 
did this did a wicked thing, but they went no further than their own 
wickedness; they weren’t wicked enough to be dealing with spiritual 
powers. I know something about Satanism, for my sins; I’ve been forced 
to know. I know what it is, what it practically always is. It s proud 
and it’s sly. It likes to be superior; it loves to horrify the innocent wit 
things half understood, to make children’s flesh creep. Thats why its 
so fond of mysteries and initiations and secret societies and all the rest o 
it. Its eyes are turned inwards, and however grand and grave it may 
look, it’s always hiding a small, mad smile.” He shuddered sudde ^y, 
as if caught in an icy draught of air. “Never mind about them; they ve 
got nothing to do with this, believe me. Do you think that poor, w 
Irishman of mine, who ran raving down die street, who blurted out 
of it when he first saw my face, and ran away for fear he shorn ^ 
out more, do you think Satan confides any secrets to him? I 
joined in a plot, probably in a plot with two other men worse than 
self; but for all that, he was just in an everlasting rage when he rus e 

down the lane and let off his pistol and his curse. 

“But what on earth does all this mean?” demanded Vandam. Letting 
off a toy pistol and a twopenny curse wouldn’t do what was done, ex 
cept by a miracle. It wouldn’t make Wynd disappear tike a fairy, 
wouldn’t make him reappear a quarter of a mile away with a rope roun 

his neck.” ,, 

“No,” said Father Brown sharply; “but what would it do? 
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And still I don t follow you, said the millionaire gravely. 

I say, what would it do?” repeated the priest; showing, for the first 

time, a sort of animation verging on annoyance. * 1 You keep on repeatii < 

thataL ik pistol-shot wouldn’t do this and wouldn’t do that; that if 

that was all, lie murder wouldn’t happen or the miracle wouldn’t 

happen. It doesn t seem to occur to you to ask what would happen. 

What would happen to you it a lunatic let oft a firearm without rhyme 

lS0n right under your window? What’s the very first thine that 
would happen?” 

van dam looked thoughtful. “I guess I should look out of the window,” 
he said. 

Yes, said Father Brown, “you’d look out of the window. That’s 

c whole story. It s a sad story, but it’s hnished now; and there were 
extenuating circumstances.” 

4< Why should looking out of the window hurt him?” asked Alboin 
He didn t fall out, or he’d have been found in the lane.” 

No, said Father Brown, in a low voice. “He didn’t fall. He rose.” 

, ' lire ' vas something in his voice like the groan of a gong, a note of 
00 m, but otherwise he went on steadily: 

He rose, but not on wings; not on the wings of any holy or unholy 

ar *ge s. He rose at the end of a rope, exactly as you saw him in the 

gar den, a noose dropped over the head the moment it was poked out 

0 t. e window. Don t you remember Wilson, that big servant of his, 

a man of huge strength, while Wynd was the lightest of little shrimps? 

1 n t Wilson go to the floor above to get a pamphlet, to a room lull 

c ! l TS a £ c c orded in coils and coils of rope? Has Wilson been seen since 
that day? I fancy not.” 

^ y ou naean, asked the secretary, “that Wilson whisked him clean 
out , J 1, ° wn window like a trout on a line?” 

Yes, said the other, “and let him down again out of the other window 
into t e park, where the third accomplice hooked him on to a tree. 

emember the lane was always empty; remember the wall opposite 
was quite blank; remember it was all over in five minutes after the 
ns man gave the signal with the pistol. There were three of them in it 
course, and I wonder whether you can all guess who they were.” 

Ky were all three staring at the plain, square window and the 
’ white wall beyond; and nobody answered, 
y the way, went on Father Brown, “don’t think I blame you for 
jumping to preternatural conclusions. The reason’s very simple, really. 
°u a swore you were hard-shelled materialists; and as a matter of 
act you were all balanced on the very edge of belief—of belief in almost 
anything. There are thousands balanced on it to-day; but it’s a sharp, 

th V m ? rta ^ e cd E e t0 on * You won’t rest till you believe something; 
a s w iy Vandam went through new religions v/ith a tooth-comb, 
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and Mr. Alboin quotes Scripture for his religion of breathing exercises, 
and Mr. Fenner grumbles at the very God he denies. That’s where you 
all split; it’s natural to believe in the supernatural. It never feels natural 
to accept only natural things. But though it wanted only a touch to tip 
you into pretematuralism about these things, these things really were 
only natural things. They were not only natural, they were almost 
unnaturally simple. I suppose there never was quite so simple a story as 
this.” 

Fenner laughed and then looked puzzled. “I don’t understand one 
thing,” he said. “If it was Wilson, how did Wynd come to have a man 
like that on such intimate terms? How did he come to be killed by a man 
he’d seen every day for years? He was famous as being a judge of men. 

Father Brown thumped his umbrella on the ground with an emphasis 


he rarely showed. 

“Yes,” he said, almost fiercely; “that was how he came to be killed. 
He was killed for just that. He was killed for being a judge of men. 
They all stared at him, but he went on, almost as if they were not 

there. , 

“What is any man that he should be a judge of men?” he demanded. 

“These three were the tramps that once stood before him and were dis¬ 
missed rapidly right and left to one place or another; as if for them there 
were no cloak of courtesy, no stages of intimacy, no free-will in fnend- 
ship. And twenty years has not exhausted the indignation born of that 
unfathomable insult in that moment when he dared to know them at a 

q ] nnrp 

“Yes,” said the secretary; “I understand .. . and I understand how it is 

that you understand—all sorts of things. . 

“Well, I’m blamed if I understand,” cried the breezy Western gen e 
man boisterously. “Your Wilson and your Irishman seem to be just a 
couple of cut-throat murderers who killed their benefactor. I ve n° 
for a black and bloody assassin of that sort in my morality, whether 1 

religion or not.” .1 

“He was a black and bloody assassin, no doubt,” said Fenner, qui x* 

“I’m not defending him; but I suppose it’s Father Browns business 

pray for all men, even for a man like-- .. 

“Yes,” assented Father Brown, “it’s my business to pray tor a 1 

even for a man like AX^arren Wyud. 
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V 

THE CURSE OF THE GOLDEN CROSS 

Six people sat round a small table, seeming almost as incongruous and 
accidental as if they had been shipwrecked separately on the same small 
desert island. At least the sea surrounded them; for in one sense their 
island was enclosed in another island, a large and flying island like 
Laputa. For the little table was one of many little tables dotted about in 
the ci,: j nig—saloon of that monstrous ship th cMoravia, speeding through 
the night and the everlasting emptiness of the Atlantic. The little com¬ 
pany had nothing in common except that all were travelling rom America 
to England. Two of them at least might be called celebrities; others might 
be called obscure, and in one or two cases even dubious. 

The first was the famous Professor Smaill, an authority on certain 
archaeological studies touching the later Byzantine Empire. His lectures, 
delivered in an American University, were accepted as of the first authority 
• 1 ; in the most authoritative scats of learning in Europe. His literary 
works were so steeped in a mellow and imaginative sympathy with 
the European past, that it often gave strangers a start to hear him speak 
with an American accent. Yet he was, in his way, very American; he 
had long fair hair brushed back from a big square forehead, long straight 
features and a curious mixture of preoccupation with a poise of potential 
swiftness, like a lion pondering absent-mindedly on his next leap. 

Ihere was only one lady in the group; and she was (as the journalists 
often said of her) a host in herself; being quite prepared to play hostess, 
not to say empress, at that or any other table. She was Lady Diana 
Wales, the celebrated lady traveller in tropical and other countries; but 
there was nothing rugged or masculine about her appearance at dinner. 
She was herself handsome in an almost tropical fashion, with a mass of 
hot and heavy red hair; she was dressed in what the journalists call a 
daring fashion, but her face was intelligent and her eyes had that bright 
and rather prominent appearance which belongs to the eyes of ladies who 
ask questions at political meetings. 

lie other four figures seemed at first like shadows in this shining 
presence; but they showed differences on a close view. One of them was 
a young man entered on the ship’s register as Paul T. Tarrant. He was 
an American type which might be more truly called an American anti¬ 
type. Every nation probably has an antitype; a sort of extreme exception 
that proves the national rule. Americans really respect work, rather as 
Europeans respect war. There is a halo of heroism about it; and he who 
shrinks from it is less than a man. The antitype is evident through being 
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exceedingly rare. He is the dandy or dude: the wealthy waster who makes 
a weak villain for so many American novels. PauJ Tarrant seemed to 
have nothing whatever to do but to change his clothes, which he did about 
six times a day; passing into paler or richer shades of his suit of exquisite 
light grey, like the delicate silver changes of the twilight. Unlike most 
Americans, he cultivated very carefully a short, curly beard; and unlike 
most dandies, even of his own type, he seemed rather sulky than showy. 
Perhaps there was something almost Byronic about his silence and his 
gloom. 

The next two travellers were naturally classed together; merely be¬ 
cause they were both English lecturers returning from an American tour. 
One of them was described as Leonard Smyth, apparently a minor 
poet, but something of a major journalist; long-headed, light-haired, 
perfectly dressed and perfectly capable of looking after himself. The 
other was a rather comic contrast, being short and broad, with a black, 
walrus moustache, and as taciturn as the other was talkative. But as he 
had been both charged with robbing and praised for rescuing a Rou¬ 
manian Princess threatened bv a jaguar in his travelling menagerie, and 
had thus figured in a fashionable case, it was naturally felt that his views 
on God, progress, his own early life, and the future of Anglo-American 
relations would be of great interest and value to the inhabitants ot 
Minneapolis and Omaha. The sixth and most insignificant figure was 
that of a little English priest going by the name of Brown. He listened to 
the conversation with respectful attention, and he was at that moment 
forming the impression that there was one rather curious tiling about it. 

“I suppose those Byzantine studies of yours, Professor, Leonar 
Smyth was saying, “would throw some light on this story of a torn 
found somewhere on the south coast; near Brighton, isn’t it? Brighton s 
a long way from Byzantium, of course. But I read something about t e 
style of burying or embalming or something being supposed to e 

Byzantine.” , 

“Byzantine studies certainly have to reach a long way, replie t e 
Professor dryly. “They talk about specialists; but I think the har est 
thing on earth is to specialize. In this case, for instance: how niaI1 
know anything about Byzantium till he knows everything about ome 
before it and about Islam after it? Most Arab arts were old Byzaiitin 

arts. Why, take algebra 


I never did, 
with 


“But I won’t take algebra,” cried die lady decisively, 
and I never do. But I’m awfully interested in embalming. I was 
Gatton, you know, when he opened the Babylonian tombs. Ever sine 
then I found mummies and preserved bodies and all that per ec ; 

thrilling. Do tell us about his one.” 

“Gatton was an interesting man,” said the Professor. They were 
interesting family. That brother of liis who went into Parliament wa 
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much more than an ordinary politician. I never understood the Fascisti 
made that speech about Italy.” 

* not "oine to Italy on 

C> O / 

_I believe you’re 

tomb. In Sussex, isn’t it? 

Sussex is pretty large, as these little English sections go,” replied the 

One might wander about in it for a goodish time; and it’s a 
good place to wander in. It’s wonderful how large those low lulls seem 
when you’re on them.” 

There was an abrupt accidental silence; and then the lady said, *'( >h, 
1 m going on deck,” and rose, the men rising with her. But the Pro- 

gered and the little priest was the last to leave the table, care- 
folding up his napkin. And as they were thus left alone together 
the Professor said suddenly to his companion: 

What would you say was the point of that little talk?” 

Well,” said Father Brown smiling, “since you ask me, there was 
something that amused me a little. I may be wrong; but it seemed to 
me that the company made three attempts to get you to talk about an 
embalmed body said to be found in Sussex. And you, on your side, very 
courteously offered to talk—first about algebra, and then about the 
Fascist), and then about the landscape of the Downs.” 

14 *1 JL 

In short, replied the Professor, “you thought I was ready to 
about any subject but that one. You were quite right.” 

The Professor was silent for a little time, looking down at the table¬ 
cloth, then he looked up and spoke with that switt impulsiveness that 
suggested the lion’s leap. 

See here, Father Brown,” he said, “1 consider you about the wisest 
and whitest man I ever met.” 

Father Brown was very English. He had all the normal national 
helplessness about what to do with a serious and sincere compliment 
suddenly handed to him to his face in the American manner. His reply 
was a meaningless murmur; and it was the Professor who proceeded, 
with the same staccato earnestness: 

You see, up to a point iris all simple enough. A Christian tomb of 
the Dark Ages, apparently that o a bishop, has been found under a little 
church at Dulham on the Sussex coast. The Vicar happens to be a good 
bit ot an archaeologist himself and has been able to find out a good deal 
more than 1 know yet. There was a rumour of the corpse being em¬ 
balmed in a way peculiar to Greeks and Egyptians but unknown in the 
West, especially at that date. So Mr Walters (that is the Vicar) naturally 
wonders about Byzantine influences. But he also mentions something 
else, that is of even more personal interest to me.” 

His long grave face seemed to grow even longer and graver as he 
trowned down at the table-cloth. His long finger seemed to be tracing 
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see some 


patterns on it like the plans of dead cities and their temples and tombs. 

‘‘So I’m going to tell you, and nobody else, why it is I have to be 
careful about mentioning that matter in mixed company; and why, 
the more eager they are to talk about it, the more cautious I have to be. 
It is also stated that in the coffin is a chain with a cross, common enough 
to look at, but with a certain secret symbol on the back found on only 
one other cross in the world. It is from the arcana of the very earliest 
Church, and is supposed to indicate St. Peter setting up his See at Antioch 
before he came to Rome. Anyhow, I believe there is but one other like 
it, and it belongs to me. I hear there is some story about a curse on it; 
but 1 take no notice of that. But whether or no there is a curse, there 
really is, in one sense, a conspiracy; though the conspiracy should only 
consist of one man.” 

“Of one man?” repeated Father Brown almost mechanically. 

“Of one madman, for all I know,” said Professor Smaill. “It’s a 
story and in some ways a silly one.” 

He paused again, tracing plans like architectural drawings with his 
fmger on the cloth, and then resumed: 

“Perhaps I had better tell you about it from the beginning, in case you 
ittle point in the story that is meaningless to me. It began years 
and years ago, when I was conducting some investigations on my own 
account in the antiquities of Crete and the Greek islands. I did a great 
deal of it practically singlehanded; sometimes with the most rude and 
temporary help from the inhabitants of the place, and sometimes literally 
alone. It was under the latter circumstances that I found a maze of sub¬ 
terranean passages which led at last to a heap of rich refuse, broken 
ornaments and scattered gems which I took to be the ruins of some 
sunken altar, and in which I found the curious gold cross. I turned it 
over, and on the back of it I saw the Ichthus or fish, which was an early 
Christian symbol, but of a shape and pattern rather different from that 
commonly found; and, as it seemed to me, more realistic— more as i 
the archaic designer had meant it to be not merely a conventional en¬ 
closure or nimbus, but to look a little more like a real fish. It seemed to 
me that there was a flattening towards one end of it that was not e 
mere mathematical decoration, but rather like a sort of rude or even 

savage zoology. t i 

“In order to explain very briefly why I thought this find important, 

must tell you the point of the excavation. For one thing, it had somet ng 
of the nature of an excavation of an excavation. We were on the 
not only of antiquities, but of the antiquarians of antiquity. We * 
reason to believe, or some of us thought we had reason to believe, t^a 
these underground passages, mostly of the Minoan period, like t a 
famous one which is actually identified with the labyrinth of the Mino¬ 
taur, had not really been lost and left undisturbed for all the ages between 
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the Minotaur and the modern explorer. We believed that these under¬ 
ground places, I might almost say these underground towns and villages, 

1 already been penetrated during the intervening period by some 
persons prompted by some motive. About the motive there were dif¬ 
ferent schools of thought: some holding that the Emperors had ordered 
an official exploration out of mere scientific curiosity; others that the 
furious fashion in the later Roman Empire for all sorts of lurid Asiatic 
Vy a: 1 is had started some nameless Manichaean sect or other rioting 
in the caverns in orgies that had to be hidden from the face of the sun. 
I belong to the group which believed that these caverns had been used in 
tin arne way as the catacombs. That is, we believed that, during some of 
the persecutions which spread like a fire over the whole Empire, the 
Christians had concealed themselves in these ancient pagan labyrinths of 
stone. It was therefore with a thrill as sharp as a thunderclap that I 

JO,|1 T and picked up the fallen golden cross and saw the design upon it; 

an ^ v ’ as ■ ith still more of a shock of felicity that, on turning to make 
my way once more outwards and upwards into the light of day, I looked 
up at the walls of bare rock that extended endlessly along the low pas- 
sages, and saw scratched in yet ruder outline, but it possible more un¬ 
mistakable, the shape of the Fish. 

Something about it made it seem as it it might be a fossil fish or 
some rudimentary organism fixed for ever in a frozen sea. I could not 
analyse this analogy, otherwise unconnected with a mere drawing 
scratched upon the stone, till I realized that I was saying in my sub¬ 
conscious mind that the first Christians must have seemed something 

ike fish, dumb and dwelling in a fallen world of twilight and silence, 

lopped far below the feet of men and moving in dark and twilight 
2 nd a soundless world. 

Everyone walking along stone passages knows what it is to be 
o owed by phantom feet. The echo follows flapping or clapping be- 
^ in or in front, so that it is almost impossible for the man who is really 
°I K y to believe 111 his loneliness. I had got used to the effects of this 
e 5 f* not noticed it much for some time past, when I caught 

S1 & t °f the symbolical shape scrawled on the wall of rock. I stopped, 
sn at the same instant it seemed as if my heart stopped, too; for my own 
eet had halted, but the echo went marching on. 

ran forward, and it seemed as if the ghostly footsteps ran also, but 
not with that exact imitation which marks the material reverberation 
0 a sou ud. I stopped again, and the steps stopped also; but I could have 
sworn they stopped an instant too late; 1 called out a question; and my 
cry was answered; but the voice was not my own. 

t came round the corner of a rock just in front of me; and through- 
°ut that uncanny chase I noticed that it was always at some such angle 
0 ^ c cro °ked path that it paused and spoke. The little space in front 
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of me that could be illuminated by my small electric torch was always 
as empty as an empty room. Under these conditions I had a conver¬ 
sation with I know not whom, which lasted all the way to the first 
white gleam of daylight, and even there I could not see in what fashion 
he vanished into the light of day. But the mouth of the labyrinth was 
full of many openings and cracks and chasms, and it would not have 
been difficult for him to have somehow darted back and disappeared 
again into the underworld of the caves. I only know that I came out on the 
lonely steps of a great mountain like a marble terrace, varied only with a 
green vegetation that seemed somehow more tropical than the purity 
of the rock, like the Oriental invasion that has spread sporadically over 
the fall of classic Hellas. I looked out on a sea of stainless blue, and the 
sun shone steadily on utter loneliness and silence; and there was not a 
blade of grass stirred with a whisper of flight nor the shadow of a shadow 
of man. 


“It had been a terrible conversation; so intimate and so individual 
and in a sense so casual. This being, bodiless, faceless, nameless and yet 
calling me by my name, had talked to me in those crypts and cracks 
where we were buried alive with no more passion or melodrama than 
if we had been sitting in two arm-chairs at a club. But he had told me 
also that he would unquestionably kill me or any other man who came 
into the possession of the cross with the mark of the fish. He told me 
frankly he was not fool enough to attack me there in the labyrinth, 
knowing I had a loaded revolver, and that he ran as much risk as I. 
But he told me, equally calmly, that he would plan my murder with the 
certainty of success, with every detail developed and every danger 
warded off, with the sort of artistic perfection that a Chinese craftsman 
or an Indian embroiderer gives to the artistic work of a life-time. Yet 
he was no Oriental; I am certain he was a white man. I suspect that he 

was a countryman of my own. . 

“Since then I have received from time to rime signs and symbols an^ 
queer impersonal messages that have made me certain, at least, that 1 

j I T C ^ 4 g, - 

the man is a maniac he is a monomaniac. He is always telling me, 
this airy and detached way, that the preparations for my death and un 
are proceeding satisfactorily; and that the only way in which I can ptc 
vent their being crowned with a comfortable success is to give U P 
relic in my possession—the unique cross that I found in the cavern* 
He does not seem to have any religious sentiment or fanaticism on * 
point; he seems to have no passion but the passion of a collector o 
curiosities. That is one of the things that makes me feel sure he is a man 
of the West and not of the East. But this particular curiosity seems to 

have driven him quite crazy. .. 

“And then came this report, as yet unsubstantiated, about the dup ca 
relic found on an embalmed body in a Sussex tomb. If he had been a 
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maniac 





t tnis news turned Him into a demoniac possessed of seven 
here should be one of them belonging to another man was 
bad enough, but that there should be two of them and neither belonging 

*?.r WaS 2 torture not to be borne. His mad messages began to come 
thick and fast like showers of poisoned arrows; and each cried out more 
confidently than die last diat death would strike me at the moment 
when I stretched out my unworthy hand towards the cross in the tomb. 

You will never know me,’ he wrote, ‘you will never say my name; 
)ou will never see my face; you will die, and never know who has killed 

* ma y be in any form among those about you; but I shall be in 
that alone at which you have forgotten to look.’ 

From those threats I deduce that he is quite likely to shadow me on 

expedition; and try to steal the relic or do me some mischief for 

1 ’ 13ut a-) 1 ne'.ei viw me man in my life, he may be almost 

any man I meet. Logically speaking, he may be any of the waiters who 

wait on me at table. He may be any of the passengers who sit with me 
at table. 

He may be me/’ said Father Brown, with cheerful contempt for 
grammar, r 

He may be anybody else// answered Smaill seriously. “ That is what 

meant by what 1 said just now. You are the only man 1 ieel sure is not 
me enemy. 

Jjf° Wn a 8 a ^^°°k e d embarrassed; then he smiled and said: 
f f i. y enou gh, I m not. What we have to consider is any chance 
0 mg out if he really is here beiore he—before he makes himself 

unpleasant/ 

There is one chance of finding out, 1 think,” remarked the Pro- 
essor rather grimly. When we get to Southampton I shall take a car 

l ^ nCC on g the coast; I should be glad if you would come with me, 
ut in t e ordinary sense, of course, our little party will break up. If 

y one o them turns up again in that little churchyard on the Sussex 
Th know who he really is.” 

r I K P r °fc^or s programme was duly carried out, at least to the extent 

th 1C r ^ Car S° m t ^ le ^ orm Father Brown. They coasted along 
o e roa with the sea on one side and the hills of Hampshire and Sussex 

* n t e oc her; nor was there visible to the eye any shadow of pursuit. 

oath e h a ?P roac ^ ec ^ village of Dulham only one man crossed their 
Had * W ° ’ ^ conjl cxion with the matter in hand; a journalist who 
th ^h c ^ e c hurch and been courteously escorted by the vicar 

^roug the new excavated chapel; but his remarks and notes seemed to 

jj t j° r e ,^. r j ar y newspaper sort. But Professor Smaill was perhaps a 
dis C ^ . u \ cou Id not dismiss die sense of something odd and 

att * tuc ^ e appearance of the man, who was tall 

s abby, hook-nosed and hollow-eyed, with moustaches that drooped 
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with depression. He seemed anything but enlivened by his late ex¬ 
periment as a sightseer; indeed, he seemed to be striding as fast as possible 
from the sight, when they stopped him with a question. 

‘It’s all about a curse/’ he said; “a curse on the place, according to the 
guide-book or the parson, or the oldest inhabitant or whoever is the 
authority; and really, it feels jolly like it. Curse or no curse, I’m glad 
to have got out of it.” 

“Do you believe in curses?” asked Smaill curiously. 

“I don’t believe in anything; I’m a journalist,” answered the melan¬ 
choly being—“Boon, of the Daily Wire. But there’s a something creepy 
about that crypt; and I’ll never deny I felt a chill.” And he strode on 
towards the railway station with a further accelerated pace. 

“Looks like a raven or a crow, that fellow,” observed Smaill as they 
turned towards the churchyard. “What is it they say about a bird of 
ill omen?” 


They entered the churchyard slowly, the eyes of the American anti¬ 
quary lingering luxuriantly over the isolated roof of the lych-gate and 
the large unfathomable black growth of the yew looking like night itself 
defying the broad daylight. The path climbed up amid heaving levels of 
turf in which the gravestones were tilted at all angles like stone rafts 
tossed on a green sea, till it came to the ridge beyond which the great 
sea itself ran like an iron bar, with pale lights in it like steel. Almost at 
their feet the tough rank grass turned into a tuft of sea-holly and ended 
in grey and yellow sand; and a foot or two from the holly, and out¬ 
lined darkly against the steely sea, stood a motionless figure. But for 
its dark-grey clothing it might almost have been the statue on some 
sepulchral monument. But Father Brown instantly recognized some¬ 
thing in the elegant stoop of the shoulders and the rather sullen outwar 
thrust of the short beard. 

“Gee!” exclaimed the professor of archaeology; “it’s that man Tarrant, 
if you call him a man. Did you think, when I spoke on the boat, that 

should ever get so quick an answer to my question?”^ , 

“I thought you might get too many answers to it, answered Fa cr 


Brown. , , f 

“Why, how do you mean?” inquired the Professor, darting a looK 

him over his shoulder. , . e 

“I mean,” answered the other mildly, “that I thought I heard V01 

behind the yew-tree. I don’t think Mr. Tarrant is so solitary’as he oo 

I might even venture to say, so solitary as he likes to look. 

Even as Tarrant turned slowly round in his moody manner, t e co 
firmation came. Another voice, high and rather hard, but none e es 
feminine, was saying with experienced raillery: 

“And how was I to know he would be here? . 

It was borne in upon Professor Smaill that this gay observation w 
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not addressed to him; so he was forced to conclude in some bewilder¬ 
ment, that yet a third person was present. As Lady Diana Wales came 
out, radiant and resolute as ever, from the shadow of the yew, he noted 
grimly that she had a living shadow of her own. The lean dapper figure 
of Leonard Smyth, that insinuating man of letters, appeared immedi¬ 
ately behind her own flamboyant form, smiling, his head a little on one 
side like a dog’s. 

Snakes! muttered Smaill; why, they re all here! Or all except 
that little showman with the walrus whiskers.” 

. He heard Father drown laughing softly beside him; and indeed the 
situation was becoming something more than laughable. It seemed to 
e turning topsy-turvy and tumbling about their ears like a panto¬ 
mime trick; for even while the Professor had been speaking, his words 

l ' lL most comical contradiction. The round head with the 
grotesque black crescent of moustache had appeared suddenly and 
seemingly out of a hole in the ground. An instant afterwards they 
Vfyhat the hole was in fact a very large hole, leading to a ladder 
w lc " descended into the bowels of the earth; that it was in fact the 
entrance to the subterranean scene they had come to visit. The little man 
a been the first to fmd the entrance and had already descended a rung 
or two of the ladder before he put his head out again to address his 
f. ow “travellers. He looked like some particularly preposterous Grave- 
!gger in a burlesque of Hamlet. He only said thickly behind his thick 
moustaches, It is down here.” But it came to the rest of the company 

Wltl a start of realization that, though they had sat opposite him at 
me a -times for a week, they had hardly ever heard him speak before; 

an that though he was supposed to be an English lecturer, he spoke 
witi a rather occult foreign accent. 

r | ^ ou t ^ ee > m y dear Professor,” cried Lady Diana with trenchant cheer- 
u ness, your Byzantine mummy was simply too exciting to be missed, 
simp y iad to come along and see it; and I’m sure the gentlemen felt 
just the same. Now you must tell us all about it.” 

o not know all about it,” said the Professor gravely, not to say 
gnm y. I n some respects I don’t even know what it’s all about. It 


certai y seems odd that we should have all met again so soon; but I 

suppose there are no limits to the modern thirst for information. But if 

we are all to visit the place it must be done in a responsible way and, 

^ you will forgive me, under responsible leadership. We must notify 

. oever i s in charge of the excavations; we shall probably at least have 
^ put our names in a book.” 

omething rather like a wrangle followed on this collision between 
impatience of the lady and the suspicions of the archxologist; but 
_ c atter s insistence on the official rights of the Vicar and the local 
vestigation ultimately prevailed; the little man with the moustaches 
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came reluctantly out of his grave again and silently acquiesced in a less 
impetuous descent. Fortunately, the clergyman himself appeared at this 
stage—a grcy-haired, good-looking gentleman with a droop accentuated 
by double eyeglasses; and while rapidly establishing sympathetic relations 
with the Professor as a fellow-antiquarian, he did not seem to regard 
rather motley group ot companions with anything more hostile than 



amusement. 


“I hope you arc none of you superstitious,’* he said pleasantly. “I 
ought to tell you, to start with, that there are supposed to be all sorts of 
bad omens and curses hanging over our devoted heads in this business. 

I have just been deciphering a Latin inscription which was found over the 
entrance to the chapel; and it would seem that there are no less than 
three curses involved; a curse for entering the sealed chamber, a double 
curse for opening the coffin, and a triple and most terrible curse for 
touching the gold relic found inside it. The two first maledictions I 
have already incurred myself,” he added with a smile; “but I fear that 
even you will have to incur the first and mildest of them if you are to 
see anything at all. According to the story, the curses descend in a rather 
lingering fashion, at long intervals and on later occasions. I don’t know 
whether that is any comfort to you.” And the Reverend Mr. Walters 
smiled once more in his drooping and benevolent manner. 

“Story,” repeated Professor Smaill, “why, what story is that? 

“It is rather a long story and varies, like other local legends,” answered 
the Vicar. “But it is undoubtedly contemporary with the time of the 
tomb; and the substance of it is embodied in the inscription and is roughly 
this: Guy de Gisors, a lord of the manor here early in the thirteenth 
century, had set his heart on a beautiful black horse in the possession 
of an envoy from Genoa, which that practical merchant prince would 
not sell except for a huge price. Guy was driven by avarice to the crime 
of pillaging the shrine and, according to one story, even killing the 
bishop, who was then resident there. Anyhow, the bishop uttered a 
curse which was to fall on anybody who should continue to withhol 
the gold cross from its resting-place in his tomb, or should take steps 
to disturb it when it had returned there. The feudal lord raised the money 
for the horse by selling the gold relic to a.goldsmith in the town; but on 
the first day he mounted the horse the animal reared and threw him m 
front of die church porch, breaking his neck. Meanwhile the goldsmi , 
hitherto wealthy and prosperous, was ruined by a series of inexplica e 
accidents, and fell into the power of a Jew money-lender living in * e 
manor. Eventually the unfortunate goldsmith, faced with nothing , Ut 
starvation, hanged himself on an apple-tree. The gold cross, with a1 
other goods, his house, shop, and tools, had long ago passed into 
possession of the money-lender. Meanwhile, the son and heir ot ^ 
: eudal lord, shocked by the judgment on his blasphemous sire, had 
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come a religious devotee in die dark and stern spirit of those times, and 

cohLnvLd it hb duty : persecute all heresy and unbelief among liis 

vassals. Thus the Jew, in his turn, who had been cynically tolerated by 

the father, was rutlilessly burnt by order of the son; so that he, in his turn, 

suffered for die possession of the relic; and after these three judgments, 

it was returned to the bishop s tomb; since when no eve has seen and 
no hand has touched it.” 

Lady Diana Wales seemed to be more impressed than might have 
been expected. 

It really gives one rather a shiver,” she said, “to think that we are 
going to be the first, except the vicar. ” 

The pioneer with the big moustaches and the broken English did not 
es ^ CI j a ^ er ^ k) r his favourite ladder, which indeed had only been 
y some of the workmen conducting the excavation; for the 
c erg} man led them round to a larger and more convenient entrance 
a out a undred yards away, out of which he himself had just emerged 
***!? havestigations underground. Here the descent was by a fairly 
gra u s ope with no difficulties save the increasing darkness; for they 
soon ound themselves moving in single file down a tunnel as black as 
tC j was some little time before they saw a glimmer of light 

^ u° ^ lem ‘ Once during that silent march there was a sound like 
a cate in somebody s breath, it was impossible to say whose; and once 

ere was an oath like a dull explosion, and it was in an unknown 
tongue. r 

They came out in a circular chamber like a basilica in a ring of round 

r° W*. i° r j at c ^ la P e ^ ^ad been built before the first pointed arch of the 
1* l u la<a P* erce< ^ our civilization like a spear. A glimmer ot greenish 
§ t e tween some of die pillars marked die place of the other opening 

wH Vi C W ° r .^ a k° ve > and gave a vague sense of being under the sea, 

f ^T ] WaS hy one or two other incidental and perhaps 

anc u resemblances. For the dog-tooth pattern of die Norman was 

j ^ tracea hle round all the arches, giving them, above the cavernous 
A T j “.wmething ot the look of the mouths ot monstrous sharks. 

sto 111 * \ CCn ^ re ^ le ^ ar h bulk of the tomb itself, with its lifted lid of 
j nil b il1 a hnobt have been die jaws ot some such leviathan. 

an 1 C 1Cr a scnse °1 fitness or from die lack of more modern 

TP a-nces, the clerical antiquary had arranged for the illumination ot the 

tlie^fl 01 ^ ^ ^° Ur candles in big wooden candlesticks standing on 
r • °? r * these only one was alight when they entered, casting a 

asse* 0Ver ^ architectural forms. When they had all 

A Cm e d, the clergyman proceeded to light die three others, and 

PP ear ance and contents ot the great sarcophagus came more clearly 

Wo view. 6 r b 7 

,\ ] | 

e ^ cs v ‘ cnt ^ irs t to the face ot the dead, preserved across all those 
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own island, 
wonder; for, 
otherwise like 


ages in die lines oflife by some secret Eastern process, it was said, inherited 
from heathen antiquity and unknown to die simple graveyards of our 

The Professor could hardly repress an exclamation of 
though die face was as pale as a mask of wax, it looked 
a sleeping man who had but that moment closed his 
eyes. The face was of die ascetic, perhaps even the fanatical type, with a 
high framework of bones; the figure was clad in a golden cope and gor¬ 
geous vestments, and high up on the breast, at the base of the throat, 
glittered the famous gold cross upon a short gold chain, or rather neck¬ 
lace. The stone coffin had been opened by lifting the lid of it at the head 
and propping it aloft upon two strong wooden shafts or poles, hitched 
above under the edge of the upper slab and wedged below into the 
corners of the coffin behind the head of the corpse. Less could therefore 
be seen of the feet or the lower part of the figure, but the candle-light 
shone full on die face; and in contrast with its tones of dead ivory the 
cross of gold seemed to stir and sparkle like a fire. 

Professor SmailPs big forehead had carried a big furrow of reflection, 
or possibly of worry, ever since the clergyman had told the story of the 
curse. But feminine intuition, not untouched by feminine hysteria, 
understood the meaning of his brooding immobility better than did the 
.men around him. In the silence of that candle-lit cavern Lady Diana 
cried out suddenly: 

“Don't touch it, I tell you!” 

But the man had already made one of his swift leonine movements, 
leaning forward over die body. The next instant they all darted, some 
forward and some backward, but all with a dreadful ducking motion 
as if the sky were falling. 

As the Professor laid a finger on the gold cross, the wooden props, 
that bent very slightly in supporting the lifted lid of stone, seemed to 
jump and straighten themselves with a jerk. The lip of the stone sla 
slipped from its wooden perch; and in all their souls and stomachs came 
a sickening sense of down-rushing ruin, as if they had all been rlung 
off a precipice. Smaill had withdrawn his head swiftly, but not in time, 
and he lay senseless beside the coffin, in a red puddle of blood from sc p 
or skull. And the old stone coffin was once more closed as it had een 
for centuries; save that one or two sticks or splinters stuck in the crevice, 
horribly suggestive of bones crunched by an ogre. The leviathan a 

snapped its jaws of stone. . 

Lady Diana was looking at the wreck with eyes that had an e ecm 

glare as of lunacy; her red hair looked scarlet against the paU°j' 0 e 
face in the greenish twilight Smyth was looking at her, still with some 
thing dog-like in the turn of his head; but it was the expression of a 
who looks at a master whose catastrophe he can only partly un 
stand. Tarrant and the foreigner had stiffened in their usua su en 
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attitudes, but their faces had turned the colour of clay. The Vicar seemed 

t0 ' tainted. Father Brown was kneeling beside the fallen figure, 
trying to test its condition. 

Rather to the general surprise, the Byronic lounger, Paul Tarrant, 
came forward to help him. 

He d better be carried up into the air, he said. “I suppose there’s 
just a chance for him/* 

bn r dead, said Father Brown in a low voice, “but I think it’s 
pretty bad; you arent a doctor by any chance?” 

No; but I ve had to pick up a good many things in my time,” said 

e other. But never mind about me just now. My real profession 
would probably surprise you.” 

I don t think so, replied Father Brown, with a slight smile. “I 
ought of it about halfway through die voyage. You are a detective 
S'laeuyving somebody. Well, the cross is safe from thieves now, any- 

While they were speaking "arrant had lifted the frail fig ure of the 
en man with easy strength and dexterity, and was carefully carrying 
m towards the exit. He answered over his shoulder: “Yes, the cross is 

safe enough.” 

) 0L1 meau that nobody else is,” replied Brown. “Are you 
of the curse, too?” 7 

Father Brown went about for the next hour or two under a burden of 
rowning perplexity that was something beyond the shock of the tragic 
aceic cm. He assisted in carrying the victim to the little inn opposite the 
o urc , interviewed the doctor, who reported the injury as serious and 
reatemng, though not certainly fatal, and carried the news to the 
Ap k 10u P °1 travellers who had gathered round the table in the inn 
par our. But wherever he went the cloud of mystification rested on him 
n seemed to grow darker the more deeply he pondered. For the central 
^ystery was growing more and more mysterious, actually in proportion 
many ° the minor mysteries began to clear themselves up in his mind. 
XaCt m P ro P°rtion as the meaning of individual figures in that motley 
an^^ e ^ n t0 ex P^ n the thing that had happened grew more 

Lad ex plain. Leonard Smyth had come merely because 

ch A corne ‘» ^d Lady Diana had come merely because she 

g f 1C V wcre engaged in one of those floating Society flirtations 

tiris more Sl ^y ^ or ^ e i n g semi-intellectual. But the lady’s roman- 

the 1 su P ers ^ t i° us s ide to it; and she was pretty well prostrated by 
aj n C en A°Pher adventure. Paul Tarrant was a private detective, 

shado Wat f^ n S the flirtation, for some wife or husband; possibly 
owing the foreign lecturer with the moustaches, who had much 

stf* r? m1 undesirable alien. But if he or anybody else had intended to 
a t e relic, the intention had been finally frustrated. And to all 
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mortal appearance, what had Frustrated it was either an incredible 
coincidence or the intervention of the ancient curse. 

As he stood in unusual perplexity in the middle of the village street, 

between the inn and the church, he felt a mild shock of surprise at seeing 

a recently familiar but rather unexpected figure advancing up the street. 

Mr. Boon, the journalist, looking very haggard in the sunshine, which 

showed up his shabby raiment like that of a scarecrow, had his dark and 

deep-set eyes (rather close together on either side of the long drooping 

nose) fixed on the priest. The latter looked twice before he realized that 

the heavy dark moustache hid something like a grin or at least a grim 
smile. 

I thought you were going away,” said Father Brown a little sharply. 
“I thought you left by that train two hours ago.” 

‘‘Well, you see I didn’t,” said Boon. 

^ Why have you come back?” asked the priest almost sternly. 

This is not the sort of little rural paradise for a journalist to leave in 
a hurry, replied the other. “Things happen too fast here to make it 
worth while to go back to a dull place like London. Besides, they can’t 
keep me out of the affair—I mean this second affair. It was I that found 
the body, or at any rate the clothes. Quite suspicious conduct on my 
part, wasn t it? Perhaps you think I wanted to dress up in his clothes. 
Shouldn’t I make a lovely parson?” 

And the lean and long-nosed mountebank suddenly made an extra¬ 
vagant gesture in the middle of the market-place, stretching out his 
arms and speading out his dark-gloved hands in a sort of burlesque 
benediction and saving: “Oh, my dear brethren and sisters, for I would 
embrace you all. ...” • 

“What on earth are you talking about?” cried Father Brown, and 
rapped the stones slightly with his stumpy umbrella, for he was a little 
less patient than usual. 

“Oh, you’ll find out all about it if you ask diat picnic party of yours 
at the inn,” replied Boon scornfully. “That man Tarrant seems to 
suspect me merely because I found the clothes; though he only came up 
a minute too late to find them himself. But there are all sorts of mysteries 
in this business. The little man with the big moustaches may have more 
in him than meets the eye. For that matter I don’t see why you shouldn t 
have killed the poor fellow yourself.” 

Father Brown did not seem in the least annoyed at the suggestion, 
but he seemed exceedingly bothered and bewildered by the remark. 

“Do you mean,” he asked with sim 
to kill Professor Smaill?” 

Not at all,” said the other, waving his hand with the air of one 
making a handsome concession. “Plenty of dead people for you to 
choose among. Not limited to Professor Smaill. Why, didn’t you 
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t see why 


up, a 










have done him in, in a quiet 
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I m going back to the inn,” said the priest quietly; “you say the 
people there know what you mean, and perhaps they may be able to say 


it. 












his private perplexities sunerea a 
dispersal at the news of a new calamity. The moment he entered the little 
parlour where the rest of the company were collected, something in their 
I E faces told him they were shaken by something yet more recent 
than the accident at the tomb. .Even as he entered, Leonard Smyth was 

Where is all this going to end?” 

never end, I tell you,” repeated Lady Diana, gazing into vacancy 
glassy eyes; “it will never end till we all end. One after another 
urse will take us; perhaps slowly, as the poor vicar said; but it will 
us all as it has taken him.” 

What in the world has happened now?” asked Father Brown. 

There was a silence, and then Tarrant said in a voice that sounded a 
little hollow; 

Mr, Walters, the Vicar, has committed suicide. I suppose it was the 
shock unhinged him. But I fear there can be no doubt about it. We’ve 
Just found his black hat and clothes on a rock jutting out from the shore. 
He seems to have jumped into the sea. I thought he looked as if it had 
knocked him half-witted, and perhaps we ought to have looked after 
him; but there was so much to look after.” 

You could have done nothing,” said the lady. “Don’t you see the 
thing is dealing doom in a sort of dreadful order? The Professor touched 
the cross, and he went first; the Vicar had opened the tomb, and he 
went second; we only entered the chapel, and we-” 

Hold on, said Father Brown, in a sharp voice he very seldom 
used; “this has got to stop.” 

He still wore a heavy though unconscious frown, but in his eyes was 

no longer the cloud of mystification, but a light of almost terrible under¬ 
standing. 

^ lat a * am '” he muttered. “1 ought to have seen it long ago. 
The tale of the curse ought to have told me.” 

Do you mean to say,” demanded Tarrant, “that we can really 

e now by something that happened in the thirteenth 

century? 

Father Brown shook his head and answered with quiet emphasis: 

i won t discuss whether we can be killed by something tiat hap¬ 
pened in die thirteenth century; but I’m jolly certain that we can’t be 


402 


THE FATHER BROWN STORIES 

killed by something that never happened in the thirteenth century, 
something that never happened at all.” 

“Well/' said Tarrant, “it’s refreshing to find a priest so sceptical of 
the supernatural as all that.” 

Not at all, replied the priest calmly; “it’s not the supernatural part 
I doubt. It s the natural part. I ni exactly in the position of the man who 
said, 'I can believe the impossible, but not the improbable/ ” 

^ That s what you call a paradox, isn’t it?” asked the other. 

It s what I call common sense, properly understood,” replied Father 
Brown. It really is more natural to believe a preternatural story, that 
deals with things we don t understand, than a natural story that con¬ 
tradicts things we do understand. Tell me that the great Mr. Gladstone, 
in his last hours, was haunted by the ghost of Parnell, and I will be 
agnostic about it. But tell me that Mr. Gladstone, when first presented 
to Queen Victoria, wore his hat in her drawing-room and slapped her on 
the back and offered her a cigar, and I am not agnostic at all. That is not 
impossible; it s only incredible. But I’m much more certain it didn’t 
happen than that Parnell’s ghost didn’t appear; because it violates the 
laws of the world I do understand. So it is with that tale of the curse. 

It isn’t the legend that I disbelieve—it’s the history.” 

Lady Diana had recovered a little from her trance of Cassandra, and 
her perennial curiosity about new things began to peer once more out 
of her bright and prominent eyes. 

“What a curious man you are!” she said. “Why should you dis¬ 
believe the history?” 

“I disbelieve the history because it isn’t history,” answered Father 
Brown. “To anybody who happens to know a little about the Middle 
Ages, the whole story was about as probable as Gladstone offering 
Queen Victoria a cigar. But does anybody know anything about the 
Middle Ages? Do you know what a Guild was? Have you ever heard of 
salvo managio suo ? Do you know what sort of people were Servi 
Regis?” 

“No, of course I don’t,” said the lady, rather crossly. “What a lot of 
Latin words!” 

“No, of course,” said Father Brown. “If it had been Tutankhamen 
and a set of dried-up Africans preserved, Heaven knows why, at the 
other end of the world; if it had been Babylonia or China; if it had been 
some race as remote and mysterious as the Man in the Moon, your 
newspapers would have told you all about it, down to the last discovery 
of a tooth-brush or a collar-stud. But the men who built your own 
parish churches, and gave the names to your own towns and trades, 
and the very roads you walk on—it has never occurred to you to know 
anything about them. I don’t claim to know a lot myself; but I know 
enough to see that story is stuff and nonsense from beginning to end. 
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It was illegal for a money-lender to distrain on a man’s shop and tools. 
—dingly unlikely that the Guild would not have saved a man 
. utter ruin, especially if he were ruined by a je w. Those people 
had vices and tragedies of their own; they sometimes tortured and 
people. But that idea of a man, without God or hope in the 
world, crawling away to die because nobody cared whether he lived— 
at isn t a mediaeval idea. 7 hat s a product of our economic science and 
progress. The jew wouldn’t have been a vassal of the feudal lord. The 
Jews normally had a special position as servants of the King. Above 
the Jew couldn t possibly have been burned for his religion.’* 

The paradoxes are multiplying, observed Tarrant; "but surely you 
won t deny that Jews were persecuted in the Middle Ages?” 

^ ' A u!j f 1 nearer the truth, said Father Brown, "to say they 
were the only people who weren’t persecuted in the Middle Ages. If 
you want to satirize medievalism, you could make a good case by saying 
t ut some poor Christian might be burned alive ior making a mistake 
a ou| the Homoousion, while a rich Jew might walk down the street 
openly sneering at Christ and the Mother of God. Well, that’s what 
the story is like, it was never a story of the Middle Ages; it was never 
even a legend about the Middle Ages. It was made up by somebody 
whose notions came from novels and newspapers, and probably made 
U P on die spur of the moment.*’ 

The others seemed a little dazed by the liistorical digression, and 
seemed to wonder vaguely why the priest emphasized it and made it so 
important a part oi the puzzle. But Tarrant, whose trade it was to pick 
ie practical detail out of many tangles of digression, had suddenly be- 
come alert. His bearded chin was thrust forward farther than ever, but 

«. su „ e y es were wide awake. 

sa ^i "made up on the spur of the moment!” 

4< l * s an exaggeration,” admitted Father Brown calmly. 

_ should rather say made up more casually and carelessly than the rest 
? uncommonly careful plot. But the plotter did not think the 
e 5 a ■ s of mediaeval history would matter much to anybody. And his 
ca culation in a general way was pretty nearly right, like most of his other 

calculations.’" 

Whose calculations? Who was right?” demanded the lady with a 
sudden passion of impatience. "Who is this person you are talking about? 
aven t we gone through enough, without your making our flesh creep 

with your he*s and him’s?” F 

a p l diking about the murderer,” said Father Brown. 

What murderer?” she asked sharply. "Do you mean that the poor 

Professor^ was murdered?” 

Well, said the staring Tarrant gruffly into his beard, "we can’t 
say murdered, for we don’t know he’s killed ” 
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‘‘The murderer killed somebody else, who was not Professor Smaill,” 
said die pncsc gravely. 

Vvliy, whom else could he kill? ’ asked the other. 

“He killed the Reverend John Walters, the Vicar of Dulham,” replied 

Father Brown with precision. “He only wanted to kill those two, because 

they both had got hold of relics of one rare pattern. The murderer was 
a sort of monomaniac on the point.” 

“It all sounds very strange," muttered Tarrant. “Of course we can’t 
swear that the Vicar s really dead either. We haven’t seen his body.” 

“Oh yes, you have/’ said Father Brown. 

There was a silence as sudden as the stroke of a gong; a silence in which 
that sub-conscious guesswork that was so active and accurate in the 
woman moved her almost to a shriek. 

That is exaedy what you have seen, went on the priest. “You have 
seen his body. You haven t seen him—the real living man; but you have 
seen his body all right. You have stared at it hard by the light of four 
great candles; and it was not tossing suicidally in the sea but lying in 
state like a Prince of the Church in a shrine built before the Crusade.” 

In plain w r ords, said Tarrant, “you actually ask us to believe that the 
embalmed body was really the corpse of a murdered man.” 

Father Brown was silent for a moment; dien he said almost with an 
air of irrelevance: 

The first thing I noticed about it was the cross; or rather the string 
suspending the cross. Naturally, for most of you, it was only a string of 
beads and nothing else in particular; but, naturally also, it was rather 
more in my line than yours. You remember it lay close up to the chin, 
with only a few beads showing, as if the whole necklet were quite short. 
But the beads that showed were arranged in a special way, first one and 
then three, and so on; in fact, I knew at a glance that it was a rosary, an 
ordinary rosary with a cross at the end of it. But a rosary has at least 
five decades and additional beads as well; and 1 naturally wondered where 
all the rest of it was. It would go much more than once round the old 
man’s neck. I couldn’t understand it at the time; and it was only after¬ 
wards I guessed where the extra length had gone to. It was coiled round 
and round the foot of the wooden prop that was fixed in the comer of 
the coffin, holding up the lid. So that when poor Smaill merely plucked 
at the cross it jerked the prop out of its place and the lid fell on his skull 
like a club of stone.” 


By George!” said Tarrant; “I’m beginning to think there’s something 
in what you say. This is a queer story if it’s true.” 

When I realized that,” went on Father Brown, “I could manage 
more or less to guess die rest. Remember, first of all, that there never 


was any responsible archaeological authority for anything more than 
investigation. Poor old Walters was an honest antiquary, who was 
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engaged in opening the comb to find out if there was any truth in the 
legend about embalmed bodies. The rest was all rumour, of the son that 
often anticipates or exaggerates such finds. As a fact, he found the body 

, ll0t bee “ em b a lmed, but had fallen into dust long ago. Only while 

he was working there by the light of his lonely candle in that sunken 

C ,Pt’ , e eamile-light threw another shadow that was not his own ” 

Ah. cned Lady Diana with a catch in her breath; “and I know 

What you mean now. You mean to tell us we have met the murderer, 

talked and joked with the murderer, let him tell us a romantic tale, and 
let him depart untouched.’’ 

Leaving his clerical disguise on a rock,” assented Brown. “It is all 
dreadfully simple Tins man got ahead of the Professor in the race to the 
c urchyard and chapel, possibly while the Professor was talking to that 
ugu nous journalist. He came on the old clergyman beside the empty 
coffin and killed him. Then he dressed himself in the black clothes from 
cni pse, wrapped it in an old cope which had been among the real 
Lnds of t he exploration, and put it in the coffin, arranging the rosary 
and the wooden support as I have described. Then, having thus set the 
trap tor ms second enemy, he went up into the daylight and greeted us 
™ t e most amiable politeness of a country clergyman/* 

Waltesby righf ’" enble riSk ” ° bjeCted Tarrant - “ of somebody knowing 
I admit he was half-mad,” agreed Father Brown; “and I think you 

“I’M j ■[ t lC risk was worth takin S- for he has g ot off - after all.” 

1 11 admit he was very lucky,” growled Tarrant. “And who the 
devil was he? 

“As you say, he was very lucky,” answered Father Brown, “and not 
in that respect. For that is the one thing we may never know.” 
e frowned at the table for a moment and then went on: “This 
e ow as been hovering round and threatening for years, but the one 

l 8 . e ^ ^ arc f^ °f was t0 keep the secret of who he was; and he has 
p it sti But if poor Smaill recovers, as 1 think he will, it is pretty 

Sat ,® jo say that you will hear more of it.” 

Diana Wkat Professor Smaill do, do you think?” asked Lady 

I should think the first thing he would do,” said Tarrant, “would 
e to put the detectives on like dogs after this murdering devil. I should 

“ w !i a .y e a 80 at ^ myself-* ' 

Well, said Father Brown, smiling suddenly after his long fit of 
^wnrng perplexity, “I think I know the very first thing he ought to 

“And what is that?” asked Lady Diana with graceful eagerness. 

He ought to apologize to all of you,” said Father Brown, 
was not upon tins point, however, that Father Brown found him- 
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sc 4 talking to Professor Smaill as he sat by the bedside during the slow 
convalescence of that eminent archaeologist. Nor, indeed, was it chiefly 

^ ^ f f , L u ]1 *° did the talking; for though the Professor was limited 

to small doses of the stimulant of conversation, he concentrated most of 
it^upon these interviews with his clerical friend* Father Brown had a 
tdicnt for being silent in an encouraging way and Smaill was encouraged 
by it to talk about many strange things not always easy to talk about; 
such as the morbid phases of recovery and the monstrous dreams that 
eit c accompany delirium. It is often rather an unbalancing business to 
recover slowly from a bad knock on the head; and when the head is as 
interesting a head as that of Professor Smaill even its disturbances and 
distortions arc apt to be original and curious. His dreams were like bold 
and big designs rather out of drawing, as they can be seen in the strong 
but stiff archaic arts that he had studied; they were full of strange saints 
with square and triangular haloes, of golden out-standing crowns and 
glories round dark and flattened faces, of eagles out of the east and the 
high head-dresses of bearded men with their hair bound like women. 
Only, as he told his friend, there was one much simpler and less entangled 
type, that continually recurred to his imaginative memory. Again and 
again all these Byzantine patterns would fade away like the fading gold 
on which they were traced as upon fire; and nothing remained but the 
dark bare wall of rock on which the shining shape of the fish was traced 
as with a finger dipped in the phosphorescence of fishes. For that was the 
sign which he once looked up and saw, in the moment when he first 
heard round the comer of the dark passage the voice of his enemy 
“And at last/’ he said, “I think I have seen a meaning in the picture and 
the voice; and one that I never understood before. Why should I worry 
because one madman among a million of sane men, leagued in a great 
society against him, chooses to brag of persecuting me or pursuing me 
to death? The man who drew in the dark catacomb the secret symbol 
of Christ was persecuted in a very different fashion. He was the solitary 
madman; the whole sane society was leagued together not to save but 
to slay him. I have sometimes fussed and fidgeted and wondered whether 
this or that man was my persecutor; whether it was Tarrant; whether it 
was Leonard Smyth; whether it was any one of them. Suppose it had 
been all of them? Suppose it had been all the men on the boat and the 
men on the train and the men in the village. Suppose, so far as I was 
concerned, they were all murderers. I thought I had a right to be alarmed 
because I was creeping through the bowels of the earth in the dark and 
there was a man who would destroy me. What would it have been like, 
if the destroyer had been up in the daylight and had owned all the earth 
and commanded all the armies and the crowds? How if he had been 
able to stop all the earths or smoke me out of my hole, or kill me the 
moment I put my nose out in the daylight? What was it like to deal with 
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murder on that scale? The world has orgotten these things, as until a 
little while ago it had forgotten war.” 

“Yes,” said Father Brown, “but the war came. The fish may be 

diwen underground again, but it will come up into the daylight once 

more. As St. Antony of Padua humorously remarked, ‘it is only fishes 
who survive the Deluge.’ ” 


THE DAGGER WITH WINGS 

Father Brown, at one period of his life, found it difficult to hang his 
hat on a hat-peg without repressing a slight shudder. The origin of this 
idiosyncrasy was indeed a mere detail in much more complicated events- 
but it was perhaps the only detail that remained to him in his busy life 
to remind him of the whole business. Its remote origin was to be found 
in the facts which led Dr. Boyne, the medical officer attached to the 

E) 51CC b° rCe ' SCn< ^ ^ 0r P r ' es *- on a particular frosty morning in 

1 ^as a big dark Irishman, one of those rather baffling 

irishmen to be found all over the world, who will talk scientific scep- 
lcism, materialism and cynicism at length and at large, but who never 
0 re erring anything touching the ritual of religion to anything 
except t e traditional religion of their native land. It would be hard to 
say w ether their creed is a very superficial varnish or a very fundamental 
u stratum ut most probably it is both, with a mass of materialism in 

- Cei ? Afyhow, when he thought that matters of that sort might 

invo ve , e asked Father Brown to call, though he made no pretence 
of preference for that aspect of them. 

1 not _ sure 1 want you, you know,” was his greeting. “I’m not sure 

u anyt ng yet. I m hanged if I can make out whether it’s a case for 
petor, or a policeman, or a priest.” 

e , said Father Brown with a smile, “as I suppose you’re both a 
policeman and a doctor, I seem to be rather in a ndLity 1 .” 

.1 > a mit If® 11 re w h at politicians call an instructed minority,” replied 
octor. I mean, I know you ve had to do a little in our line as well 

v J r 7 0Wn ‘ ^ Ut !t s P rec > ous hard to say whether this business is in 
ine or ours, or merely in the line of the Commissioners in Lunacy. 

house^L u-n a *V“ Sag r e from a man livin s near here, in that white 
n tne hiU, asking for protection against a murderous persecution. 
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We \e gone into the facts as far as we could, and perhaps I’d better tell 
^ou tne story, as it is supposed to have happened, from the beginning. 

it sc cms th.it a. man named Aylmer, who was a wealthy landowner 
m the West Country, married rather late in life and had three sons, Philip, 
Stephen and Arnold. But in his bachelor days, when he thought he 
would have no heir, he had adopted a boy whom he thought very 
brilliant and promising, who went by the name of John Strake. His 
origin seems to be vague; they say he was a foundling; some say he was 
a gipsy. I think the last notion is mixed up with the fact that Aylmer in 
his old age dabbled in all sorts of dingy occultism, including palmistry 
and astrology, and his diree sons say that Strake encouraged him in 
it. But they said a great many other things besides that. They said 
Strake was an amazing scoundrel, and especially an amazing liar; a 
genius in inventing lies on the spur of the moment, and telling them so 
as to deceive a detective. But that might very well be a natural prejudice, 
in the light of what happened. Perhaps you can more or less imagine 
what happened. The old man left practically everything to the adopted 
son; and when he died the three real sons disputed the will. They said 
their father had been frightened into surrender and, not to put too fine 
a point on it, into gibbering idiocy. They said Strake had the strangest 
and most cunning ways of getting at him, in spite of the nurses and the 
family, and terrorizing him on his death-bed. Anyhow, they seemed to 
have proved something about the dead man’s mental condition, for the 
courts set aside the will and the sons inherited. Strake is said to have 
broken out in the most dreadful fashion, and sworn he would kill all 
three of them, one after another, and that nothing could hide them from 
his vengeance. It is the third or last of the brothers, Arnold Aylmer, 
who is asking for police protection.” 

“Third and last,” said the priest, looking at him gravely. 

'Yes,” said Boyne. “The other two are dead.” 

There was a silence before he continued. “That is where the doubt 
comes in. There is no proof they were murdered, but they might possibly 
have been. The eldest, who took up his position as squire, was supposed 
to have committed suicide in his garden. The second, who went into 
trade as a manufacturer, was knocked on the head by the machinery in 
his factory; he might very well have taken a false step and fallen. But if 
Strake did kill them, he is certainly very cunning in his way of getting 
to work and getting away. On the other hand, it’s more than likely 
that the whole thing is a mama of conspiracy founded on a coincidence. 
Look here, what I want is this. 1 want somebody of sense, who isn t an 
official, to go up and have a talk to this Mr. Arnold Aylmer, and form an 
impression of him. You know what a man with a delusion is likej and 
how a man looks when he is telling the truth I want you to be the advance 
guard, before wc take the matter up.” 
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It seems rather odd, said Father Brown, that you haven’t had to 
take it up before. If there is anything in this business, it seems to have 
been going on tor a good tune. Is there any particular reason why he 
should send for you just now, any more than any other time?” 

That ^ had occurred to me, as you may imagine,” answered Dr. 
Boyne. He does give a reason, but 1 confess it is one ot the things that 
make me wonder whether the whole thing isn’t only the whim of some 
half-witted crank. He declares that all his servants have suddenly 
gone on strike and left him, so that he is obliged to call on the police 

^°°k a ^ er house. And on making inquiries, I certainly do find 
that there has been a general exodus of servants from that house on the 
hill; and ot course the town is full of tales, very one-sided tales I dare 
say. Their account of it seems to be that their employer had become 
quite impossible in Ins fidgets and fears and exactions; that he wanted 
them to guard the house like sentries, or sit up like night nurses in a hos¬ 
pital, that they could never be left alone because he must never be left 
alone. So they all announced in a loud voice that he was a lunatic, and 
eft. Of course that does not prove he :s a lunatic; but it seems rather rum 

nowadays for a man to expect his valet or his parlourmaid to act as an 
armed guard.” 


And so, said the priest with a smile, “he wants a policeman to act as 

li^pailour-maid because his parlour-maid won’t act as a policeman.” 

I thought that rather thick, too,” agreed the doctor; “but I can’t 

take the responsibility of a flat refusal till I’ve tried a compromise. You 
are the compromise.” 

Very well, said Father Brown simply. “I’ll go and call on him now 
if you like.” 


he rolling country round the little town was sealed and bound with 
rost, and the sky was as clear and cold as steel, except in the north-east, 
where clouds with lurid haloes were beginning to climb up the sky. 
a g a inst these darker and more sinister colours that the house on the 
gleamed with a row of pale pillars, forming a short colonnade of the 
assical sort. A winding road led up to it across the curve of the down, 
ah plunged into a mass ot dark bushes. Just before it reached the bushes 
. e f lr secm ed to grow colder and colder, as it he were approaching an 
ice- ouse or the North Pole. But he was a liighly practical person, 
never entertaining such fancies except as fancies. And he merel y cocked 

cheerf \\ ^ C ^ 0U( ^ craw ^ n S U P over the house, and remarked 

“It’s going to snow.” 

T rough a low ornamental iron gateway ol the Italianate pattern he 
entere a garden having something of that desolation which only be- 
°ngs to the disorder of orderly things. Deep-green growths-were grey 
Wl the faint powder of the frost, large weeds had fringed the fading 
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pattern of the flower-beds as if in a ragged frame; and the house stood as 
if waist-high in a stunted forest of shrubs and bushes. The vegetation 
consisted largely of evergreens or very hardy plants; and though it was 
thus thick and heavy, it was too northern to be called luxuriant. It might 
be described as an Arctic jungle. So it was in some sense with the house 
itself, which had a row of columns and a classical facade, which might 
have looked out on the Mediterranean; but which seemed now to be 
withering in the wind of the North Sea. Classical ornament here and 
there accentuated the contrast; caryatides and carved masks of comedy or 
tragedy looked down from corners of the building upon the grey con¬ 
fusion of the garden patlis; but the faces seemed to be frost-bitten. The 
very volutes of the capitals might have curled up with the cold. 

Father Brown went up the grassy steps to a square porch flanked by 
big pillars and knocked at the door. About four minutes afterwards he 
knocked again. Then he stood still patiently waiting with his back 
to the door and looked out on the slowly darkening landscape. It was 
darkening under the shadow of that one great continent of cloud that had 
come flving out of the north; and even as he looked out beyond the 
pill ars of the porch, which seemed huge and black above him in the 
twilight, he saw the opalescent crawling rim of the great cloud as it 
sailed over the roof and bowed over the porch like a canopy. The 
grey canopy with its faintly coloured fringes seemed to sink lower and 
ower upon the garden beyond, until what had recently been a clear and 
pale-hucd winter sky was left in a few silver ribbons and rags like a sickly 
sunset. Father Brown waited, and there was no sound within. 

Then he betook himself briskly down the steps and round the house to 
look for another entrance. He eventually found one, a side door in the 
flat wall, and on this also he hammered and outside this also he waited. 
Then he tried the handle and found the door apparently bolted or fastened 
in some fashion; and then he moved along that side of the house, musing 
on the possibilities of the position, and wondering whether the eccentric 
Mr. Aylmer had barricaded himself too deep in the house to hear any 
kind of summons; or whether perhaps he would barricade himself all the 
more, on the assumption that any summons must be the challenge of the 
avenging Strake. It might be that the decamping servants had only 
unlocked one door when they left in the morning, and that their master 
had locked that; but whatever he might have done it was unlikely that 
they, in the mood of that moment, had looked so carefully to the de¬ 
fences. He continued his prowl round die place; it was not really a ar S*j 
place, though perhaps a little pretentious; and in a few moments he foun 
he had made the complete curcuit. A moment after he found what he 
suspected and sought. The french window of one room, curtained an 
shadowed with creeper, stood open by a crack, doubtless accident y 
left ajar, and he found himself in a central room, comfortably uphol- 
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stered in a rather old-fas: honed way, with a staircase leading up from it 
on one side and a door leading out of it on the other. Immediately oppo- 
site him was another door with red glass let into it, a little gaudily for 
ter tastes; something that looked like a red-robed figure in cheap stained 
glass. On a round table to the right stood a sort of aquarium—a great 
bowl full of greenish water, in which fishes and similar things moved 
2 out as in a tank; and just opposite it a plant of the palm variety with 

^ reen ^ eaves - All this looked so very dusty and Early Victorian 
that the telephone, visible in the curtained alcove, was almost a surprise. 

r ho is that? a voice called out sharply and rather suspiciously 
trom behind the stained-glass door. 

T^ 01 ^ 1 see Mr. Aylmer?” asked the priest apologetically. 

e oor opened and a gentleman in a peacock-green dressing-gown 
came out with an inquiring look. His hair was rather rough and untidy, 

' !t k l ' K ' : ' m,! -' e d or lived in a state of slowly getting up, but his 
eyes were not only awake but alert, and some would have said alarmed. 

J 0 w J 1 knew that the contradiction was likely enough in a man 

w o had rather run to seed under the shadow either of a delusion or a 

C% er ' k a d a ime aquiline face when seen in profile, but when seen 

U ^ • ? “ rst ' m P ress > on was of the untidiness and even the wilder¬ 
ness of his loose brown beard. 

I am Mr. Aylmer, he said, “but I have got out of the way of ex¬ 
pecting visitors.” & 7 

Something about Mr. Aylmer’s unrestful eye prompted the priest to 
go straig it to the point. If the man’s persecution was only a monomania 
he would be the less likely to resent it. 

I was wondering, said Father Brown softly, “whether it is quite 
true that you never expect visitors.” 

You are right,” replied his host steadily. “I always expect one 

visitor. And he may be the last.” ' 

A,► iT n0t ,’ sau * Fat her Brown, “but at least I am relieved to infer 
that I do not look very like him.” 

do not^b mer, ^ 10 °k vvith a sort of savage laugh. “You certainly 

Mr. Aylmer, said Father Brown frankly, “I apologize for the liberty, 

to S0I ^r “^ en °F mine have told me about your trouble, and asked me 

c . 1 c °nld do anything for you. The truth is, I have some little 
experience in affairs like this.” 

, There are no affairs like this,” said Aylmer. 

tm r 0u me an» observed Father Brown, “that the tragedies in your 
ortunate family were not normal deaths?” 

“'pi mcan ^ey were not even normal murders,” answered the other, 
is fro ir- 0 ' S h oun d ln g us all to death is a hell-hound, and his power 
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‘ AH evil has one origin,” said the priest gravely. “But how do you 

know they were not normal murders?” 

/ 

Aylmer answered with a gesture which offered his guest a chair; then 
he seated himself slowly in another, frowning, with Ids hands on his 
knees; but when he looked up his expression had grown milder and 
more thoughtful, and his voice was quite cordial and composed* 

“Sir,” he said, “1 don’t want you to imagine that I’m in the least an 
unreasonable person. 1 have come to these conclusions by reason, be¬ 
cause unfortunately reason really leads there. I have read a great deal on 
these subjects; for I was the only one who inherited my father’s scholar¬ 
ship in somewhat obscure matters, and I have since inherited his library. 
But what I tell you does not rest on what I have read but on what I 
have seen.” 

Father Brown nodded, and the other proceeded, as if picking his 
words: 

“In my elder brother’s case I was not certain at first. There were no 
marks or footprints where he was found shot, and the pistol was left 
beside him. But he had just received a threatening letter, certainly from 
our enemy, for it was marked with a sign like a winged dagger, which 
was one of his infernal cabalistic tricks. And a servant said she haa 
seen something moving along the garden wall in the twilight that was 
much too large to be a cat. I leave it there; all I can say is that if the mur¬ 
derer came, he managed to leave no traces of his coming. But when my 
brother Stephen died it was different; and since then I have known. A 
machine was working in an open scaffolding under the factory tower; 

I scaled the platform a moment after he had fallen under the iron hammer 
that struck him; I did not see anything else strike him, but I saw what I 
saw. 

“A great drift of factory smoke was rolling between me and the factory 
tower; but through a rift of it I saw on die top of it a dark human figure 
WTapped in what looked like a black cloak. Then the sulphurous smoke 
drove between us again; and when it cleared I looked up at the distant 
chimney—there was nobody there. I am a rational man, and I ^ 
ask all rational men how he had reached that dizzy unapproachable 

turret, and how he left it.” 

He stared across at the priest with a sphinx-like challenge; then after a 

silence he said abruptly: , 

“My brother’s brains were knocked out, but his body was not muc 
damaged. And in his pocket we found one of those warning messages 

dated the day before and stamped with the flying dagger. 

“I am sure,” he went on gravely, “that the symbol of the winge 
dagger is not merely arbitrary or accidental. Nothing about that abornm 
able man is accidental. He is all design; though u is indeed a most ar 
and intricate design. His mind is woven not only out of elaborate schemes 
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^rj, Ut ° fa11 Sorts ofsecret languages and signs, and dumb signals and 

" "f plCtu , res wluch are , the names ot nameless things. I le is die worst 
of man that the world knows: he is the wicked mystic. Now, I 

on t preten to penetrate all that is conveyed by this symbol- but it 

seems surely that it must have a relation to all that was most remark- 

linf ’° ^credible in his movements as he had hovered round mv 

unate family. Is there no connexion between the idea of a winded 

llwn°^ f i nd m , yS ! ery by which Philip was struck dead on his own 
av n vv |th ° ut th hgl ltest touch of any footprint having disturbed the 

Hvim* lilXf u th f rC 110 con , nexion . between the plumed poignard 

of the ton I' eath f red arr °Y i nd that f ' SUrC which hun g on tlle top 
( thc toppling chimney, clad in a cloak for pinions?” 

pe j^n’f levufrio“b er Br0 ™ tho “*“ J1 ^ * » * P«- 

estniX^^ K r ? Hed Ay ' mcr ’ “ and k was one of the common- 

A. ‘ ■ l)ark Ag« that Antichrist would be able to fly. 

no I WaS th ,j flymg da SS er 0,1 the document; and whether or 

no it could fly, u could certainly strike.” 

“Con!n y ° U n0U v, what sorc of P a P er 1C was on?” asked Father Brown 
common pipers 

The sphinx-like face broke abruptly into a harsh laugh 

m y-K^ 0 'r„T„g .■' they ' rC M Aylmcr 8nmly ' " for 1 8« <* 

from ij ka ^' n S back in his chair now, with his long legs thrust out 

and his I,!' A a gX L° dressing-gown, which was a little short for him, 

wise he fl^ Cd u Chl ? Pd owc d on his chest. Without moving other- 

out a flut J r - USt HlS Hand dccp in the dressing-gown pocket and held 

attimdeX SCfaP ° f / aper 3t the Cnd of a n 8 ld a ^- His whole 
collaose R u gg cstlvc ot a sort of paralysis, that was both rigidity and 

him P ’ U 11C nCXt remark oP tke P ncst bad a curious effect of rousin 


presemed m°him Tw^ inkmS T ! '' S 5ho f rt_si S hted vva V at th e paper 

in Ted r V / r ° m at l ardst s skctc b _ book; and on it was drawn boldly 

the writteTwo g f er, ‘A C ° r L ted Wldl Win ^ S kkc tke rod ot ^ Hermes, with 
brothers ” * ^ Catk com es the day after this, as it came to your 

chair.^ Cr ^ rOWn tosse d *be paper on the floor and sat bolt upright in his 

devilsTlwav«T T lCt tha ' f° n °! StuffStUpcfy yOU ’’ lle sa,d shar P ly ‘ “ Thesc 

Radier t u y t0 niake us helpless by making us hopeless.” 
figure wh;?k 1S sur P r j. Sc > an awakening wave went over the prostrate 
“Yon’ • ?P ran g | rom chair as if startled out of a dream. 

rc n g t. you re right! ’ cried Aylmer with a rather uncannv 

t 


4 M 


THE FATHER BROWN STORIES 


animation; “and the devils shall find I’m not so hopeless after all, nor so 
helpless either. Perhaps 1 have more hope and better help than you 


fancy. 


He stood with his hands in his pockets, frowning down at the priest, 
who had a momentary doubt, during that strained silence, about whether 
the man’s long peril had not touched his brain. But when he spoke 
it was quite soberly. 

“1 believe my unfortunate brothers failed because they used the 
wrong weapons. Philip carried a revolver, and that was how his death 
came to be called suicide. Stephen had police protection, but he also 
had a sense of what made him ridiculous; and he could not allow a 
policeman to climb up a ladder after him to a scaffolding where he stood 
only a moment. They were both scoffers, reacting into scepticism from 
the strange mysticism of my father’s last days. But I always knew there 
was more in my father than they understood. It is true that by studying 
magic he fell at last under the blight of black magic; the black magic 
of this scoundrel Strake. But my brothers were wrong about the anti¬ 
dote. The antidote to black magic is not brute materialism or worldly 
wisdom. The antidote to black magic is white magic.” 

“It rather depends,” said Father Brown, “what you mean by white 
magic.” 

“I mean silver magic,” said the other, in a low voice, like one speaking 
of a secret revelation. Then after a silence he said: “Do you know what 
I mean by silver magic? Excuse me a moment.” 

He turned and opened the central door with the red glass and went 
into a passage beyond it. The house had less depth than Brown had 
supposed; instead of the door opening into interior rooms, the corridor 
it revealed ended in another door on the garden. The door of one room 
was on one side of the passage; doubtless, the priest told himself, the 
proprietor’s bedroom, whence he had rushed out in his dressing-gown. 
There was nothing else on that side but an ordinary hat-stand with the 
ordinary dingy cluster of old hats and overcoats; but on the other side 
was something more interesting: a very dark old oak sideboard laid out 
with some old silver, and overhung by a trophy or ornament o o 
weapons. It was by that that Arnold Aylmer halted, looking up at a 

long, antiquated pistol with a bell-shaped mouth. 

The door at the end of the passage was barely open, and through t e 
crack came a streak of white daylight. The priest had very quick instincts 
about natural things, and something in the unusual brilliancy of that white 
line told him what had happened outside. It was indeed what he * 
prophesied when he was approaching the house. He ran past his ra ier 
startled host and opened the door, to face something that was at once 
a blank and a blaze. What he had seen shining through the crack was not 
only the most negative whiteness of daylight but the positive whiteness 
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thC SWeCpmg ^ tbe COuntr y was covered with 
that shining pallor that seems at once hoary and innocent. 

voice'“nL^ maglC A nyt ?° W '” Said Father Brown m hs cheerful 

maek tin T “ tUr ?f dback , **> ^ ^ murmured, “And stiver 

32 t00> ! . W os f’ for Ae white lustre touched the silver with 

J i'' 111 d 'f : \ "P C l e , old steel here ^d there in the darkling armoury 

fhe thFr hca j 0ft , hebr0 r 0dmg Aylmer Seemed t0 have a h ^° silver 

|, an j 1 urilL ' 11 ’ ‘ :1:> iace ;!j shadow and the outlandish pistol in his 

“BecanZT ! ^ b ? 0Se SOrt oF °^ d blunderbuss?” he asked. 

7“ 1 C A load 11 Wlth this s ort of bullet.” 

sheer 6 S , Up V 1 ^ 1 a P osde s poon from the sideboard, and by 

fedSSSt' ffc"* ^ “ "* “P- - *0 b-k into 

hadmlZeU T V fe f d ab ° Ut dledeath of Dundee?” he asked when they 
ance a t the n em ^ e Ves ' He recovered from his momentary annoy- 

stth P ?n CUted the Chanters and had a black horse tklould nl 
silver bulL P reci P lce - Don t you know he could only be shot with a 

comfort^bA r eOUSe hC , had S ° ld himself t0 the Devil? That ’ s one 

Devil” U y0U ’ 31 CaSt y ° U ‘“ow enou gb to believe in the 


don’t bJ- CS ’ re P Ie< ? P atker Brown, “I believe in the Devil. What I 
legends ZVV> T- * S • f B>unc k e ’ 1 niean the Dundee of Covenanting 
seventiArk S nig ltmare °P a borse. John Graham was simply a 
dragoon' 1 M CemUry i ,r 1 oFessional soldier, rather better than most. If he 
mv^exn • them . K ^ because he was a dragoon, but not a dragon. Now 
himself s not l b at sort of swaggering blade who sells 

different DeV1 ’ T ke devil-worshippers I’ve known were quite 
I’ll take a °- ment *, on names > which might cause a social flutter, 
0 f Stair?” 01311 m ^ Undee s own day- Have you ever heard of Dalrymple 

, No,” replied the other gruffly. 

WorL°V e hcafd ° f what he did,” said Father Brown, “and it was 
oblivion „“ ytlun g Dundee ever did; yet he escapes the infamy by 

was a verv 1 W j S the man wbo ma d e th e Massacre of Glencoe. He 
and enlarl J a ? Cd m ? n and ' ucad ^ aw yer, a statesman with very serious 
and im P l£ d , 1/ S of statesmanship, a quiet man with a very refined 
Devil ” ^ aCC ‘ that's the sort of man who sells himself to the 

“nAp 1 half started from his chair with an enthusiasm of eager assent 

That 1 tLf y ° U r A right> ” he cried - “A refmed intellectual face! 
ThcT 1 faCC ° f J ohn Strake.” 

1( - r-iistd himself and stood looking at the priest with a curious 
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concentration. “If you will wait here a little while,” he said, “I will show 

/ ' T 


you something.” 

He went back through the central door, closing it after him; going, 
the priest presumed, to the old sideboard or possibly to his bedroom. 
Father Crown remained seated, gazing abstractedly at the carpet, where a 
faint red glimmer shone from the glass in the doorway. Once it seemed to 
brighten like a ruby and then darkened again, as if the sun of that stormy 
day had passed from cloud to cloud. Nothing moved except the aquatic 
creatures which floated to and fro in the dim green bowl. Father Brown 
was thinking hard. 

A minute or two afterwards he got up and slipped quietly to the alcove 
oi the telephone, where he rang up his friend Dr. Boyne, at the official 
headquarters. “I wanted to tell you about Aylmer and his affairs,” 
he said quietly. ‘‘It’s a queer story, but I rather think there’s something 
in it. If I were you I’d send some men up here straight away; four or 
five men, I think, and surround the house. If anything does happen 
there’ll probably be something startling in the way of an escape.” 

Then he went back and sat down again, staring at the dark carpet, 
which again glowed blood-red with the light from the glass door. Some¬ 
thing in that filtered light set his mind drifting on certain borderlands of 
thought, with the first white daybreak before tbe coming of colour, 
and all that mystery which is alternately veiled and revealed in the symbol 


of windows and of doors. 

An inhuman howl in a human voice came from beyond the closed 
doors, almost simultaneously with the noise of firing. Before the echoes 
of the shot had died away the door was violently flung open and his 
host staggered into the room, the dressing-gown half torn from his 
shoulder and the long pistol smoking in his hand. He seemed to be shaking 
in every limb, yet he was shaken in part with an unnatural laughter. 

‘Glory be to the White Magic!” he cried; “Glory be to the silver 
bullet! The hell-hound has hunted once too often, and my brothers are 
avenged at last.” 

He sank into a chair and the pistol slid from his hand and fell on the 
floor. Father Brown darted past him, slipped through the glass door and 
went down the passage. As he did so he put his hand on the handle 
of the bedroom door, as if half intending to enter; then he stooped a 
moment, as if examining something—and then he ran to the outer 

door and opened it. 

On the field of snow, which had been so blank a little while before, 
lay one black object. At the first glance it looked a little like an enormous 
bat. A second glance showed that it was, after all, a human figure, 
fallen on its face, the w hole head covered by a broad black hat having 
something of a Latin-American look; while the appearance °* ' av ~ 
wings came from the two flaps or loose sleeves of a very vast blac 
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spread out, perhaps by accident, to their utmost length on either 
side. Both the hands were hidden, though Father Brown thought he 
could detect the position 0 i one of them, and saw close to it, under the 
e the cloak, the glimmer of some metallic weapon. The main 
e ect, however, was curiously like that of the simple extravagances of 

“c a black eagle displayed on a white ground. But by walking 
round it and peering under the hat the priest got a glimpse of the face, 
w ch was indeed what his host had called refined and intellectual; 
sceptical and austere: the face of John Strakc. 

Well, I m jiggered, muttered Father Brown. “It really does look 
like sorne vast vampire that has swooped down like a bird/ 1 

How else could he have come?” came a voice from the doorway, 

“r iu r * B L 0Wn lookec1 U P co sce Aylmer once more standing there. 

Umlaut he have walked?” replied Father Brown evasively. 

- v ;uuu Hji tukd inn hr, arm and swept the white landscape with a 

gesture. 1 


a. .,| 00kat snow > he said in a deep voice that had a sort of roll and 

i^ S n0t tbe S110w unspotted—pure as the white magic you 
Yourself called ic? Is there a speck on it for miles, save that one foul black 

ot t has fallen there? There are no footprints, but a few of yours and 

1 h o llcre arc nonc approaching the house from anywhere.” 

en c looked at the little priest for a moment with a concentrated 

and curious expression, and said: 

will tell you something else. That cloak he flies with is too long 
w with. He was not a very tall man, and it would trail behind him 
e ,, a r °yal tra i n - Stretch it out over his body, if you like, and 

^CC* 

What happened to you both? asked Father Brown abruptly, 
a \ Was t0 ® to describe, answered Aylmer. “I had looked out of 

w i j 0( J[ an tur ning back when there came a kind of rushing of 

in m'A * ai ? unc ^ me> ^ *f 1 were being buffeted by a wheel revolving 
* | air ‘ s P un iound somehow and fired blindly; and then I saw noth- 

if I Y^A SeC now * ^ am morally certain you wouldn't see it 

] 1 \ not , ^ a s hver shot in my gun. It would have been a different 

b °dy lying there in the snow ” 

: n 1 ^ e wa y* ^marked Father Brown, ‘"shall we leave it lying there 

t i » C snow ? Or would you like it taken into your room—1 suppose 
mat s your bedroom in the passage?” 

0 1* °J no ’ replied Aylmer hastily; “we must leave it there till the 

stanfl C f T SCen ^ es ^ es » !' v e had as much of such things as I can 
Afr t. rt c momcnt - Whatever else happens, Fm going to have a drink 
j. ^ at » ^y can hang me if they like ” 

ofrp C A e 1 centra ^ a P a rtment, between the palm plant and the bowl 
^ ylmer tumbled into a chair. He had nearly knocked the bowl 
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over as he lurched into the room, but he had managed to find the de¬ 
canter ol brandy after plunging his hand rather blindly into several 
cupboards and corners. He did not at any time look like a methodical 
person, but at this moment his distraction must have been extreme. 

He drank with a long gulp and began to talk rather feverishly, as if to 
rill up a silence. 

I see you are still doubtful,” he said, “though you have seen the tiling 
with your own eyes. Believe me, there was something more behind the 
quarrel between the spirit of Strake and the spirit ot the house of Aylmer. 
Besides, you have no business to be an unbeliever. You ought to stand 
for all the things these stupid people call superstitions. Come now, 
don t you think there s a lot in those old wives* tales about luck and 
charms and so on, silver bullets included? What do you say about 
them as a Catholic?’* 


I 


say I m an agnostic,” replied Father Brown, smiling. 

Non sense, said Aylmer impatiently. “It’s your business to believe 
things.” 

‘Well, I do believe some things, of course,” conceded Father Brown; 
“and therefore, of course, I don’t believe other things.” 

Ayl mer was leaning forward, and looking at him with a strange 
intensity that was almost like that of a mesmerist. 

“You do believe it,” he said. “You do believe everything. We all 
believe everything, even when we deny everything. The deniers believe. 
The unbelievers believe. Don’t you feel in your heart that these contra¬ 
dictions do not really contradict: that there is a cosmos that contains them 
all? The soul goes round upon a wheel of stars and all things return; 
perhaps Strake and I have striven in many shapes, beast against beast and 
bird against bird, and perhaps we shall strive for ever. But since we seek 
and need each other, even that eternal hatred is an eternal love. Good and 
evil go round in a wheel that is one thing and not many. Do you not 
realize in your heart, do you not believe behind all your beliefs, that 
there is but one reality and we are its shadows; and that all things are but 
aspects of one thing: a centre where men melt into Man and Man into 


God?” 

“No,” said Father Brown. 

Outside, twilight had begun to fall, in that phase of such a snow¬ 
laden evening when the land looks brighter than the sky. In the porch 
of the main entrance, visible through a half-curtained window, Father 
Brown could dimly see a bulky figure standing. He glanced casually 
at the french windows through wliich he had originally entered, and 
saw they were darkened with two equally motionless figures. The inner 
door with the coloured glass stood slightly ajar; and he could see in the 
short corridor beyond, die ends of two long shadows, exaggerated an 
distorted by the level light of evening, but still like grey caricatures o 
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die figures of men. Dr. Boyne had already obeyed his telephone message 

The house was surrounded. 6 

What is the good of saying no?” insisted his host, still with the same 
hypnotic stare. You have seen part of that eternal drama with your 
own eyes. You have seen the threat of John Strake to slay Arnold Aylmer 
by black magic. You have seen Arnold Aylmer slay John Strake by 

white magic. You see Arnold Aylmer alive and talking to you now 
And yet you do not believe it.” 

No, I do not believe it,” said Father Brown, and rose from his chair 
nke one terminating a visit. 

“Why not?” asked the other. 

The priest only lifted his voice a little, but it sounded in every corner 
of the room like a bell. X 

Because you are not Arnold Aylmer, he said. know who you 

are. our name is John Strake; and you have murdered the last of the 
rothers, who is lying outside in the snow.” 

°l showed round the iris of the other man’s eyes; he 

^eme to be making, with bursting eyeballs, a last effort to mesmerize 

,, , a Y ln CO!a p 3 ruon. Then he made a sudden movement side- 
ays, an even as he did so the door behind him opened and a big 

Y ’ ' Y L Y P am clotlics put one hand quietly on his shoulder. The 
r ier hand hung down, but it held a revolver. The man looked wildly 
» an saw plain-clothes men in all corners of the quiet room. 

• l n B^her Brown had another and longer conversation 

a r * B °y? e a hout the tragedy of the Aylmer family. By that time 

o, YY Y 7 10 ° agcr ^ ou ^t ot the central fact of the case, for John 

it con ^ essec ^ Bis identity and even confessed his crimes; only 

tke f u t f UC y t0 Sa ^ t ^ lat Coasted of his victories. Compared to 

Ivin ^ ^ a d rounded oil his life’s work with the last Aylmer 

mA'% Ca * e 1 ver Y thiri g else, including existence itself, seemed to be 
mditterent to him. 

inte ' C ^ ian ^ a SOr ^ o: monoman iac,” said Father Brown. “He is not 

somrtV matter; not even in any other murder. I owe him 

coorl ^ ^°* r for Y B^d to comfort myself with the reflection a 

ste^rl ll ^ n ^ r ^ mcs afternoon. As has doubtless occurred to you, in- 

v o weaving all that wild but ingenious romance about winged 

_ pircs and silver bullets, he might have put an ordinary leaden bullet 

f rA me *. walked out of the house. 1 assure you it occurred quite 
1 recently to me.” M 

W | 1 ^ observed Boyne. ‘‘I don’t understand it; 

; f j 0I ) ^ understand anything yet. How on earth did you discover 
’ what in the world did you discover?” 

Father t*^° U me with very valuable information,” replied 

r rown modesdy, “especially the one piece of information that 
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really counted. I mean the statement that Strake was a very inventive 
and imaginative liar, with great presence of mind in producing his lies. 

ns a ternoon lie needed it; but he rose to the occasion. Perhaps his only 

mistaNC was in choosing a preternatural story; he had the notion that 

; 1CiaL \ sc am a clergyman I should believe anything. Many people 
have little notions of that kind.” 

But 1 can t make head or tail of it,” said the doctor. “You must 
really begin at the beginning.” 

The beginning of it was a dressing-gown,” said Father Brown 
simply. It was the one really good disguise I ve ever known. When 
you meet a man in a^house with a dressing-gown on, you assume quite 

/ c s in his own house. I assumed it myself; but after¬ 
wards queer little things began to happen. When he took the pistol down 
he clicked it at arm s length, as a man does to make sure a strange weapon 
isn t loaded; ot course he would know whether the pistols in his own hall 
were loaded or not. I didn t like the way he looked for the brandy, or 
the way he nearly barged into the bowl of fishes. For a man who has a 
fragile thing ot that sort as a fixture in his rooms gets a quite mechanical 
habit of avoiding it. But these things might possibly have been fancies; 
the first real point was this. He came out from the little passage between 
the two doors; and in that passage there’s only one other door leading to 
a room; so I assumed it was the bedroom lie had just come from. I 
tried the handle; but it was locked. I thought this odd; and looked 
through the keyhole. It was an utterly bare room, obviously deserted; 
no bed, no anything. Therefore he had not come from inside any room, 

but from outside the house. And when I saw that, I think I saw the whole 
picture. 

Poor Arnold Aylmer doubtless slept and perhaps lived upstairs, 
and came down in his dressing-gown and passed through the red glass 
door. At the end of the passage, black against the winter daylight, he 
saw the enemy of his house. He saw a tall bearded man in a broad- 
brimmed black hat and a large flapping black cloak. He did not see 
much more in this world. Strake sprang on him, throttling or stabbing 
him; we cannot be sure till the inquest. Then Strake, standing in the 
narrow passage between the hat-stand and the old sideboard, and looking 
down in triumph on the last of his foes, heard something he had not 
expected. He neard footsteps in the parlour beyond. It was myself 
entering by the french windows. 

“His masquerade was a miracle of promptitude. It involved not only 
a disguise but a romance—an impromptu romance. He took off his 
big black hat and cloak and put on the dead man’s dressing-gown. 
Then he did a rather grisly thing; at least a thing that affects my fancy 
as more grisly than the rest. He hung die corpse like a coat on one of the 
hatpegs. He draped it in his own long cloak, and found it hung well 
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below the heels; he covered the head entirely with his own wide hat. 

lodSdo °i y P ° SSlb e Wa i? ° f hidm S ic in that little passage with the 

i but 11 wa t reall 7 a ver y clever one. I myself walked past 

I think!w 0DCe Wlth ° Ut 11 WaS “y^g but a hat-stand. 

tha t ^'consciousness of mine will always give me a shiver 

the mnw § t perbps have k at that: but 1 ^gh' have discovered 

for wSf “ y . and> hung where k was > ic was a cor P se calling 

of disrnv^ 11 mig L t Ca ^/ n ex P lanatl on. He adopted the bolder stroke 

11 himself and explaining it himself. 

concenL t daWned s *ange and frightfully fertile mind the 

already assumed the part of Arnold Aylmer. Wh v should not his dead 

iTE m Ume ^ P ! rt ° f j0bn Strake? There must ha y e been something 
It was |il, PSy ' tUrVy r do ? r°, r ake tbe fanc y of that darkly fanciful man. 

enemies w E mC fanCy " dreSS baH t0 which the two mortal 

was to be a ll° g0 d f eSS ^ d each other. Only, the fancy-dress ball 

is whv T r • C ° Pde f b: and one °f tbe dancers would be dead. That 

imagine him 2™ ’ ““ PU “ mg “ “ ^ ° Wn nibd ’ and 1 can 

v .$ST i Br ° Wn 7 ?* S azin g into vacancy with his large grey eyes 

thine ’inhbf 01 b „ red by bls trick of blinking, were the one notable 
“All ,U’ aCe - „ He went on speaking simply and seriously: 

the crrpct "a ai f ( r ° m .^°^ ; anc ^ above all, reason and imagination and 
not alrno^l °c tbe They are good in themselves; and we must 

MntT k" f0rgC ' tkir ori S“ in cheir pervasion. Now this 
stories H Un a VCry nobIc P ower t° be perverted; the power of telling 
to nrutir f W j S a g reat novelist; only he had twisted his fictive power 

with fr„e f t0 T e y° ends; .t° deceiving men with false fact instead of 
excuses an J ° n ' ^ began w, th his deceiving old Aylmer with elaborate 

at the beffit 1 n- ngCI ?°i y detailed hes; but even that may have been, 
child whn g> btt 6 ^° re tban the tall stories and tarradiddles of the 

°f the FainE 7 E CqUa y he haS , Seen tlle ^g of England or the King 
all view r, a , grew str °ng in him through the vice that perpetuates 

Producing C ’ 6 r g , rCW more and more va tn of his promptitude in 
That is JL S °f“ °f originality, and subtlety in developing them. 

cast a sDellovIrE 0 U r g u Aylme ? meant by saying that he could alwa y s 

the sto P f it tbeir facher ; an d it was true. It was the sort of spell that 

last he Talked ^ ^ rabian Nights - And to the 

yet unfnE d i i d Wtb the P nde of a P oet . and with the false 

n^ore Arabian 3 Nr °h a great He could »*«>» P^occ 

neck was in dan^fE ^ CVCT ^ W “ m danger - And t0 -day his 

consp?raI v atn ( rl Ure .’ u 1 he en j°y ed ic 35 a fantasy as well as a 

P y- He set about the task of telling die true story the wrong way 
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round: of treating the dead man as living and the live man as dead. He 
had already got into Aylmer’s dressing-gown; he proceeded to get into 
Aylmer s body and soul. He looked at the corpse as if it were his own 
corpse lying cold in the snow. Then he spread-eagled it in that strange 
fashion to suggest the sweeping descent of a bird of prey, and decked it 
out not only in his own dark and flying garments but in a whole dark 
fairy-tale about the black bird that could only fall by the silver bullet. 

I do not know whether it was the silver glittering on the sideboard or 
the snow shining beyond the door that suggested to his intensely artistic 
temperament the theme of white magic and the white metal used against 
magicians. But whatever its origin, he made it his own like a poet; and 
did it very promptly, like a practical man. He completed the exchange 
and reversal of parts by flinging the corpse out on to the snow as the 
corpse of Strake. He did his best to work up a creepy conception of 
Strake as something hovering in the air everywhere, a harpy with wings 
of speed and claws of death; to explain the absence of footprints and 
other things. For one piece of artistic impudence I hugely admire him. 
He actually turned one of the contradictions in his case into an argument 
for it; and said that the man’s cloak being too long for him proved that 
he never walked on the ground like an ordinary mortal. But he looked 
at me very hard while he said that; and something told me that he was 
at that moment trying a very big bluff.” 

Dr. Boyne looked thoughtful. “Had you discovered the truth by 
then?” he asked. “There is something very queer and close to the nerves, 

I think, about notions affecting identity. I don’t know whether it would 
be more weird to get a guess like that swiftly or slowly. I wonder when 
you suspected and when you were sure.” 

“I think I really suspected when I telephoned to you,” replied his 
friend. “And it was nothing more than the red light from the closed 
door brightening and darkening on the carpet. It looked like a splasn 
of blood that grew vivid as it cried for vengeance. Why should it change 
like that? I knew the sun had not come out; it could only be because the 
second door behind it had been opened and shut on the garden. But 
if he had gone out and seen his enemy then, he would have raised the 
alarm then; and it was some time afterwards that the fracas occurre * 

I began to feel he had gone out to do something ... to prepare some¬ 
thing . . . but as to when I was certain, that is a different matter. I knew 
that right at the end he was trying to hypnotize me, to master me by e 
black art of eyes like talismans and a voice like an incantation. That: s 
what he used to do with old Aylmer, no doubt. But it wasn t only the 
way he said it, it was what he said. It was the religion and philosophy 
of it.” 

‘Tm afraid fm a practical man,” said the doctor with gruff humour, 
and I don’t bother much about religion and philosophy. 
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You U never be a practical man till you do,” said Father Brown. 
JLo°k here, doctor; you know me pretty well; I think you know I’m 

m,?; kJ Y ° U k jT/ kn ° W there 3re a11 sorCs in a11 religions; good 
r f h f ° ne j and h . zd men in g°°d ones. But there’s just one little 
f i , ,. VC ,ea ™ ed sim !'ly as a pracncal man, an entirely practical point 
I ve picked up by experience, like the tricks of an animal or the 

nhilrv J 3 n°°i W ? ne ‘. ^ Ve scarcel Y cvcr mct a criminal who 

• sop ized at all, who didn t philosophize along those lines of oriental- 

m an d recurrence and reincarnation, and the wheel of destiny and the ser- 
P itmg its own tail. I have found merely in practice that there is a curse 

• ' , 1 i| r J' antS 01 th f .serpent; on their belly shall they go and the 

who eat ii ai '! there WaS never a blackguard or a profligate born 

i,’ 1 1 . n0t ^ ^at sort of spirituality. It may not be like that in 

of mol! .°a\ ? nginS; but herC m ° Ur workin g world k is *c religion 
“wu - and 1 knew 11 was a rascal who was speaking.” h 

well n rlf Satd B °r e ’ <<I 1 shouJd have thought that a rascal could pretty 
well profess any religion he chose.” V X 

could ’, f aSS i lltCd tHe °' her; “ he could P rofas an Y religion; that is he 

meclISb t0 3ny rel r° n l lf k , WaS a11 a If was mere 

mere k 7P° cns y ^ n °tliing else, no doubt it could be done by a 

fare A CC yP ocrite - An y sor t of mask can be put on any sort of 

certain nyb ° dy Can earn certain Phrases or state verbally that he holds 

MethndCr WS ’ Can ®,° ° Uf ! nt0 t * ie street anc i state that I am a Wesleyan 
acrent n a andemanian, though 1 fear in no very convincing 

tin- arrict Jl We ? Te talking about an artist; and for the enjoyment of 

he l ^ n j must ke co some ex tent moulded on the face. What 
mafces outside him must correspond to something inside him; he 

, u ^ ma e h ls e ffects out of some of the materials of his soul. I 
never le COl | l d bave sa ‘ d he was a Wesleyan Methodist; but he could 
fataliu C | an C ?3. uent Methodist as he can be an eloquent mystic and 
tries m U a -j ta , km g °f tke sort °f i^ ea i su °h a man thinks of if he really 
asnossik^. 1 e j LSt ! C ’ Was ' us whole game with me to be as idealistic 
Ecneralk *7 ^ • w h eneve r that is attempted by that sort of man, you will 
wirk n y ^ 11 dla . t sort °f i^eah That sort of man may be dripping 
Buddkk 16 ’- be a Iways be able to tell you quite sincerely that 
that Bn Ur bettCr than Christianity. Nay, he will tell you quite sincerely 
to thrm V*-j 1 ^ more Christian than Christianity. That alone is enough 

a hideous and ghastly ray of light on his notion of Christianity.” 

Vou’re^ n my S ° U ’ Sa ' d tke t I° ctor > laughing, “I can’t make out whether 
y ou re denouncing or defending him.’ ’ * 

‘Far from . C f end ‘"g. a man to sa y he is a genius,” said Father Brown. 

betrav hi^ic l tt ^ sim P*y a P s y c hologicai fact that an artist wili 

draw as if k Ij S ? m . e sort °f sincerity. Leonardo da Vinci cannot 
w as it he couldn t draw. Even if he tried, it will always be a strong 
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parody of a weak thing. This man would have made something much 
too fearful and wonderful out of the Wesleyan Methodist.” 

When the priest went forth again and set his face homeward, the cold 
had grown more intense and yet was somehow intoxicating. The trees 
stood up like silver candelabra of some incredible cold candlemas of 
purification. It was a piercing cold, like that silver sword of pure pain 
that once pierced the very heart of purity. But it was not a killing cold, 
save in the sense of seeming to kill all the mortal obstructions to our 
immortal and immeasurable vitality. The pale green sky of twilight, 
with one star like the star of Bethlehem, seemed by some strange con¬ 
tradiction to be a cavern of clarity. It was as if there could be a green 
furnace ot cold which wakened all things to life like warmth, and that the 
deeper they went into those cold crystalline colours the more were they 
light like winged creatures and clear like coloured glass. It tingled with 
truth and it divided truth from error with a blade like ice; but all that was 
left had never felt so much alive. It was as if all joy were a jewel in the 
heart of an iceberg. The priest hardly understood his own mood as he 
advanced deeper and deeper into the green gloaming, drinking deeper 
and deeper draughts of that virginal vivacity of the air. Some forgotten 
muddle and morbidity seemed to be left behind, or wiped out as the 
snow had painted out the footprints of the man of blood. As he shuffled 
homewards through the snow, he muttered to himself: “And yet he is 
right enough about there being a white magic, if he only knows where 
to look for it.” 


VII 

THE DOOM OF THE DARNAWAYS 

Two landscape-painters stood looking at one landscape, which was also 
a seascape, and both were curiously impressed by it, though their im¬ 
pressions were not exactly the same. To one of them, who was a rising 
artist from London, it was new as well as strange. To the other, who was 
a local artist but with something more than a local celebrity, it was 
better known; but perhaps all the more strange for what he knew of it* 
In terms of tone and form, as these men saw it, it was a stretch or 
sands against a stretch of sunset, the whole scene lying in strips of sombre 
colour, dead green and bronze and brown and a drab that was not merely 
dull but in that gloaming in some way more mysterious than gold' 
All that broke these level lines was a long building which ran out from 
the fields into the sands of the sea, so that its fringe of dreary weeds and 
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! i ' ' ' 11,1 ;,, ' IU0st 1:0 meet the seaweed. But its most singular feature 
was that the upper part of it had the ragged oudines of a ruin, pierced 

by so many wide windows and large rents as to be a mere dark skeleton 
against the dying light; while the lower bulk of the building had hardly 
any windows at all, most of them being blind and bricked up and their 
ou ines 0 y faintly traceable in the twilight. But one window at least 
was stdl a window; and it seemed strangest of all that it showed a light 
Who on earth can live in that old shell?” exclaimed the Londoner, 
w 0 was a big, bohemian-looking man, young but with a shaggy red 

Payne™ at °^ er ’ Chelsea knew him familiarly as Harry 

"\i/ G li 0S u’ y ° U , might su PP ose >” replied his fnend Martin Wood, 
well, the people who live there really are rather like ghosts.” 

t was perhaps rather a paradox that the London artist seemed almost 

ucoic in his boisterous freshness and wonder, while the local artist 

eeme a more shrewd and experienced person, regarding him with 

ature and amiable amusement; indeed, the latter was altogether a 

quieter an more conventional figure, wearing darker clothes and with 
his square and stolid face clean-shaven. 

c a s jg n of the times, of course/’ he went on, “or of the passing 

li ° ^ 1 / nes anc ^ families with them. The last of the great Darnaways 
ve in t at house, and not many ot the new poor are as poor as they are. 

ey can t even afford to make their own top-story habitable; but have 
o ve in the lower rooms of a ruin, like bats and owls. Yet they have 
^ami y portraits that go back to the Wars of the Roses and the first 
porrait-painting in England, and very fine some of them are; I happen 

th °^r|k ec f use the Y asked ior my professional advice in overhauling 

em. here s one of them especially, and one of the earliest, but it’s 

“Th ^ k giVCS X° U the CTCe P $r 

• >> e wh°le place gives you the creeps, I should think by the look of 
^ replied Payne. 

Well, said his friend, “to tell you the truth, it does.” 

rush C h S1 C u Ce ^°^ owe< ^ was stirred by a faint rustle among the 
st ^ i7 moat ** anc ^ lt g ave them, rationally enough, a slight nervous 
1 f W ,5 n a fig ur e brushed along the bank, moving rapidly and 

a bl^k u C ^ start ^ e< f kird. But it was only a man walking briskly with 
1 ac ,^ a 8 i n kis hand: a man with a long sallow face and sharp eyes that 

Planner ^ ^ ^ On< ^ on stran g er hi a slightly darkling and suspicious 
Itsonly Dr. Barnet,” said Wood with a sort of relief. “Good evening, 

^p° r ^° U U P t0 house? I hope nobody's ill.” 

u . Ver ybody s always ill in a place like that,” growled the doctor; 

a ki*\ SOm ^ mes they’re too ill to know it. The very air of the place is 
*git and a pestilence. I don’t envy the young man from Australia.” 
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“And who,” asked Payne abruptly and rather absently, “may the youne 
man from Australia be?” 

^ '■ snorted die doctor; “hasn’t your friend told you about him ? 
A S a matter of fact I believe he is arriLg to-day. Q Je a — hi 

the old style of melodrama: the heir back from the colonies to his ruined 

C li’j com P^ cte cvcn down to an old family compact for his marrying 
the lady watching in the ivied tower. Queer old stuff, isn’t it? but it 

reaJjy happens sometimes. He’s even got a little money, which is the 
only bright spot there ever was in this business.” 

What does Miss Damaway herself, in her ivied tower, think of the 
business?” asked Martin Wood dryly. 

» ! Wl1 ? sh , e thinks of evel T tllin g else by this time,” replied the doctor. 
They don t think in this weedy old den of superstitions, they only 

Team and drift. I think she accepts the family contract and the colonial 
usband as part of the Doom of the Darnaways, don’t you know. I 
really think that if he turned out to be a hump-backed negro with one 

eye and a homicidal mania, she would only think it added a finis hing 
touch and fitted in with the twilight scenery/’ 

You re not giving my friend from London a very lively picture of 
my friends in the country, said Wood, laughing. ”1 had intended taking 
him there to call; no artist ought to miss those Darnaway portraits if he 

gets the chance. But perhaps I d better postpone it if they’re in the middle 
of the Australian invasion/’ 

“Oh, do^go in and see them, for the Lord’s sake,” said Dr. Barnet 

warmly. Anything that will brighten their blighted lives will make 

my task easier. It will need a good many colonial cousins to cheer things 

up, I should think; and the more the merrier. Come, I’ll take you in 
myself.” 

As they drew nearer to the house it was seen to be isolated like an island 
in a moat of brackish water which they crossed by a bridge. On the 
other side spread a fairly wide stony floor or embankment with great 
cracks across it, in which little tufts of weed and thorn sprouted here and 
there. This rock platform looked large and bare in the grey twilight, and 
Payne could hardly have believed that such a comer of space could have 
contained so much of the soul of a wilderness. This platform only jutted 
out on one side, like a giant door-step and beyond it was the door; a 
very low-browed Tudor archway standing open, but dark like a cave. 

When the brisk doctor led them inside without ceremony, Payne 
had, as it were, another shock of depression. He could have expected 
to find himself mounting to a very ruinous tower, by very narrow 
winding staircases; but in this case the first steps into the house were 
actually steps downwards. They went down several short and broken 
stairways into large twilit rooms which, but for their lines of dark pictures 
and dusty book-shelves, might have been the traditional dungeons 
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beneath the castle moat Here and there a candle in an old candlestick 
lit up some dusty accidental detail of a dead elegance; but the visitor was 
not so much impressed or depressed by this artificial light as by the one 
pale gleam of natural light. As he passed down the long room he saw the 
only window in that wall—a curious low oval window of a late-seven- 
tcenth-cenlury lashion. But the strange thing about it was that it did 
not look out directly on any space of sky but only on a reflection of 
sky, a pale strip of daynght merely mirrored in the moat, under the 
hanging shadow of the banic, Payne had a memory of the Lady of 
Shallot who never saw the world outside except in a mirror. The lady of 

this Shallot not only in some sense saw the world in a mirror, but even 
saw the world upside-down. 

as d the house of Damaway were falling literally as well as 

metaphorically, said Wood in a low voice; ”as if it were sinking slowly 

into a swamp or a quicksand, until the sea goes over it like a green 
roof.” 

Even the sturdy Dr. Barnet started a little at the silent approach of the 
iiguic that came to receive them. Indeed, the room was so silent that 
they were all startled to realize that it was not empty. There were three 
people in it when they entered: three dim figures motionless in the dim 
room, all three dressed in black and looking like dark shadows. As the 
foremost figure drew nearer the grey light from the window, he showed 
a face that looked almost as grey as its frame of hair. This was old Vine, 
the steward, long left in loco parentis since the death of that eccentric 
parent, the last Lord Damaway. He would have been a handsome old 
man if he had had no teeth. As it was, he had one which showed every 
now and then and gave him a rather sinister appearance. He received the 
octor and his friends with a fine courtesy and escorted them to where 
me other two figures in black were seated. One of them seemed to 

a y?V 0 give another appropriate touch of gloomy antiquity to the 
cast e by the mere fact of being a Roman Catholic priest, who might 

,. ve come out of a priest s hole in the dark old days. Payne could imagine 
m muttering prayers or telling beads, or tolling bells or doing a number 
indistinct and melancholy things in that melancholy place. Just 

^ ^ su PP 0Se d to have been giving religious consolation 

to t e lady; but it could hardly be supposed that the consolation was 
very consoling, or at any rate that it was very cheering. For the rest, 
e priest was personally insignificant enough, with plain and rather 
expressionless features; but the lady was a very different matter. Her face 
was very hr from being plain or insignificant; it stood out from the 
darkness of her dress and hair and background with a pallor that was 
almost awful, but a beauty that was almost awfully alive. Payne looked 

hVdTd 011 ^ ^ ^ arec ^ ; k c was to look at it a good deal longer before 
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Wood merely exchanged with Ids friends such pleasant and polite 
phrases as would lead up to his purpose of revisiting the portraits. He 
apologized tor calling on the day which he heard was to be one of family 
welcome, but he was soon convinced that the family was rather mildly 
relieved to have visitors to distract them or break the shock. He did 
not hesitate, therefore, to lead Payne through the central reception-room 
into the library beyond, where hung the portrait, for there was one which 
he was especially bent on showing, not only as a picture but almost as 
a puzzle. The little priest trudged along with them; he seemed to know 
something about old pictures as well as about old prayers. 

1 m rather proud ot having spotted this/’ said Wood. “I believe it *3 a 

Holbein. If it isn t, there was somebody living in Holbein’s time who 
was as great as Holbein.” 

It was a portrait in the hard but sincere and living fashion of the 
period, representing a man clad in black trimmed with gold and fur, with 
a heavy, full, rather pale face but watchful eyes. 

What a pity art couldn t have stopped for ever at just that transition 
stage, cried Wood, and never transitioned any more. Don’t you 
see it s just realistic enough to be real? Don’t you see the face speaks all 
the more because it stands out from a rather stiffer framework of less 
essential things? And the eyes are even more real than the face. On my 
soul, I think the eyes are too real for the face! It’s just as if those sly, 
quick eyeballs were protruding out of a great pale mask.” 

' The stiffness extends to the figure a little, I think,” said Payne. “They 
hadn’t quite mastered anatomy when medievalism ended, at least in the 
north. That left leg looks to me a good deal out of drawing.” 

“I’m not so sure,” replied Wood quietly. “Those fellows who painted 
just when realism began to be done, and before it began to be overdone, 
were often more realistic than we think. They put real details of por¬ 
traiture into things that are thought merely conventional. You might 
say this fellow’s eyebrows or eye-sockets are a little lop-sided; but I 
bet if you knew him you’d find that one of his eyebrows did really stick 
up more than the other. And I shouldn’t wonder if he was lame or 


something, and that black leg was meant to be crooked.” 

“What an old devil he looks!” burst out Payne suddenly. “I trust his 
reverence will excuse my language.” 

“I believe in the devil, thank you,” said the priest with an inscrutable 
face. “Curiously enough there was a legend that the devil was 
lame.” 

“I say,” protested Payne, “you can’t really mean that he was the 
devil; but who the devil was he?” 


“He was the Lord Darnaway under Henry VII and Henry VIII, 
replied his companion. “But there are curious legends about him, 
too; one of diem is referred to in that inscription round the frame, and 
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i! Ju 1 developed m some notes left by somebody in a book I found 
here. They are both rather curious reading/’ 

Payne leaned forward, craning his head so as to follow the archaic 
inscription round the frame. Leaving out the antiquated lettering and 
spelling, it seemed o be a sort of rhyme running somewhat thus: 

In the seventh heir I shall return: 

In the seventh hour I shall depart: 

None in that hour shall hold my hand: 

And woe to her that holds my heart. 

It sounds creepy somehow/* said Payne, “but that mav be partly 
because I don’t understand a word of it/* P 7 

^ It s pretty creepy even when you do/* said Wood in a low voice. 
The record made at a later date, in the old book 1 found, is all about how 
this beauty deliberately killed himself in such a way that his wife was 
executed for his murder. Another note commemorates a later tragedy, 
seven successions later—under the Georges—in which another Darnaway 
committed suicide, having first thoughtfully left poison in his wife’s 
wine. It s said that both suicides took place at seven in the evening. I 
? u PP° se inference is that he does really return with every seventh 
inheritor and makes things pleasant, as the rhyme suggests, for any ladv 

unwise enough to marry him.” 7 

On that argument,” replied Payne, “it would be a trifle uncomfortable 
or the next seventh gentleman.” 

Wood s voice was lower still as he said: 

The new heir will be the seventh.” 

Harry Payne suddenly heaved up his great chest and shoulders like a 
man flinging ofi a burden. 

What crazy stuff are we all talking?” he cried. “We’re all educated 

men in an enlightened age, 1 suppose. Before I came into this damned 

*n atmosphere I d never have believed 1 should be talking of such 
things, except to laugh at them.” 

You are right, said Wood. “If you lived long enough in this under¬ 
ground palace you d begin to feel differently about things. I’ve begun 

K° up Ver ^ CUnousl Y a b° ut that picture, having had so much to do with 
n ing and hanging it. It sometimes seems to me that the painted face 
is more alive than die dead faces of the people living here; that it is a 

S P rt , 0: . hsman or magnet: that it commands die elements and draws out 

?< T 5 S 1 ^ mes mer * and things. I suppose you would call it very fanciful.” 
What is that noise?” cried Payne suddenly. 

f , e Y a11 listened, and there seemed to be no noise except the dull boom 
° ■ , c . stant sea > tb en they began to have the sense of something mingling 
Wlt it; something like a voice calling through the sound of the surf, 
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dulled by it at first, but coming nearer and nearer. The next moment 
they were certain: someone was shouting outside in the dusk 
Payne turned to the low window behind him and bent to look out 

fT T ^ ? 0thing COuId be seen cxce P< ** 

with its reflection of bank and sky. But that inverted vision was not 

the same that he had seen before. From the hanging shadow of the bank 

in the water depended two dark shadows reflected from the feet and 

legs of a figure standing above upon the bank. Through that limited 

aperture t ey could see nothing but the two legs black against the 

reflection of a pale and livid sunset. But somehow that very fact of the 

head being invisible, as if in the clouds, gave something dreadful to the 

sound that followed; the voice of a man crying aloud what they could not 

oroperly hear or understand. Payne especially was peering out of the 

little ^window with an altered face, and he spoke with an altered voice: 
How queerly he s standing ! M 

i /^i°i n °i* ^ a sort soothing whisper. 1 ‘Things often 

look Like that m reflection. It’s the wavering of the water that makes 
you think that. 


“Think what?” asked the priest shortly. 

“That his left leg is crooked,” said Wood. 

.i . . as a sort of mystical mirror; 

and it seemed to him that there were in it other inscrutable images of 

oom. There was something else beside the figure that he did not under¬ 
stand, three thinner legs showing in dark lines against the light, as if some 
monstrous three-legged spider or bird were standing beside the stranger. 
Then he had the less crazy thought of a tripod like that of the heathen 

oracles, and the next moment the thing had vanished and the legs of the 
human figure passed out of the picture. 

He turned to meet the pale face of old Vine, the steward, with his 
mouth open, eager to speak, and his single tooth showing. 

He has come, he said. “The boat arrived from Australia this morn¬ 
ing” 


Even as they went back out of the library into the central salon they 
heard the footsteps of the newcomer clattering down the entrance 
steps, with various items of light luggage trailed behind him. When 
Payne saw one of them, he laughed with a reaction of relief. His tripod 
was nothing but the telescopic legs of a portable camera, easily packed and 
unpacked; and the man who was carrying it seemed so far to take on 
equally solid and normal qualities. He was dressed in dark clothes, but 
of a careless and holiday sort; his shirt was of grey flannel, and his boots 
echoed uncompromisingly enough in those still chambers. As he strode 
forward to greet his new circle his stride had scarcely more than the 
suggestion of a limp. But Payne and his companions were looking at his 
ace, and could scarcely take their eyes from it. 
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He evidently felt there was something curious and uncomfortable 
about his reception; but they could have sworn that he did not himself 
know the cause of it. The lady, supposed to be in some sense already be- 
trothed to him, was certainly beautiful enough to attract him; but she 
evidently also frightened him. The old steward brought him a sort of 
feudal homage, yet treated him as if he were the family ghost. The 
priest still looked at him with a face winch was quite indecipherable, 
and therefore perhaps all the more unnerving. A new sort of irony, more 

lu ' , ri:c Ucl1; iron y. began to pass over Payne’s mind. He had dreamed 
"I "i, stranger as a devil, but it seemed almost worse that he was an 
uiuonyJous destiny. He seemed to march towards crime with the 
monstrous innocence of CEdipus. He had approached the family mansion 
in so blindly buoyant a spirit as to have set up his camera to photograph 

nnt sight of it; and even the camera had taken on the semblance or the 
tripod oi a tragic pythoness. 

Payne was surprised, when taking his leave a little while after, at 
something which showed that the Australian was already less uncon¬ 
scious of his surroundings. lie said in a low voice: 

Don t go . . or come again soon. You look like a human being. 
1ms place fairly gives me the jumps.” 

When Payne emerged out of those almost subterranean halls and came 
11U0 1 lc mybt air and the smell of the sea, he felt as if he had come out of 

at underworld of dreams in which events tumble on top of each other 
in a way at once unrestful and unreal. The arrival of the strange relative 
, a , ,. een some how unsatisfying and, as it were, unconvincing. The 
ou mg of the same l ace in the old portrait and the new arrival troubled 
nn ike a two-headed monster. And yet it was not altogether a night- 

m ^n’J 1 ° r ^ ace ’ P er haps, that he saw most vividly. 

id you say? he asked of the doctor, as they strode together across 
1 e Stn P e< " sands by the darkening sea; “did you say that young 
man was betrothed to Miss Darnaway by a family compact or some¬ 
thing? Sounds rather like a novel.” 

But an historical novel,” answered Dr. Barnet. “The Darnaways all 
Wait to sleep a few centuries ago, when things were really done that we 

T’ ^ ^ romances - Yes; I believe there’s some family tradition 

y which second or third cousins always marry when they stand in a 

tarn relation of age, in order to unite the property. A damned silly 
ta ltion, I should say; and it they often married in and in, in that fashion, 

1 aCC , j 11111 " oa principles of heredity tor their having gone so rotten.” 
s ould hardly say,” answered Payne a litde stiffly, “that they had all 

Well, replied the doctor; “the young man doesn’t look rotten of 
course, though he’s certainly lame.” 

he young man!” cried Payne, who was suddenlv and imr«^nikl„ 
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axirrrv. 


- / 
who have rotten taste. 


think 


The doctor’s face grew dark and bitter. “I fancy I know more about 
it than you do, he snapped. 

They completed die walk in silence, each feeling that he had been 
irrationally rude and had suffered equally irrational rudeness; and Payne 
was left to brood alone on the matter, for his friend Wood had remained 
behind to attend to some of his business in connexion with the pictures. 

Payne took very full advantage of the invitation extended by the colonial 
cousin who wanted somebody to cheer him up. During the next few 
weeks he saw a good deal of the dark interior of the Damaway home; 
t oug it might be said that he did not confine himself entirely to cheer- 
mg up the colonial cousin. The lady’s melancholy was of longer standing 
and perhaps needed more lifting; anyhow, he showed a laborious readi¬ 
ness to lift it. He was not without a conscience, however, and the situ¬ 
ation made him doubtful and uncomfortable. Weeks went by and no- 
o y cou discover from die demeanour of the new Damaway whether 
he considered himself engaged according to the old compact or no. He 
went mooning about the dark galleries and stood staring vacantly at 
t e dark and sinister picture. The shades of that prison-house were 
certainly beginning to close on him, and there was little of his Australian 
assurance left. But Payne could discover nothing upon the point that 
concerned him most. Once he attempted to confide in his friend Martin 
Wood, as he was pottering about in his capacity of picture-hanger; but 
even out of him he got very litde satisfaction. 

It seems to me you can t butt in, ’ said Wood shortly, c because of the 
engagement.” 


Of course I shan t butt in if there is an engagement,” retorted his 

friend, but is there? I haven t said a word to her of course; but I’ve 

seen enough of her to be pretty certain she doesn’t think there is, even if 

she thinks there may be. He doesn’t say there is, or even hint that there 

ought to be. It seems to me this shilly-shallying is rather unfair on every¬ 
body.” 


Especially on you, I suppose, said Wood a little harshly. “But if 
you ask me, 111 tell you what I think—I think he’s afraid.” 

“Afraid of being refused?” asked Payne. 

No; afraid of being accepted,” answered the other. ‘‘Don’t bite my 
head off—I don t mean afraid of the lady. I mean afraid of the picture. 

Afraid of the picture!” repeated Payne. 

I mean afraid of die curse, said Wood. “Don’t you remember the 
rhyme about the Damaway doom falling on him and her?” 

Yes, but look here, cried Payne; “even the Damaway doom can t 
ave it bodi ways. You tell me first that I mustn’t have my own way 
ecause of the compact, and then that the compact mustn’t have its own 
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I7y CC i US u 0fCUrS f' But 1116 curse can destr °y the compact, why 
tPJ* b ' “ d “ d “ ““!»«? 'f diey’re frightened of martytng 

it Wk fr “ “ ma ' r y anybody else, and there’s an end of 

y should I suffer for the observance of something they don’t 

propose to observe? It seems to me your position is very unreasonable ” 

Ut course it s aU a tangle,” said Wood rather crossly, and went on 
hammering at the frame of a canvas. 

m0mja ?’ dle new beir broke bis long and baffling 
• , Ce- c did it m a curious fashion, a little crude, as was his way, but 
Tf 311 obvious anxiety to do die right tiring. He asked frankly for 

as of a crnwrf w/l* 1“*^dividual as Payne had done, but colleenvely 
oanv Tlr W< ^‘ W ^ en be s P eak be threw himself on die whole com- 
Fnm rf f St f eS rT g0m § to country. He called it “a show-down.” 
shudder n0t deluded in this large gesture; and Payne 

L“ m h ° rKSt; be thought die natural dung was to ask for help and for 

the tablr °h CaU f 8 u a SOrt , °f fanul y council at which he put his cards on 

he did ifn ./ ru ^ t l ^ e said *b at he flung down his cards on die table, for 

da vs and • i a l 2 ^ des P erate a i f > iike one who had been harassed for 

time the Sa by r^f ^creasmg pressure of a problem. In that short 

had fnrirt 1 0V L P ace °i i° w windows and sinking pavements 

ad cunousiy changed him, and mcreased a certain resemblance that 
crept tnrough all their memories. 

Pavr^f 1VC • I j 1 i en> “ <dud “ 1 S tbe doctor, were sitting round a table; and 
be ffle Wa f 1 T redectan g t i lat bis own hght tweeds and red hair must 

blarlr ,«/w 0 j rS m , room > for dle P riesc and steward were in 
looked a l m , 11 ^ Darnaway habitually wore dark grey suits that 

Voimo black - Pcriia ps this incongruity had been what the 

the vLf la< ^ ^ ca *b n g him a human being. At that moment 

Am 8 m r n klniSc ^ turne I abrupdy in his chair and began to talk 
A moment after the dazed arnst blew that he was talking about Xe 
?, St tr «nendous thing in the world. 

askino 1 t”!? 111C ^ was saying. “That is what I’ve come to 

com A 0 r 7 Se f tlU \ m P earl y craz y- Pd never have believed I should 

^ g of such things; but I think of the portrait and the rhyme 

anythinrS 1 ?^ ° r whatever y ou caU them > “d 1 go cold. Is there 

lL ^ t i T t- Ha ^ e 1 80t a right to marry, or shall I bring something 
somebody else?” 1 ° ^ Sby ’ tbat ^ know not bing about, on myself and 

fac^lf^U* 118 Cye bad roame d round the table and rested on the plain 

submenu i° W lom . he now seemed t0 be speaking. Payne’s 

sution fein/k^ Qca bty^rose m protest against the problem of super- 

g brought before that supremely superstitious tribunal. He 
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was sitting next to Darnaway and struck in before the priest could 

answer. 

Well, die coincidences are curious, I admit,” he said, rather forcing 

a note of cheerfulness; but surely we-” and then he stopped as if he 

had been struck by lightning. For Darnaway had turned his head sharply 
over his% shoulder at the interruption, and with the movement, his left 
eyebrow jerked up far above its fellow and for an instant the face of the 
portrait glared at him with a ghastly exaggeration of exactitude. The 
rest saw it; and all had the air of having been dazzled by an instant of 
light. The old steward gave a hollow groan. 

“It is no good/' he said hoarsely; “we are 
terrible.” 

Yes, assented the priest in a low voice, “we are dealing with some- 
thing terrible; with the most terrible thing I know, and the name of it is 
nonsense.’ ’ 

What did you say? said Darnaway, still loo kin g towards him. 

I said nonsense/’ repeated the priest. “I have not said anything in 
particular up to now, for it was none of my business; I was only taking 
temporary duty in the neighbourhood and Miss Darnaway wanted 
to see me. But since you’re asking me personally and point-blank, why, 
it’s easy enough to answer. Of course there’s no Doom of the Damaways 
to prevent your marrying anybody you have any decent reason for 
marrying. A man isn’t fated to fall into the smallest venial sin, let alone 
into crimes like suicide and murder. You can’t be made to do wicked 
things against your will because your name is Darnaway, any more than 
I can because my name is Brown. The Doom of the Browns,” he added 
with relish—“the Weird of the Browns would sound even better.” 

“And you of all people,” repeated the Australian, staring, “tell me to 
think like that about it. 

“I tell you to think about something else,” replied the priest cheerfully* 

“What has become of the rising art of photography? How is the camera 

getting on? 1 know it’s rather dark downstairs, but those hollow arches 

on the floor above could easily be turned into a first-rate photographic 

studio. A few workmen could fit it out with a glass roof in no time.’ 

“Really,” protested Martin Wood, “I do think you should be the last 

man in the world to tinker about with those beautiful Gothic arches, which 

are about the best work your own religion has ever done in the world. 

I should have thought you’d have had some feeling for that sort of art; 

but I can’t see why you should be so uncommonly keen on photo- 
* > 

“I’m uncommonly keen on daylight,” answered Father Brown, 
“especially in this dingy business; and photography has the virtue of 
depending on daylight. And.if you don’t know that I would grind all 
the Gothic arches in the world to powder to save the sanity of a single 
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human soul, you don t know so much about my religion as you think you 

Y 0lm '£ Australian had sprung to his feet like a man rejuvenated. 
. y George! that s the talk/* he cried; “though 1 never thought to hear 
it from that quarter. 111 tell you what, reverend sir, f 11 do something that 
will show I haven t lost my courage after all.” 

The old steward was still looking at him with quaking watchfulness, 

as . , „ , something fey about the young man’s defiance. “Oh/' he 
cned, what are you going to do now?” 

I am going to photograph the portrait,” replied Darnaway. 
et it was barely a week afterwards that the storm of the catastrophe 
seemed to stoop out of the sky, darkening that sun of sanity to which the 
pnest ad appealed in vain, and plunging the mansion once more in the 
ar ess of the Darnaway doom. It had been easy enough to fit up the 
new studio; and seen from inside it looked very like any other such studio, 
empty except for the fullness of the white light. A man coming from the 
g oomy rooms below had more than normally the sense of stepping into 
a j 311 m °dern brilliancy, as blank as the future. At the suggestion 
0 ood, who knew the castle well and had got over his first aesthetic 
grum lings t a small room remaining intact in the upper ruins was easily 
^ me mto a dark room, into which Darnaway went out of the white 
,jj? * to grope by the crimson gleams of a red lamp. Wood said, 

i ] U & . re ^ lamp had reconciled him to the vandalism; as that 

oo ot darkness was as romantic as an alchemist's cave. 

amaway had risen at daybreak on the day that he meant to photo- 
8C a P e mysterious portrait, and had it carried up from the library by 
e sing e corkscrew staircase that connected the two floors. There he had 
set it up in the wide white daylight on a sort of easel and planted his 
p otographic tripod in front of it. He said he was anxious to send a 
c pro uction of it to a great antiquary who had written on the anti¬ 
quitieso the house; but the others knew that this was an excuse covering 

^ UIC } C( j f er ^higs* It was, if not exactly a spiritual duel between Dam- 
awd) an the demoniac picture, at least a duel between Darnaway and his 

fac 11 *°K Ik* wantec ^ t0 the daylight of photography face to 
ace with that dark masterpiece of painting; and to see whether the sun- 

e o the new art would not drive out the shadows of the old. 

i a P s Was why he preferred to do it by himself, even if some of 
a 1C ctails seemed to take longer and involve more than normal delay. 

^ y ow, he rather discouraged the few who visited his studio during 
| )e a Y °t tke experiment, and who found him focusing and fussing 
left 11 * m j^r Ver X ^ so ^ ate< ^ ^d impenetrable fashion. The steward had 

ret a ^° r ^ rei ^ usc< ^ to come down; the old gendeman also 

< j£ s Urne , s ^ me hours afterwards and found the meal more or less normally 
pose of; but when he brought it he got no more gratitude than a grunt. 
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S' 5 ? 0 we f U P onc ^ t0 . s ^ e how lle w ^s getting on, but finding the 
6 ° t0gr L j 1 dl ? mclm ed for conversation came down again. Father 
Brown had wandered that way in an unobtrusive style to take Damaway 

a etter from the expert to whom the photograph was to be sent. But he 

f 1 1 f „ ett ® r 0I ? a tra Y» ^ whatever he thought of that great glass¬ 
house full of daylight and devotion to a hobby, a world he had himself in 

some sense created, he kept it to himself and came down. He had reason 
to remember very soon that he was the last to come down the solitary 
staircase connecting the floors, leaving a lonely man and an empty room 

e n m. The others were standing in the salon that led into the library, 

just under the great black ebony clock that looked like a titanic coffin. 

How was Damaway getting on, ' ’ asked Payne, a little later, “when you 
last went up? 7 

P^st passed a hand over his forehead. “Don't tell me I’m getting 
psychic, he said with a sad smile. “I believe I’m quite dazzled with day- 

hi that room and couldn t see things straight. Honestly, I felt 

for a flash as if there were something uncanny about Damaway's figure 
standing before that portrait." 

Oh, that s the lame leg, said Barnet promptly. “We kn ow all about 
that.' 

Do you know, said Payne abruptly, but lowering his voice, “I don't 
think we do know all about it or anything about it. What's the matter 
with his leg? ^ What was the matter with his ancestor's leg?" 

Oh, there s something about that in the book I was reading in there, 
in the family archives, said Wood; “I’ll fetch it for you.'' And he 
stepped into the library just’beyond. 

I think, said Father Brown quietly, “Mr. Payne must have some 
particular reason for asking that." 

I may as well blurt it out once and for all," said Payne, but in a yet 
lower voice. After all, there is a rational explanation. A man from 
anywhere might have made up to look like the portrait. What do we 
know about Damaway? He is behaving rather oddly-" 

The others were staring at him in a rather startled fashion; but the 
priest seemed to take it very calmly. 

I don t think die old portrait’s ever been photographed," he said. 

That s why he wants to do it. I don’t think there's anything odd about 
that." 

Quite an ordinary state of things, in fact," said Wood with a smile; 
he had just returned with the book in his hand. And even as he spoke 
there was a stir in the clockwork of the great dark clock behind him 
and successive strokes thrilled through the room up to the number of 
seven. With the last stroke diere came a crash from the floor above that 
shook the house like a thunderbolt; and Father Brown was already two 
steps up the winding staircase before the sound had ceased. 
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“M y God!” cried Payne involuntarily; “he is alone up there.” 

. es ’ „ ® rown without turning, as he vanished up the 

stairway. We shall find him alone.” F 

When the rest recovered from their first paralysis and ran helter-skelter 
up die stone steps and found their way to the new studio, it was true 
in that sense that they found him alone. They found him lying in a 
wreck of his tall camera, with its long splintered legs standing out 
grotesquely at three different angles; and Darnaway had fallen on top 
Ot it with one black crooked leg lying at a fourth angle along the floor. 
For the moment the dark heap looked as if he were entangled with 

SOinc nu ?' : • i] ■■ ■■■rihlc spider. Little more than a glance and a touch 

were needed to tell them that he was dead. Only the portrait stood 
untouched upon the easel, and one could fancy the smiling eves shone. 

An hour afterwards Father Brown, in helping to calm the confusion 
o the stricken household, came upon the old steward muttering almost 
as mechanically as the clock had ticked and struck the terrible hour. 

most without hearing them, he knew what the muttered words 
must be. 


In the seventh heir I shall return 
In the seventh hour I shall depart . 

As ne was about to say something soothing, the old man seemed 
to £ 7 t0 Stait aWa ^ e an< ^ st ^ en anger; his mutterings changed 

You! he cried; you and your daylight! Even you won’t say now 

there is no Doom for the Darnaways.” 7 

My opinion about that is unchanged,” said Father Brown mildly. 

Then after a pause he added: “I hope you will observe poor Darnaway’s 
last wish, and see the photograph is sent off” 

fhac? ^ photograph!” cried the doctor sharply. “What’s the good of 
• As a matter of fact, it s rather curious; but there isn’t any photo¬ 
graph. It seems he never took it after all, after pottering about all 

•5 at fe Br °wn swung round sharply. “Then take it yourselves,” he 

saw. Poor Darnaway was perfectly right. It’s most important that the 
photograph should be taken.” 

As all the visitors, the doctor, the priest and the two artists trailed 
away in a black and dismal procession across the brown and yellow sands, 
t iey were at first more or less silent, rather as if they had been stunned! 

nd certainly there had been something like a crack of thunder in a clear 
s Y about the fulfilment of that forgotten superstition at the very rime 

bilk"™! L d most for g° tten when the doctor and the priest had 
n Wlcd their minds with rationalism as the photographer had filled 
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his rooms with daylight. They might be as rationalistic as they liked; 
but in broad daylight the seventh heir had returned, and in broad day¬ 
light at the seventh hour he had perished. 

I m afraid everybody will always believe in the Darnaway super¬ 
stition now/’ said Martin Wood. 

I know one who wont,” said the doctor sharply. “Why should I 
indulge in superstition because somebody else indulges in suicide?” 
You think poor Mr. Darnaway committed suicide?” asked the priest. 
“I’m sure he committed suicide,” replied the doctor. 

It is possible,” agreed the other. 

“He was quite alone up there, and he had a whole drug-store of 
poisons in the dark room. Besides, it's just the sort of thing that Darn- 
aways do.” 

“You don't think there's anything in the fulfilment of the family 

* o 

curse? 

Yes, ’ said the doctor; “I believe in one family curse, and that is the 
family constitution. I told you it was heredity, and they are all half mad. 
If you stagnate and breed in and brood in your own swamp like that, 
you’re bound to degenerate whether you like it or not. The laws of 
heredity can’t be dodged; the truths of science can’t be denied. The minds 
of the Darnaways are falling to pieces, as their blighted old sticks and 
stones are falling to pieces, eaten away by the sea and the salt air. Suicide 
—of course he committed suicide; I dare say all the rest will commit 
suicide. Perhaps the best thing they could do.” 

As the man of science spoke there sprang suddenly and with startling 
clearness into Payne’s memory the face of the daughter of the Dam- 
aways, a tragic mask pale against an unfathomable blackness, but itself 
of a blinding and more than mortal beauty. He opened his mouth to 
speak and found himself speechless. 

“I see,” said Father Brown to the doctor; "so you do believe in the 
superstition after all?” 

"What do you mean—believe in the superstition? I believe in the 

suicide as a matter of scientific necessity.” 

"Well,” replied the priest, “I don’t see a pin to choose between vour 
scientific superstition and the other magical superstition. They both 
seem to end in turning people into paralytics, who can't move their own 
legs or arms or save their own lives or souls. The rhyme said it was the 
Doom of the Darnaways to be killed, and the scientific textbook says it is 
the Doom of the Darnaways to kill themselves. Both ways they seem 
to be slaves.” 



“But I thought you said you believed in rational views 
said Dr. Barnet. “Don’t you believe in heredity?” 

“1 said I believed in daylight, ” replied the priest in a loud and clear 
voice, “and I won't choose between two tunnels of subterranean super- 
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stmon that both end in the dark. And the proof of it is this: that you 
housT” entire y m thC dafk ab ° Ut What rcall >’ ha Ppened in that 

‘‘Do you mean about the suicide?” asked Payne 

I mean about the murder ” said Father Brown; and his voice, though 

i ^ Z ^ ted t0 a louder note, seemed somehow to resound over 

, S . hore ' ft wa s murder: but murder is of the will, which God 

What the others saic! at the moment in answer to it Payne never 
blew. For the word had a rather curious effect on him; stirring him like 

i, °rf trum P et and y et bringing him to a halt. He stood still in the 
nuddi, of the sandy waste and let the others go on in front of him; he 

r ii t e , b ° od craw hng through all his veins and the sensation that is 

Snnin C Stan i. d ? S ° n , end: and yet he felt a new and unnatural 
Ej?®' AP syc M°gj c ai P rocess t0 ° quick and too complicated for 

anal u °u° W ba f a read y reached a conclusion that he could not 

b k Ut the c ° ncl <f ion was one of relief. After standing still for a 

^ WCnt bad slowly across the sands t0 the house 

CT j SSed the ^ oat with a stride that shook the bridge, descended the 
^ 1 traver . sed the long rooms with a resounding tread, till he came 

r i C P , where Adelaide Damaway sat haloed with the low light 

land !rj like some forgotten saint left behind in the 

earn. She looked up, and an expression of wonder made her 
tace yet more wonderful. 

‘‘What is it?” she said. “Why have you come back?” 

resnna 3Ve ^ ee P in g Beauty,” he said in a tone that had the 

resonance of a laugh. “This old house went to sleep long ago, as the 

davheht aid d b r U ‘l Sllly f ? r you t0 P retend t0 he old. Come up into the 

word h,^ t Ca V h V rUth n 1 ^ VC br ° U g. ht you a word 5 it » a terrible 

, t breaks the spell of your captivity.” 

and lL h- n ? C l f 1 L dcr ^ and a word he said, but something made her rise 
the P w m ^ d dow P the l° n g hall and up the stairs and out under 
and ->n tj 1 ? S y ' • ru ins of a dead garden stretched towards the sea, 

noised ° Untam tbe hg ure °P a triton, green with rust, remained 
He C f e ’ P ounn g no thing out of a dried horn into an empty basin, 
oassed °j • n . Se j 11 that desolate outline against the evening sky as he 

than nntf n S f emed to him a type of fallen fortunes in more ways 

hnr it DC * Si l 011 ?’ doubtless, those hollow fonts would be filled 
flowerJL°i J L thc P aJe § reen hitter waters of the sea and the 
himself A?A bC i dr0W ? ed and Wrangled in seaweed. So, he had told 
shewonld C , daUg j j er , of th e Damaways might indeed be wedded; but 

sea. But no C k^ C ? d j d ^ d ! ath 311(1 a doom 88 deaf and ruthless as the 

w he laid a hand on the bronze triton that was like the hand 
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of a giant, and shook it as if he meant to hurl it over like an idol or an 
evil god of the garden, 

“What do you mean?” she asked steadily. “What is this word that 
will set us free?” 

“The word is murder.” he said, “and the freedom it brings is as fresh 
as the flowers of spring. No; I do not mean I have murdered anybody. 
But the fact that anybody can be murdered is itself good news, after the 
evil dreams you have been living in. Don’t you understand? In that 
dream of yours everything that happened to you came from inside you; 
the Doom of the Damaways was stored up in the Darnaways; it unfolded 
itself like a horrible flower. There was no escape even by happy accident; 
it was all inevitable; whether it was Vine and his old-wives’ tales, or 
Barnet and his new-fangled heredity. But this man who died was not 
the victim of a magic curse or an inherited madness. He was murdered; 
and for us that murder is simply an accident; yes, requiescat in pace: but 
a happy accident. It is a ray of daylight, because it comes from outside. 

She suddenly smiled. “Yes, I believe 1 understand. I suppose you are 
talking like a lunatic, but 1 understand. But who murdered him?” 

“I do not know,” he answered calmly, “but Father Brown knows. 
And as Father Brown says, murder is at least done by the will, free as 
that wind from the sea.” 

“Father Brown is a wonderful person,” she said after a pause; “he was 

the only person who ever brightened my existence in any way at all 

*1 > * 

until —— 

4 ‘Until what?” asked Payne, and made a movement almost impetuous, 
leaning towards her and thrusting away the bronze monster so that it 
seemed to rock on its pedestal. 

“Well, until you did,” she said and smiled again. 

So was the sleeping palace awakened, and it is no part of this story 
to describe the stages of its awakening, though much of it had come to 
pass before the dark of that evening had fallen upon the shore. As 
Harry Payne strode homewards once more, across those dark sands that 
he had crossed in so many moods, he was at the highest turn of happiness 
that is given in this mortal life, and the whole red sea within him was 
at the top of its tide. He would have had no difficulty in picturing an 
that place again in flower, and the bronze triton bright as a golden god an 
the fountain flowing with water or with wine. But all this ^brightness 
and blossoming had been unfolded for him by the one word murder, 
and it was still a word that he did not understand. He had taken it on 
trust, and he was not unwise; for he was one of those who have a sense 

of the sound of truth. . 

It was more than a month later that Payne returned to his London 
house to keep an appointment with Father Brown, taking the require 
photograph with him. His personal romance had prospered as wcD as 
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was fitting under the shadow of such a tragedy, and the shadow itself 
therefore lay rather more lightly on him; but it was hard to view it as 
anything but the shadow of a family fatality. In many ways he had been 
much occupied; and it was not until the Darnaway household had re¬ 
sumed its somewhat stern routine, and the portrait had long been restored 
to its place in die library, that lie had managed to photograph it with a 
magnesium flare. Before sending it to the antiquary, as originally 
arranged, he brought it to the priest who had so pressingly demanded 

it • 

I can’t understand your attitude about all this, Father Brown,” he 

ou act as if you had already solved the problem in some wav of 
your own. 7 

The priest shook his head mournfully. “Not a bit of it,” he answered, 
must every stupid, but I m quite stuck; stuck about the most practical 

point of all. It s a queer business; so simple up to a point and then_ 

1 a l°°k at diat photograph, will you?” 

,„?!t • j «° Se t0 lus screwed > short-sighted eyes for a moment, 

then said: Have you got a magnifying glass?” 

ayne produced one, and die priest looked through it intently for 
some time and then said: “Look at the title of that book at the edge of the 
ookshelf beside the frame: it’s ‘The History of Pope loan.’ Now, I 
won er .. . yes, by George; and the one above is something or other of 
Iceland. Lord! what a queer way to find it out! What a dolt and donkey 
was not to notice it when I was there!” 

4 * what have you found out?” asked Payne impatiently. 

V i C i ■ i ' sa ^ Father Brown, “and I’m not stuck any longer, 
now ” 1 know how that unhappy story went from first to last 

,,® ut why? insisted the other. 

Why because, said the priest with a smile, “the Darnaway library 
contained books about Pope Joan and Iceland, not to mention another 
see with the title beginning ‘The Religion of Frederick,’ which is 

ZfVH t0 Bh U P-” Then, seeing the other’s annoyance, his 
J e aded and he said more earnestly: 

a matter of fact, this last point, though it is the last link, is not the 

There were much more curious things in the case than 
• One of them is rather a curiosity of evidence. Let me begin by 
ayrng something that may surprise you. Darnaway did not. die at 
en o clock that evening. He had been already dead for a whole 

^ rat ^ er a word,” said Payne grimly, “since you and I 
( saw him walking about afterwards.” 

l 0, We ^ n< **” replied Father Brown quietly. “I think we both 

im, or thought we saw him, fussing about with the focussm * of 

6 Vl 
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nis camera. Wasn t his head under that black cloak when you passed 
through the room? It was when I did. And that’s why I felt there was 
something queer about the room and the figure. It wasn’t that the leg 
was crooked, but rather that it wasn’t crooked. It was dressed in the 
same sort of dark clothes; but if you see what you believe to be one man 
standing in the way that another man stands, you will think he’s in a 
strange and strained attitude.” 

“Do you really mean,” cried Payne widi something like a shudder, 
“that it was some unknown man?” 

“It was the murderer,” said Father Brown. “He had already killed 
Darnaway at daybreak and hid the corpse and himself in the dark room 
—an excellent hiding-place, because nobody normally goes into it or 
can see much if he does. But he let it fall out on the floor at seven 
o’clock, of course, that the whole thing might be explained by the 
curse.” 

“But I don’t understand,” observed Payne. “Why didn’t he kill him 
at seven o’clock then, instead of loading himself with a corpse for fourteen 
hours?” 

“Let me ask you another question,” said the priest. “Why was there 
no photograph taken? Because the murderer made sure of killing him 
when he first got up, and before he could take it. It was essential to the 
murderer to prevent that photograph reaching the expert on the Dam- 
away antiquities.” 

There was a sudden silence for a moment, and then the priest went 
on in a lower tone: 

“Don’t you see how simple it is? Why, you yourself saw one side of 
the possibility; but it’s simpler even than you thought You said a man 
might be faked to resemble an old picture. Surely it’s simpler that a 
picture should be faked to resemble a man. In plain words, it s true in a 
rather special way that there was no Doom of the Darnaways. There 
was no old picture; there was no old rhyme; there was no legend of a 
man who caused his wife’s death. But there was a very wicked and a 
very clever man who was willing to cause another man’s death in order 

to rob him of his promised wife.” tt 

The priest suddenly gave Payne a sad smile, as if in reassurance. F° r 
the moment I believe you thought I meant you,” he said, “but you were 
not the only person who haunted that house for sentimental reasons. 
You know the man, or rather you think you do. But there were depths 
in the man called Martin Wood, artist and antiquary, which none or his 
mere artistic acquaintances were likely to guess. Remember that he was 
called in to criticize and catalogue the pictures; in an aristocratic dust¬ 
bin of that sort that practically means simply to tell die Darnaways what 
art treasures they had got. They would not be surprised at tilings turn¬ 
ing up they had never noticed before. It had to be done well, and it was, 
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perhaps he was right when he said that if it wasn’t Holbein it was some- 
body of the same genius/’ 

I feel rather stunned,” said Payne; ‘‘and there are twenty tilings I 
on t see yet. How did he know what Darnaway looked like? How did 
e actually kill him? The doctors seem rather puzzled at present.” 

•. f P oto graph the lady had which the Australian sent on before 
. said the priest, and there are several ways in which he could have 
learned things when the new heir was once recognized. We may not 

ow these details; but they are not difficulties. You remember he used 
0 e P in the dark room; it seems to me an ideal place, say, to prick a 
man with a poisoned pin, with the poisons all handy. No; I say these were 
Dot ifficulties. The difficulty that stumped me was how Wood could be 
in two p aces at once. How could lie take the corpse from the dark-room 
ana prop it against the camera so that it would fall in a few seconds, 
j-'U out coming downstairs, when he was in the library looking out a 

lib . j 1 WaS SUch a f ° o1 that 1 never looked at tlle books in the 
ui ary an it was only in this photograph, by very undeserved good 

lu ck that I saw the simple fact of a book about Pope Joan.” 

ou ve ept your best riddle for the end,” said Payne grimly. “What 
on earth can Pope Joan have to do with it?” 

on t forget the book about the Something of Iceland,” advised the 

^ ° r re ^S* on somebody called Frederick. It only remains to 

son of man was the late Lord Darnaway.” 

* does it? observed Payne heavily. 

e was a cultivated, humorous sort of eccentric, I believe,” went 
on a er Brown, Being cultivated, he knew there was no such person 
_/»J oal l\ humorous, he was very likely to have thought 

? ^ c tu c ^ na kes of Iceland* or something else that didn’t exist, 

^venture to reconstruct the third title as ‘The Religion of Frederick the 

| re uT Which a k° doesn’t exist. Now, doesn’t it strike you that those 
°. c just the titles to put on the backs of books that didn’t exist; 

"“Ahr ^ T* ° n a u ^ )00 ^ case diat wasn’t a bookcase?” 

i.ij * cried Payne; “I see what you mean now. There was some 
Hidden staircase -_” 


Up to the room Wood himself selected as a dark room,” said the 
pnest nodding. Tm sorry. It couldn’t be helped. It’s dreadfully banal 
_ ^P 1 ^, as stupid as I have been on this pretty banal case. But we 

r|j rc ™ xe d up in a real musty old romance of decayed gentility and a 
_ Cn man i s on; and it was too much to hope that we could 

^ape Laving a secret passage. It was a priest’s hole; and I deserve to 
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VIII 

THE GHOST OF GIDEON WISE 

Father Brown always regarded the case as the queerest example of the 
theory of an alibi: the theory by which it is maintained, in defiance of 
the mythological Irish bird, that it is impossible for anybody to be in 
two places at once. To begin with, James Byrne, being an Irish journalist, 
was perhaps the nearest approximation to the Irish bird. He came as 
near as anybody could to being in two places at once: for he was in 
two places at the opposite extremes of the social and political world 
within the space of twenty minutes. The first was in the Babylonian 
halls of the big hotel, which was the meeting place of the three commer¬ 
cial magnates concerned with arranging for a coal lock-out and de¬ 
nouncing it as a coal-strike, the second was in a curious tavern, having the 
facade of a grocery store, where met the more subterranean triumvirate 
of those who would have been very glad to turn the lock-out into a 
strike—and the strike into a revolution. The reporter passed to and fro 
between the three millionaires and the three Bolshevist leaders with the 
immunity of the modem herald or the new ambassador. 

He found the three mining magnates hidden in a jungle of flowering 
plants and a forest of fluted and florid columns of gilded plaster;, gilded 
birdcages hung high under the painted domes amid the highest leaves 
of the palms; and in them were birds of motley colours and varied 
cries. No bird in the wilderness ever sang more unheeded, and no 
flower ever wasted its sweetness on the desert air more completely 
than the blossoms of those tall plants wasted theirs upon the brisk and 
breathless business men, mosdy American, who talked and ran to and 
fro in that place. And there, amid a riot of rococo ornament that no¬ 
body ever looked at, and a chatter of expensive foreign birds that no¬ 
body ever heard, and a mass of gorgeous upholstery and a labyrinth of 
luxurious architecture, the three men sat and talked of how success was 
founded on the thought and thrift and a vigilance of economy and self- 
control. One of them indeed did not talk so much as the others; but he 
watched with very bright and motionless eyes, which seemed to be 
pinched together by his pince-nez, and the permanent smile under his 
small black moustache was rather like a permanent sneer. This was the 
famous Jacob P. Stein, and he did not speak till he had something to say. 
But his companion, old Gallup the Pennsylvanian, a huge fat fellow 
with reverend grey hair but a face like a pugilist, talked a great deal. He 
was in a jovial mood and was half rallying, half bullying the third million¬ 
aire, Gideon Wise—a hard, dried, angular old bird of the type that his 
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countrymen compare to hickory, with a stiff grey chin-beard and the 

manners and clothes of any old armcr from the central plains. There was 

an old argument between Wise and Gallup about combination and 

competition. For old Wise still retained, with the manners of the old 

backwoodsman, something of his opinions of the old individualist; he 

belonged, as we should say in England, to the Manchester School; and 

Gallup was always trying to persuade him to cut out competition and 
pool the resources of the world. 

“You’ll have to come in, old fellow, sooner or later,” Gallup was 

saymg genially as Byrne entered. “It’s the way the world is going, and 

v. c ( in t go back to the one man business now. We’ve all got to stand 
together.” b 

If I might say a word, said Stein, in his tranquil way, “I would say 

there is something a little more urgent even than standing to<mther 

commercially Anyhow, we must stand together politically; and & that’s 

why I ve asked Mr. Byrne to meet us here to-day. On the political issue 

we must combine; for the simple reason that all our most dangerous 
enemies are already combined.” 

1 qune agree about political combination,” grumbled Gideon 

Wise. 

See here, said Stein to the journalist; “I know you have the run of 
these queer places Mr. Byme, and I want you to do sometiiing for us 
unofficially. You know where these men meet; there are only two or 

three of them that count, John Elias and Jake Halket, who does all the 
spouting, and perhaps that poet fellow, Horne.” 

“Why, Horne used to be a friend of Gideon,” said the jeering Mr 
Gallup; used to be in his Sunday School class or sometiiing 
“He was a Christian, then,” said old Gideon solemnly; ‘‘but when a 
man takes up with atheists you never know. I still meet him now and 
then. I was quite ready to back him against war and conscription and all 

Son 0t C ” UfSe ’ bUt WhCn 11 C ° meS t0 a11 the g° 1(lam bolshies in cre- 

Excuse me, interposed Stein, “the matter is rather urgent, so I hope 
you will excuse me putting it before Mr. Byme at once. Mr. Byme I 

may tell you in confidence that I hold information, or rather evidence 
that would land at least two of those men in prison for long terms in 
connexion with conspiracies, during the late war. I don’t want to use 
that evidence. But I want you to go to them quietly and tell them that I 

“wm/” , us< : lt to - m °rr°w, unless they alter their attitude.” 

Well, replied Byme, “what you propose would certainly be called 

compounding a felony and might be called blackmail. Don’t you think 
it is rather dangerous?* * } 

“I think it is rather dangerous for them,” said Stein with a snap- “and 

I want you to go and tell them so.” P ’ 
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“Oh, very well,” said Byrne standing up, with a half humorous sigh. 
“It’s all in the day’s work; but if I get into trouble, I warn you I shall 
try to drag you into it.” 

“You will try, boy,” said old Gallup with a hearty laugh. 

For so much still lingers of that great dream of Jefferson and the 
thing that men have called Democracy that in his country, while the 
rich rule like tyrants, the poor do not talk like slaves; but there is candour 
between the oppressor and the oppressed. 

The meeting-place of the revolutionists was a queer, bare, white¬ 
washed place, on the walls of which were one or two distorted uncouth 
sketches in black and white, in the style of something that was supposed 
to be Proletarian Art, of which not one proletarian in a million could 
have made head or tail. Perhaps the one point in common to the two 
council chambers was that both violated the American Constitution by 
the display of strong drink. Cocktails of various colours had stood 
before the diree millionaires. Halket, the most violent of the Bolshevists, 
thought it only appropiate to drink vodka. He was a long, hulking 
fellow with a menacing stoop, and his very profile was aggressive like 
a dog’s, the nose and lips thrust out together, the latter carrying a ragged 
red moustache and the whole curling outwards with perpetual scorn. 
John Elias was a dark watchful man in spectacles, with a black pointed 
beard; and he had learnt in many European cafes a taste for absinthe. 
The journalist’s first and last feeling was how very like each other, 
after all, were John Elias and Jacob P. Stein. They were so like in face and 
mind and manner, that the millionaire might have disappeared down a 
trap-door in the Babylon Hotel and come up again in the stronghold 
of the Bolshevists. 

The third man also had a curious taste in drinks, and his drink was 
symbolic of him. For what stood in front ot the poet Horne was a glass 
of milk , and its very mildness seemed in that setting to have something 
sinister about it, as if its opaque and colourless colour were of some 
leprous paste more poisonous than the dead sick green of absinthe. Yet 
in truth the mildness was so far genuine enough; for Henry Horne 
came to the camp of revolution along a very different road and from 
very different origins from those of Jake, the common tub-thumper, 
and Elias, the cosmopolitan wire-puller. He had had what is called a 
careful upbringing, had gone to chapel in liis childhood, and carrie 
through life a teetotalism which he could not shake off when be cast 
away such trifles as Christianity and marriage. He had fair hair and^a 
fine face that might have looked like Shelley, if he had not weakened the 
chin with a little foreign fringe of beard. Somehow the beard made 
him look more like a woman; it was as if those few golden hairs were all 
he could do. 

When the journalist entered the notorious Jake was talking as he 
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generally was. Home had uttered some casual and conventional phrase 
about Heaven forbid something or other, and this was quite enough 
to set fake off with a torrent of profanity. 

ic “Heaven forbid! and that's about all it bally well does do l ,, he said. 

“Heaven never does anything but forbid this, that and the other; forbids 

US to strike, and far bids us to fight, and forbids us to shoot the damned 

usurers anti blood-suckers where they sit. Why doesn’t Heaven forbid 

them something for a bit? Why don’t your damned priests and parsons 

vv H' up and tell the truth about these brutes for a change? Why doesn’t 
their precious God-” 

Elias allowed a gentle sigh, as o faint fatigue, to escape 
him. r 

Priests, he said, belonged, as Marx has shown, to the feudal stage 

of economic development and are therefore no longer really any part 

of the problem. The part once played by the priest is now played by the 
capitalist expert and-” 

Yes, interrupted the journalist, with his grim and ironic impartiality, 
jiud it s about time you knew that some of them are pretty expert in 
playing it. And without moving his own eyes from the bright but 
dead eyes of Elias, he told him of the threat of Stein. 

1 was prepared for something of that sort,” said the smiling Elias 
without moving; I may say quite prepared.” 

Dirty dogs! exploded Jake. “If a poor man said a thing like that 

he d go to penal servitude. But 1 reckon they’ll go somewhere worse 

efore they guess. If they don’t go to hell, I don’t know where the 
hell they’ll go to_” 

Horne made a movement of protest, perhaps not so much at what the 

man was saying as at what he was going to say, and Elias cut the speech 
short with cold exactitude. 

Civ . , 

t is quite unnecessary for us,” he said, looking at Byrne steadily 

s P cctac ^ es » “ to bandy threats with the other side. It is quite 
sufficient that their threats are quite ineffective so far as we are con¬ 
cerned. We also have made all our own arrangements, and some of 
em will not appear until they appear in action. So far as we are con- 

cei / ajl immediate rupture and an extreme trial of strength will be 
quite according to plan.” 

As he spoke in a quite quiet and dignified fashion, something in his 
motionless yellow face and Iris great goggles started a faint fear creeping 
Up the journalist's spine. Halkef s savage face might seem to have a snarl 
m its very silhouette when seen sideways; but when Seen face to face, 
t e smouldering rage in his eyes had also something of anxiety, as if the 
ethical and economic riddle were after all a little too much for him; 
and Horne seemed even more hung on wires of worry and self-criticism. 
ut a * Juut dm durd man with die goggles, who spoke so sensibly and 
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simply, there was something uncanny; it was like a dead man talking at 
the table. 

As Byrne went out with his message of defiance, and passed along the 
very narrow passage beside the grocery store, he found the end of it 
blocked by a strange though strangely familiar figure: short and sturdy, 
and looking rather quaint when seen in dark outline with its round head 
and wide hat. 

“Father Brown!” cried the astonished journalist. “I think you must 
have come into the wrong door. You’re not likely to be in this little 
conspiracy.” 

“Mine is a rather older conspiracy,” replied Father Brown smiling, 
“but it is quite a widespread conspiracy.” 

“Well,” replied Byrne, “you can’t imagine any of the people here 
being within a thousand miles of your concern.” 

“It’s not always easy to tell,” replied the priest equably; “but as a 
matter of fact, there is one person here who’s within an inch of it. 

He disappeared into the dark entrance and the journalist went on his 
way very much puzzled. He was still more puzzled by a small incident 
that happened to him as he turned into the hotel to make his report 
to his capitalist clients. The bower of blossoms and bird-cages in which 
those crabbed old gentlemen were embosomed was approached by a 
flight of marble steps, flanked by gilded nymphs and tritons. Down 
these steps ran an active young man with black hair, a snub nose and 
a flower in his buttonhole, who seized him and drew him aside before he 

could ascend the stair. 

“I say,” whispered the young man, “I’m Potter—old Gids secretary, 
you know: now, between ourselves, there is a sort of a thunderbolt 
being forged, isn’t there, now?” 

“1 came to the conclusion,” replied Byrne cautiously, “that the Cyclops 
had something on the anvil. But always remember that the Cyclops is 
a giant, but he has only one eye. I think Bolshevism is—— 

While he was speaking the secretary listened with a face that had a 
certain almost Mongolian immobility, despite the liveliness^ of his legs 
and his attire. But when Byrne said the word “Bolshevism,” the young 
man’s sharp eyes shifted and he said quickly: “What has that—oh yes, 
that sort of thunderbolt; so sorry, my mistake. So easy to say anvil when 

you mean ice-box.” , 

With which the extraordinary young man disappeared down tne 

steps and Byme continued to mount them, more and more mystification 

clouding his mind. , 

He found the group of three augmented to four by the presence o a 

hatchet-faced person with very thin straw-coloured hair and a monoc e, 
who appeared to be a sort of adviser to old Gallup, possibly his solicitor, 
though he was not de fini tely so called. His name was Nares, and e 
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ucstions which he directed towards Byrne referred chiefly, for some 
reason ° r other, to the number of those probably enrolled in the revolu¬ 
tionary organization. Of this, as Byrne knew little, he said less; and the 

1 men rually rose from their seats, the last word being with the 
man who had been most silent. 

Thank you, Mr. Byrne,” said Stein, folding up his eyeglasses. “It only 
remains to say that everything is ready; on that point I quite agree with 
Mr. Elias. To-morrow, before noon, the police will have arrested Mr. 
Elias, on evidence I shall by then have put before them, and those three 
at'least will be in jail before night. As you know, I attempted to avoid 
this course. I think that is all, gentlemen.” 

But Mr. Jacob P. Stein did not lay his formal information next day, 
^ or a rcason that has often interrupted the activities of such industrious 
characters. He did not do it because he happened to be dead; and none 
; l ^ lc rcs1: °1 r -he programme was carried out, for a reason which Byrne 
found displayed in gigantic letters when he opened his morning 
paper: Terrific Triple Murder : Three Millionaires Slain in One Night.” 
Other exclamatory phrases followed in smaller letters, only about four 
times the size of normal type, which insisted on the special feature of the 
mystery: the fact that the three men had been killed not only simul¬ 
taneously but in three widely separated places—Stein in his artistic and 
luxurious country seat a hundred miles inland, Wise outside the little 
bungalow on the coast where he lived on sea breezes and the simple 
me, and old Gallup in a thicket just outside the lodge-gates of his great 
house at the other end of the county. In all three cases there could be no 
(Jll ^ r a bout the scenes of violence that had preceded death, though the 
actual body of Gallup was not found till the second day, where it hung, 

} u 8 e horrible, amid the broken forks and branches of the little wood 
into which its weight had crashed, like a bison rushing on the spears: 
v hue W ise had clearly been flung over the cliff into the sea, not without a 
struggle, for his scraping and slipping footprints could still be traced 
upon the very brink. But the first signal of the tragedy had been the 
sight of his large limp straw hat, floating far out upon the waves and 
conspicuous from the cliffs above. Stein’s body also had at first eluded 
search, till a faint trail of blood led the investigators to a bath on the 
ancient Roman model he had been constructing in his garden; for he 

had been a man of an experimental turn of mind with a taste for anti¬ 
quities. 

Whatever he might think, Byrne was bound to admit that there was 
no legal evidence against anybody as things stood. A motive for murder 

cnou S tl * E yen a moral aptitude for murder was not enough, 
nd he could not conceive that pale young pacifist, Henry Horne, 
utchering another man by brutal violence, though he might imagine 
1 e blaspheming Jake and even the sneering Jew as capable of anything. 
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i iu police, and tne man who appeared to be assisting them (who was no 
other tlian the rather mysterious man with the monocle, who had been 
introduced as Mr. Nares), realized the position quite as clearly as the 
journalist. Tncy knew that at the moment the Bolshevist conspirators 
could not be prosecuted and convicted, and that it would be a highly 
sensational failure if they were prosecuted and acquitted. Nares started 
with an artful candour by calling them in some sense to the council, 
inviting them to a private conclave and asking them to give their opinions 
freely in the interests of humanity. He had started his investigations at 
the nearest scene of tragedy, the bungalow by the sea; and Byrne was 
permitted to be present at a curious scene, which was at once a peaceful 
parley of diplomatists and a veiled inquisition or putting of suspects to 
the question. Rather to Byrne’s surprise the incongruous company, 
seated round the table in the seaside bungalow, included the dumpy 
figure and owlish head of Father Brown, though his connexion with 
the affair did not appear until some time afterwards. The presence of 
young Potter, die dead man’s secretary, was more natural; yet somehow 
his demeanour was not quite so natural. He alone was quite familiar 
with their meeting-place, and was even in some grim sense dieir host; 
yet he offered little assistance or information. His round snub-nosed 
face wore an expression more like sulks than sorrow. 

Jake Halket as usual talked most; and a man of his type could not be 
expected to keep up the polite fiction that he and his friends were not 
accused. Young Home, in his more refined way, tried to restrain him 
when he began to abuse the men who had been murdered; but Jake was 
always quite as ready to roar down his friends as his foes. In a spout of 
blasphemies he relieved his soul of a very unofficial obituary notice of 
the late Gideon Wise. Elias sat quite still and apparently indifferent 
behind those spectacles that masked his eyes. 

“It would be useless, I suppose,” said Nares coldly, “to tell you that 
your remarks are indecent. It may affect you more if I tell you they 
are imprudent. You practically admit that you hated the dead man. 

“Going to put me in quod for that, are you?” jeered the demagogue. 
“All right. Only you’ll have to build a prison for a million men if you re 
going to jail all the poor people who had reason to hate Gid Wise. And 
you know it’s God truth as well as I do.” 

Nares was silent; and nobody spoke until Elias interposed with 
clear though faintly lisping drawl. 

“This appears to me to be a highly unprofitable discussion on 
sides,” he said. “You have summoned us here either to ask us for in¬ 
formation or to subject us to cross-examination. If you trust us, we tell 
you we have no information. If you distrust us, you must tell us of what 
we are accused, or have the politeness to keep the fact to yourselves. 
Nobody has been able to suggest the faintest trace of evidence connecting 
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any one of us with these tragedies any more than with the murder of 
Julius Caesar. You dare not arrest us, and you will not believe us. What 
is the good 01 our remaining here?” 

And he rose, calmly buttoning his coat, Ins friends following his 
example. As they went towards the door, young Horne turned back 
and faced the investigators for a moment with his pale fanatical face. 

I wish to say, he said, that I went to a filthy jail during the whole 
war because I would not consent to kill a man." 

With that they passed out, and the members of the group remainii <■ 
looked grimly at each other. & 

I hardly think,” said Father Brown, “that we remain entirely vic¬ 
torious, in spite of the retreat." 1 

“I don’t mind anything,” said Nares, “except being bullyragged by 

" 1 ■ | iicmous blackguard Halket. Home is a gentleman, anyhow. 

But whatever they say, I am dead certain they know; they are m it or 

most of them are. They almost admitted it. They taunted us with not 

being able to prove we’re right, much more than with being wrong. 
What do you think, Father Brown?” 5 

The person addressed looked across at Nares with a gaze almost dis- 
concertingly mild and meditative. 

“It is quite true,” he said, “that I have formed an idea that one pjr - 

ticu ar person knows more than he has told us. But I think it would be 
well it I did not mention his name just yet.” 

Nare’s eyeglass dropped from his eye, and he looked up sharply, 
is is unofficial so far, he said. I suppose you know that at a later 
stage if you withhold information, your position may be serious” 

My position is simple,” replied the priest. “I am here to look after 
the legitimate interests of my friend Halket. I think it will be in his in¬ 
terest, under the circumstances, if I tell you I think he will before Ion* 
sever his connexion with this organization, and cease to be a Socialist 

Catholic 6 ”^’ 1 haVC CVery rCaSOn t0 bdieVe he W ‘ 11 P robabl y end as a 

Halket!” exploded the other incredulously. “Why, he curses priests 
trom morning till night!” r 

1 don 1 tbink y°u quite understand that kind of man,” said Father 
Brown mildly ‘He curses priests for fading (in Ins opinion) to defy 

die whole world for justice. Why should he expect them to defy the 

ole world for justice, unless he had already begun to assume they 

ere what they are? But we haven’t met here to discuss the psychology 

conversion. 1 only mention this because it may simplify your task 
-perhaps narrow your search.” p y >our tasx 

Elial-and'ub U JOll 7 W r U narr ° W U 10 that narrow -faccd rascal 

bgdc?, ni tl." ' “ m ° re “ ai>y ’ — 


u 
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rather Brown sighed. “He always reminded me of poor Stein,” he 
said, ‘in fact I think he was some relation.” 

On, I say, began Nares, when his protest was cut short by the door 
L'Cmg Hung open, revealing once more the long loose figure and pale 

face of young Horne; but it seemed as if he had not merely his natural, 
out a new and unnatural pallor. 

Hullo, cried Nares, putting up his single eyeglass, "why have you 
come back again?” 

Horne crossed the room rather shakily without a word and sat down 
heavily in a chair. Then he said, as in a sort of daze: "I missed the others 
... I lost my way. I thought I d better come back.” 

The remains of evening refreshments were on the table, and Henry 
Horne, that lifelong Prohibitionist, poured himself out a wine-glassful 
of liqueur brandy and drank it at a gulp. 

"You seem upset,” said Father Brown. 

Horne had put his hands to his forehead and spoke as from under the 
shadow of it: he seemed to be speaking to the priest only, in a low voice. 

"I may as well tell you. I have seen a ghost.” 

|( A ghost! repeated Nares in astonishment. "Whose ghost?” 

The ghost of Gideon Wise, the master of this house,” answered Home 
more firmly, standing over the abyss into which he fell.” 

Oh, nonsense! said Nares; "no sensible person believes in ghosts. 

That is hardly exact, said Father Brown, smiling a little. "There is 
really quite as good evidence for many ghosts as there is for most crimes. 

"Well, it’s my business to run after the criminals,” said Nares radier 
roughly, and I will leave other people to run away from the ghosts. 

If anybody at this time of day chooses to be frightened of ghosts it s his 
affair.” 

"I didn’t say I was frightened of them, though I dare say I might 
be,” said Father Brown. "Nobody knows till he tries. I said I believed in 
them, at any rate, enough to want to hear more about this one. What, 
exactly, did you see, Mr. Horne?” 

"It was over there on the brink of those crumbling cliffs; you know 
there is a sort of gap or crevice just about the spot where he was thrown 
over. The others had gone on ahead, and I was crossing the moor 
towards the path along the cliff. I often went that way, for I liked seeing 
the high seas dash up against the crags. I thought little of it to-night, 
beyond wondering that the sea should be so rough on this sort of clear 
moonlight night. I could see the pale crests of spray appear and dis* 
appear as the great waves leapt up at the headland. Thrice I saw the 
momentary flash of foam in the moonlight and then I saw something 
inscrutable. The fourth flash of the silver foam seemed to be fixed in 
uie sky. It did not fall; I waited with insane intensity for it to fall* I 
fancied I was mad, and that time had been for me mysteriously arrested 
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or prolonged. Then I drew nearer, and then I think I screamed aloud 

For that suspended spray, like unfallen snowflakes, had fitted together 

uito a face and a figure, white as the shining leper in a legend, and 
terrible as the fixed lightning.” 

And it was Gideon Wise, you say?” 

Hume nodded without speech. There was a silence broken abrupt]'' 

by Nares rising to his feet; so abruptly indeed that he knocked a chair 
over. 

Oh, tliis is all nonsense,” he said, “but we’d better go out and see ” 

I won t go, said Home with sudden violence. “I'll never walk by 
that path again. ' 

“* all w* by that path to-night,” said the priest 

gravely; though ! will never deny it has been a perilous path ? to 
more people than one. r * 

“I will not. God, how you all goad me,” cried Home, and his eves 

began to roll m a strange fashion. He had risen with the rest, but he 
made no motion towards the door. 

‘Mr. Horne,” said Narcs firmly, “I am a police-officer, and this house 
though you may not know it, is surrounded by the police. I have tried 
o investigate in a friendly fashion, but I must investigate everything 

youyjl Tr’ S ° 7 “ 3 gh ° St - 1 mu$t ** you t0 take me t0 & 

There was another silence while Home stood heaving and pantine as 
with indescribable fears Then he suddenly sat down on his chair afain 
an sai wth an entirely new and much more composed voice: 

. 1 can t d ,° You n ^y just as well know why. You will know 

it sooner or later. I killed him.” > 

bnl° r ? (Mw there Was ^ stillness of a house struck by a thunder¬ 
bolt and full of corpses. Then the voice of Father Bro JsoundedTn 

that enormous sdence strangdy small like the squeak of a mouse 

Did you kill him deliberately?” he asked, 
chair °^ V C T. ° nC anSWCr , $Uch a fl uesti °n?” answered the man in the 

me* anvl 6 ^ lnS01lcnt * 1 bl0W ' 1 was on his la »d and I Sieve he struck 

was’ Jl * W r Cam ^ t0 a grap P le and he went over dl c cliff. When I 
that r, away from rlie scene it burst upon me that I had done a crime 

ani m me f fr0m men; the brand of Cain throbbed on my brow 
man \ b { a ? ; I 1 ^ ea,lzed for the hrst time that I had indeed killed a 

denjy ere k c n t C ^ ! ; Sh °, uld lla ^ to confess it sooner or later.” He sat sud- 

It is no use askin^mT’b W ‘ S3y notl ? ln S a S ainst anybody else. 
“In rl-i,. l- u "f l a ^° Ut p ots 0r accomplices—I will say nothin? ” 

lieve tw f ° d, ' r murders " Slid “it is difficult to L 

sent you there?” ' ,U ' K ! ° uri P rCTncdlti[cd - Surely somebody 
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I will say nothing against anybody I worked with,” said Horne 
proudly. 44 1 am a murderer, but I will not be a traitor.” 

Nares stepped between the man and the door and called out in an 
official fashion to someone outside. 

We will all go to the place, anyhow,” he said in a low voice to the 
secretary; ‘‘but this man must go in custody.” 

The company generally felt that to go spook-hunting on a sea-cliff 
was a very silly anti-climax after the confession of the murderer. But 
Nares, though the most sceptical and scornful of all, thought it his duty 
to leave no stone unturned; as one might say, no gravestone unturned. 
For, after all, that crumbling cliff was the only gravestone over the 
watery grave of poor Gideon Wise. Nares locked the door, being the 
last out of the house, and followed the rest across the moor to the cliff, 
when he was astonished to sec young Potter, the secretary, coming back 
quickly towards them, his face in the moonlight looking white as a 


moon. 

“By God, sir,” he said, speaking for the first time that night, “there 
really is something there. It—it’s just like him.” 

“Why, you’re raving,” gasped the detective. “Everybody’s raving. 

“Do you think I don’t know him when I see him?” cried the secretary 
with singular bitterness. “I have reason to.” 

“Perhaps,” said the detective sharply, “you are one of those who had 
reason to hate him, as Halket said.” 

“Perhaps,” said the secretary; “anyhow, I know him, and I tell you^I 
can see him standing there stark and staring under this hellish moon. 

And he pointed towards the crack in the cliffs, where they could already 
see something that might have been a moonbeam or a streak of foam, but 
which was already beginning to look a little more solid. They had crept 
a hundred yards nearer, and it was still motionless; but it looked like a 


statue in silver. 

Nares himself looked a little pale and seemed to stand debating what 
to do. Potter was frankly as much frightened as Home himself; and 
even Byrne, who was a hardened reporter, was rather reluctant to go 
any nearer if lie could help it. He could not help considering it a litt e 
quaint, therefore, that the only man who did not seem to be frightened 
of a ghost was the man who had said openly that he might be. For 
Father Brown was advancing as steadily, at his stumping pace, as if c 

were going to consult a notice-board. it , 

“It don’t seem to bother you much,” said Byrne to the priest; an 

yet I thought you were the only one who believed in spooks. 

“If it comes to that,” replied Father Brown, “I thought you were one 
who didn’t believe in them. But believing in ghosts is one thing, an 

believing in a ghost is quite another.” , 

Byrne looked rather ashamed of himself, and glanced almost cover y 
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1 ' ' 1 i |M 1 U ' kILuuis hi illc cold moonlight winch were the 
haunts of the vision or delusion. 

I didn t believe in it till I saw it/’ lie said. 

And I did believe in it till I saw it, said Father Brown. 

The journalist stared after him as he went stumping across the great 

waste ground that rose towards the cloven headland like the sloping 

side of a hill cut in two. Under the discolouring moon the grass looked 

like long grey hair all combed one way by the wind, and seeming to 

P (H1U tmv aids U!i place where the breaking cliff showed pale gleams of 

chalk in the grey-green turf, and where stood the pale figure or shining 

shade that none could yet understand. As yet that pale figure dominated 

* desolate ^ anc ^ sca P c ^at was empty except for the black square back 

and business-like figure of the priest advancing alone towards it. Then 

t e prisoner Horne broke suddenly from his captors with a piercing 

cry and ran ahead of the priest, falling on his knees before the 
spectre. 

I have confessed,” they heard him crying. “Why have you come 
to tell them 1 killed you?” 

f COmc ^ lcm Y ou did not,” said the ghost, and stretched 

orta a hand to him. Then the kneeling man sprang up with quite a new 
kind of scream; and they knew it was the hand o! flesh. 

, ^ v ‘ ,aN [ * K most n markable escape from death in recent records, said 
t e experienced detective and the no less experienced journalist. Yet, 
in a sense, it had been very simple after all. Flakes and shards of the cliff 
were continually falling away, and some had caught in the gigantic 
crevice, so as to form what was really a ledge or pocket in what was 
supposed to be a sheer drop through darkness to the sea. The old man, 
who was a very tough and wiry old man, had fallen on this lower shoulder 

r u u i ^ P asscc ^ a P rett Y terrible twenty-four hours in trying 
f° C l i • cra g s that constantly collapsed under him, but at length 
ormu by their very ruins a sort of stairway of escape. This might be 

exp. a nation of Homes optical illusion about a white wave that 
appeare and disappeared, and finally came to stay. But anyhow, there 
was ideon Wise, solid in bone and sinew, with his white hair and white 
USt y C0un try clothes and harsh country features, which were, how- 
cver, a great deal less harsh than usual. Perhaps it is good for million- 
aircs to spend twenty-four hours on a ledge of rock within a foot of 
c mity. Anyhow, he not only disclaimed all malice against the criminal, 

U } 8 ave a n account of the matter which considerably modified the 
crime. He declared that Horne had not thrown him over at all; that the 
comnnia y breaking ground had given way under him, and that Horne 

a<l n Vei l ma ° e SOlne rnov cment as of attempted rescue. 

n r P r °vidential bit of rock down there,” he said solemnly, “I 
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promised the Lord to forgive my enemies; and the Lord would think it 
mighty mean if I didn’t forgive a little accident like that.” 

Home had to depart under police supervision, of course, but the 
detective did not disguise from himself that the prisoner’s detention 
would probably be short, and his punishment, if any, trifling. It is 
not every murderer who can put the murdered man in the witness-box 
to give him a testimonial. 

“It’s a strange case,” said Byrne, as the detective and the others hastened 
along the cliff path towards the town. 

“It is,” said Father Brown. “It’s no business of ours; but I wish you’d 
stop with me and talk it over.” 

There was a silence and then Byme complied by saying suddenly: 
“I suppose you were thinking of Home already, when you said some¬ 
body wasn’t telling all he knew.” 

“When I said that,” replied his friend, “I was thinking of the ex¬ 
ceedingly silent Mr. Potter, the secretary of the no longer late or (shall 
we say) lamented Mr. Gideon Wise.” 

“Well, the only time Potter ever spoke to me I thought he was a 
lunatic,” said Byrne, staring, “but I never thought of his being a criminal. 
He said something about it all having to do with an ice-box. 

“Yes, I thought he knew something about it,” said Fadier Brown 
reflectively. “I never said he had anydiing to do with it. ... I suppose 
old Wise really is strong enough to have climbed out of that chasm. 

“What do you mean?” asked the astonished reporter. Why, of 
course he got out of that chasm; for there he is.” 

The priest did not answer the question but asked abrupdy: 

“What do you think of Home?” 

“Well, one can’t call him a criminal exacdy,” answered Byme. He 
never was at all like any criminal. I ever knew, and I’ve had some ex¬ 
perience; and, of course, Nares has had much more. I don t think we 

ever quite believed him a criminal.” 

“And 1 never believed in him in another capacity,” said the priest 

quiedy. “You may know more about criminals. But there s one class 

of people I probably do know more about than you do, or even Nares 

for that matter. I’ve known quite a lot of them, and I know their lit e 

) 5 

ways. . , 

“Another class of people,” repeated Byrne, mystified. Why, w at 

class do you know about?” 

Penitents,” said Father Brown. , * 

I don’t quite understand,” objected Byme. “Do you mean you on 

believe in his crime?” , i 

“I don’t believe in his confession,” said Father Brown. I ve .." Cal L 
good many confessions, and there was never a genuine one like a * 

It was romantic; it was all out of books. Look how he talked about having 


a 
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the brand of Cain. Thats out of books. Its not what anyone would 

feel who had in his own person done a thing hitherto horrible to him. 

Suppose you were an honest clerk or shop-boy shocked to feel that 

for the first time you d stolen money. Would you immediately reflect 

that your action was the same as that of Barabbas? Suppose you'd killed 

a child in some ghastly anger. Would you go back through history, till 

you could identify your action with that of an Idumean potentate named 

J jei od? Believe me, our own crimes are far too hideously private and 

prosaic to make our first thoughts turn towards historical parallels, 

however apt. And why did he go out of his way to say he would not 

give his colleagues away? Even in saying so, he was giving them away. 

Nooody had asked him so far to give away anything or anybody. No; 

1 don t think he was genuine, and I wouldn’t give him absolution. A 

nice state of things, if people started getting absolved for what they 

hadn t done. And Father Brown, his head turned away, looked steadily 
out to sea. 

But I don't understand what you're driving at," cried Byrne. “What’s 

the good of buzzing round him with suspicions when he’s pardoned? 
He s out of it anyhow. He’s quite safe." 

^ tiKr Brown spun round like a teetotum and caught his friend by the 
C(UC xvlt; h unexpected and inexplicable excitement. 

That s it, he cried emphatically. “Freeze on to that! He’s quite 
safe. He s out of it. That’s why he’s the key o! the whole puzzle." 
^Oh, help," said Byrne feebly. 

I ^rnean, persisted the little priest, “he’s in it because he’s out of it. 
That s the whole explanation." 

And a very lucid explanation too," said the journalist with feeling. 

They stood looking out to sea for a time in silence, and then Father 
Brown said cheerfully: 

w ** A J | 

And so we come back to the ice-box. Where you have all gone 
wrong from the first in this business is where a good many of the papers 
and the public men do go wrong. It’s because you assumed that there is 
nothing whatever in the modem world to fight about except Bol- 
s evism. This story has nothing whatever to do with Bolshevism; ex¬ 
cept perhaps as a blind." 

I don t see how that can be," remonstrated Byrne. “Here you have 

t ic three millionaires in that one business murdered-" 

No! said the priest in a sharp ringing voice. “You do not. That is 
1 1 L point. You do not have three millionaires murdered. You have 
two millionaires murdered; and you have the third millionaire very 
inuch alive and kicking and quite ready to kick. And you have that 
\ lr j ^millionaire freed for ever from the threat that was thrown at his 
ead before your very face, in playfully polite terms, and in that con¬ 
versation you described as taking place in the hotel. Gallup and Stein 
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threatened the more old-fashioned and independent old huckster that if 
he would not come into their combine they would freeze him out. 
Hence the ice-box, of course.” 

After a pause he went on. “There is undoubtedly a Bolshevist move¬ 
ment in the modern world, and it must undoubtedly be resisted, though I 
do not believe very much in your way of resisting it. But what nobody 
notices is that there is another movement equally modern and equally 
moving: the great movement towards monopoly or the turning of all 
trades into trusts. That also is a revolution. That also produces what 
all revolutions produce. Men will kill for that and against that, as they 
do for and against Bolshevism. It has its ultimatums and its invasions and 
its executions. These trust magnates have their courts like kings; they 
have their bodyguard and bravos; they have their spies in the enemy camp. 
Home was one of old Gideon’s spies in one of the enemy camps; but he 
was used here against another enemy: the rivals who were ruining him 
for standing out.” 

“I still don’t quite see how he was used,” said Byrne, “or what was the 
good of it.” 

“Don’t you see,” cried Father Brown sharply, “that they gave each 
other an alibi?” 


Byrne still looked at him a little doubtfully, though understanding 
was dawning on his face. 

“That’s what I mean,” continued the other, “when I say they were in 
it because they were out of it. Most people would say they must be out of 
the other two crimes, because they were in this one. As a fact, they were 
in the other two because they were out of this one; because this one never 
happened at all. A very queer, improbable sort of alibi, of course; 
improbable and therefore impenetrable. Most people would say a man 
who confesses a murder must be sincere; a man who forgives his murderer 
must be sincere. Nobody would think of the notion that the thing never 
happened, so that one man had nothing to forgive and the other nothing 
to fear. They were fixed here for that night by a story against them- 
selves. But they were not here that night; for Horne was murdering old 
Gallup in the wood, while Wise was strangling that little Jew in his 
Roman bath. That’s why I ask whether Wise was really strong enoug 


for the climbing adventure.” 

“It was quite a good adventure,” said Byrne regretfully. It fitted into 

the landscape, and was really very convincing. 

“Too convincing to convince,” said Father Brown, shaking his hea • 
“How very vivid was that moonlit foam flung up and turning to a 
ghost. And how very literary! Home is a sneak and a skunk, but do not 
forget that, like many other sneaks and skunks in history, he is also a 
poet/' 
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Flambeau, once the most famous criminal in France and later a very 
|' ri ' detective in England, had long retired irom both professions. 
Some say a career of crime had left him with too many scruples for a 
career of detection. Anyhow, after a life of romantic escapes and tricks 

jj eVaSi °- n ’ ^ en ded at w ^ at some might consider an appropriate 
address: in a castle in Spain. The castle, however, was solid though rel¬ 
atively small; and the black vineyard and green stripes of kitchen garden 
covered a respectable square on the brown hillside. For Flambeau, after 
all his violent adventures, still possessed what is possessed by so many 

atins, what is absent (for instance) in so many Americans, the energy 
to retire. It can be seen in many a large hotel-proprietor whose one 
ambition is to be a small peasant. It can be seen in many a French pro¬ 
vincial shopkeeper, who pauses at the moment when he might develop 
into a detestable millionaire and buy a street of shops, to fall back quietly 
and comfortably on domesticity and dominoes. Flambeau had casually 
alRl a “ ,losC abruptly fallen in love with a Spanish Lady, married and 
brought up a large family on a Spanish estate, without displaying any 
apparent desire to stray again beyond its borders. But on one particular 
morning he was observed by his family to be unusually restless and 
excited; and lie outran the little boys and descended the greater part of 
the long mountain slope to meet the visitor who was coming across the 
valley; even when the visitor was still a black dot in the distance. 

. T ^ e black dot gradually increased in size without very much altering 
m the shape; for it continued, roughly speaking, to be both round and 

Kit V k‘ aC k clothes ot clerics were not unknown upon those 
bills; but these clothes, however clerical, had about them something at 
once commonplace and yet almost jaunty in comparison with the cas¬ 
sock or soutane, and marked the wearer as a man from the north¬ 
western islands, as clearly as if he had been labelled Clapham Junction. 

a s b° rt jbick umbrella with a knob like a club, at the sight of 
which his Latin friend almost shed tears of sentiment; for it had figured 
in many adventures that they shared long ago. For this was the French¬ 
man s English friend, Father Brown, paying a long-desired but long- 

delayed visit. They had corresponded constantly, but they had not met 
tor years. 

Father Brown was soon established in the family circle, winch was 
quite large enough to give the general sense of company or a com- 
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munity. He was introduced to the big wooden images of the Three 
ICings, of painted and gilded wood, who bring the gifts to the children 
at Christmas; for Spain is a country where the affairs of the children 
bulk large in the life of the home. He was introduced to the dog and 
the cat and the live-stock on the farm. But he was also, as it happened, 
introduced to one neighbour who, like himself, had brought into that 
valley the garb and manners of distant lands. 

It was on the third night of the priest’s stay at the little chateau that he 
beheld a stately stranger who paid his respects to the Spanish household 
with bows that no Spanish grandee could emulate. He was a tall, thin, 
grey-haired and very handsome gentleman, and his hands, cufis and 
cuff-links had something overpowering in their polish. But his long 
face had nothing of that languor which is associated with long cuffs 
and manicuring in the caricatures of our own country. It was rather 
arrestingly alert and keen; and the eyes had an innocent intensity of in¬ 
quiry that does not go often with grey hairs. That alone might have 
marked the man’s nationality, as well the nasal note in his refined voice 
and his rattier too ready assumption of the vast antiquity of all the 
European things around him. This was, indeed, no less a person than 
Mr. Grandison Chace, of Boston, an American traveller who had halted 
for a time in his American travels by taking a lease of the adjoining 
estate; a somewhat similar castle on a somewhat similar hill. He de¬ 
lighted in his old castle, and he regarded his friendly neighbour as a 
local antiquity of the same type. For Flambeau managed, as we have 
said, really to look retired in the sense of rooted. He might have grown 
there with his own vine and fig-tree for ages. He had resumed his real 
family name of Duroc; for the other title of “The Torch had only been 
a nom de guerre, like that under which such a man will often wage war 
on society. He was fond of his wife and family; he never went farmer 
afield than was needed for a little shooting; and he seemed, to the American 
globe-trotter, the embodiment of that cult of a sunny respectability and 
a temperate luxury, which the American was wise enough to see an 
admire in the Mediterranean peoples. The rolling stone from the West 
was glad to rest for a moment on this rock in the South that had gathered 
so very much moss. But Mr. Chace had heard of Father Brown, and 
tone faintly changed, as towards a celebrity. The interviewing histmct 
awoke, tactful but tense, if he did try to draw Father Brown, as c 
were a tooth, it was done with die most dexterous and painless American 

dentistry. 

They were sitting in a sort of partly unroofed outer court of the house, 
such as often forms the entrance to Spanish houses. It was dusk turning 
to dark; and as all that mountain air sharpens suddenly after sunset, a 
small stove stood on the flagstones, glowing with red eyes like a gob ui, 
and painting a red pattern on the pavement; but scarcely a ray or it 
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readied the lower bricks of the great bare, brown brick wall that went 
soaring up above them into the deep blue night. Flambeau’s big broad- 
shouldered figure and great moustaches, like sabres, could be traced 
dimly in the twilight, as he moved about, drawing dark wine from a 
peat cask and handing it round. In his shadow, the priest looked very 

I 111 1 small, as if huddled over the stove; but the American visitor 
leaned forward elegantly with his elbow on his knee and his fine pointed 
eatures in the full light; his eyes shone with inquisitive intelligence. 

. 1 0311355111-6 y° u > sir >” he was saying, “we consider your achievement 
in the matter of the Moonshine Murder the most remarkable triumph in 
the history of detective science.* * 

Father Brown murmured something; some might have imagined that 
tlie murmur was a little like a moan. 

II W ? weU ac quainted,” went on the stranger firmly, “with the 
aUeged achievements of Dupin and others; and with those of Lecocq, 

er oc olmes, Nicholas Carter, and other imaginative incarnations 
or the cratt. But we observe there is in many ways, a marked difference 
Detween your own method of approach and that of these other thinkers, 

Cr 1C ^ 0U ^ °r actual. Some have spec*lated, sir, as to whether the 
niiterence of method may perhaps involve rather the absence of method.” 

father Brown was silent; then he started a little, almost as if he had been 
no mg over the stove, and said: “1 beg your pardon. Yes. . .. Absence 
° method.. . . Absence of mind, too, fm afraid.” 

. . s 0t ™ say of strictly tabulated scientific method,” went on the 

inquirer. Edgar Poe throws off several little essays in a conversational 

orm, explaining Dupin s method, with its fine links of logic. Dr. 

atson lad to listen to some pretty exact expositions of Holmes *s method 

wit its observation of material details. But nobody seems to have got 

on to any full account of your method, Father Brown, and I was in- 

ormc you declined the offer to give a series of lectures in the States 
on the matter. 

Yes, said the priest, frowning at the stove; “I declined.** 

ql our 4 ^ usa ^ gave rise to a remarkable lot of interesting talk,** remarked 
ace. I may say that some of our people are saying your science 
can t e expounded, because it’s something more than just natural science. 

tfj S . a y y°“ r sc crct s not to be divulged, as being occult in its character.** 
what? asked Father Brown, rather sharply. 

y* kind of esoteric, * replied the ocher. “I can tell you, people 
go considerably worked up about Gallup’s murder, and Stein’s murder, 

anrl 1 ^ °li man ^ erton s niurder, and now Judge Gwynne’s murder, 
Anrl^ 1 ou k e murder by Dalmon, who was well known in the States. 
t i]. ere y°u, °n the spot every time, slap in the middle of it; 

1 ln & everybody how it was done and never telling anybody how you 

1UV SOine People got to think you knew without looking, so to 
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speak. And Carlotta Brownson gave a lecture on Thought-Forms 
with illustrations from these cases of yours. The Second Sight Sister¬ 
hood of Indianapolis-” 

Father Brown, was still staring at the stove; then he said quite loud 
yet as if hardly aware that anyone heard him: 

“Oh, I say. This will never do.” 

“I don’t exactly know how it’s to be helped,” said Mr. Chace humor¬ 
ously. “The Second Sight Sisterhood want a lot of holding down. The 
only way I can think of stopping it is for you to tell us the secret after 
all.” 


Father Brown groaned. He put his head on his hands and remained a 
moment, as if full of a silent convulsion of thought. Then he lifted his 
head and said in a dull voice: 

“Very well. I must tell the secret.” 

His eyes rolled darkly over the whole darkling scene, from the red 
eyes of the little stove to the stark expanse of the ancient wall, over which 
were standing out, more and more brightly, the strong stars of the 

south. 

“The secret is,” he said; and then stopped as if unable to go on. Then 

he began again and said: 

“You see, it was I who killed all those people.” 

“What?” repeated the other, in a small voice out of a vast silence. 
“You see, I nad murdered them all myself,” explained Father Brown 

patiently. “So, of course, I knew how it was done.” 

Grandison Chace had risen to his great height like a man lifted to the 
ceiling by a sort of slow explosion. Staring down at the other he re¬ 
peated his incredulous question. ( , 

“I had planned out each of the crimes very carefully,” went on Father 

Brown, “I had thought out exactly how a thing like that could be done, 
and in what style or state of mind a man could really do it. And when 
was quite sure that I felt exactly like die murderer myself, of course 

knew who he was. 


Chace gradually released a sort of broken sigh. ... 

“You frightened me all right,” he said. “For the minute I «ally * 

think you meant you were the murderer. Just for the minute 
saw it splashed over all the papers in the States: Saindy Sleut X P?^, 
as Killer: Hundred Crimes of Father Brown.’ Why, of course, * 
just a figure of speech and means you tried to reconstruct the psy 

bgy * 9 - 

Father Brown rapped sharply on the stove with the short pipe he was 
about to fill; one of his very rare spasms of annoyance contracted n 

face. C 

“No, no, no,” he said, almost angrily; “I don t mean just a figure o 

TVik k whar mmM of rrvincr to talk about deep things. 
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What's the good of words . . . ? If you try to talk about a truth that's 
merely moral, people always think it s merely metaphorical. A real 
man witli two legs once said to me: ‘I only believe in the Holy 
Ghost in a spiritual sense/ Naturally, I said: ‘In what other seme could 
you believe it?' And then he thought I meant he needn't believe in 
anything except evolution, or ethical fellowship, or some bilge. 

1 mean that I really did see myself, and my real self, committing the 
murders, I didn t actually kill the men by material means; but that’s not 
the point. Any brick or bit of machinery might have killed them by 
material means. I mean that I thought and thought about how a man 
might come to be like that, until I realized that I really was like that, in 
everything except actual final consent to the action. It was once suggested 
to me by a friend of mine, as a sort o£ religious exercise. I believe he got 
it from Pope Leo XIII, who was always rather a hero of mine/’ 

l I m sai ^ ^ ie American, in tones that were still doubtful, and 

kee PJfg e Y e on the priest rather as if he were a wild animal, ‘‘that 

; L U u ^ 1 avc 10 explain a lot to me belore I knew what you were talking 
about. The science of detection-” 

^° Wn sna PPf^ ^is ^g ers with the same animated annoyance. 

CTiC d; “that’s just where we part company. Science is a 
grand thing when you can get it; in its real sense one of the grandest 

Vv Ur s U1 ^ 1C world. But what do these men mean, nine times out of ten, 
^l cn y usc h nowadays? When they say detection is a science? 
hen they say criminology is a science? They mean getting outside a 
a ™ studying him as if he were a gigantic insect: in what diey would 
5 . a , a ^hy impartial light, in what I should call a dead and dehumanized 
*g ^ They mean getting a long way off him, as if he were a distant 
prehistoric monster; staring at the shape of his ‘criminal skull’ as if it 
were a sort of eerie growth, like the horn on a rhinoceros’s nose. When 
? statist about a type, he never means himself, but always his 
neighbour; probably his poorer neighbour. I don’t deny the dry light 
ma y S0l ttcUmes do good; though in one sense it’s the very reverse of 
science. So far from being knowledge, it’s actually suppression of what 
We know. It s treating a friend as a stranger, and pretending that some¬ 
th mg familiar is really remote and mysterious. It’s like saying diat a man 
ias a proboscis between the eyes, or that he falls down in a fit of in¬ 
sensibility once every twenty-four hours. Well, what you call ‘the 
secret is exaedy the opposite. I don’t try to get outside the man. I try 
t0 8 et inside the murderer. . . . Indeed it’s much more than that, don’t 
^ cc * 1 am inside a man. I am always inside a man, moving his arms 
^ l e g s ; but I wait till I know I am inside a murderer, thinking his 
oughts, wrestling with his passions; dll I have bent myself into the 
^ostuxe of his hunched and peering hatred; till I see the world with his 
oodshot and squinting eyes, looking between the blinkers of his half- 
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witted concentration; looking up the short and sharp perspective of a 
straight road to a pool of blood. Till I am really a murderer.” 

“Oh,” said Mr. Chace, regarding him with a long, grim face, and 
added: “And that is what you call a religious exercise.” 

“Yes,” said Father Brown; “that is what I call a religious exercise.” 

After an instant’s silence he resumed: “It’s so real a religious exercise 
that I’d rather not have said anything about it. But I simply couldn’t have 
you going off and telling all your countrymen that I had a secret magic 
connected with Thought-Forms, could I? I’ve put it badly, but it’s true. 
No man’s really any good till he knows how bad he is, or might be; 
till he’s realized exactly how much right he has to all this snobbery, and 
sneering, and talking about ‘criminals,’ as if they were apes in a forest 
ten thousand miles away; till he’s got rid of all the dirty self-deception 
of talking about low types and deficient skulls; till he’s squeezed out of 
his soul the last drop of the oil of the Pharisees; till his only hope is some¬ 
how or other to have captured one criminal, and kept him safe and sane 
under his own hat.” 

Flambeau came forward and filled a great goblet with Spanish wine 
and set it before his friend, as he had already set one before his fellow 
guest. Then he himself spoke for the first time: 

“I believe Father Brown has had a new batch of mysteries. We were 
talking about them the odier day, I fancy. He has been dealing with some 

queer people since we last met.” (j 

“Yes; I know the stories more or less—but not the application, said 
Chace, lifting his glass thoughtfully. “Can you give me any examples, I 
wonder.... I mean, did you deal with this last batch in that introspec¬ 
tive style?” 

Father Brown also lifted his glass, and the glow of the fire turned the 
red wine transparent, like die glorious blood-red glass of a martyrs 
window. The red flame seemed to hold his eyes and absorb his gaze 
that sank deeper and deeper into it, as if that single cup held a red sea 0 
the blood of all men, and his soul were a diver, ever plunging in dark 
humility and inverted imagination, lower than its lowest monsters an 
its most ancient slime. In that cup, as in a red mirror, he saw many things, 
the doings of his last days moved in crimson shadows; the examples that 
his companions demanded danced in symbolic shapes; and there passe 
before him all the stories that are told here. Now, die luminous wine 
was like a vast red sunset upon dark red sands, where stood dark figurw 
of men; one was fallen and anodier running towards him. Then * 
sunset seemed to break up into patches: red lanterns swinging from gar en 
trees and a pond gleaming red with reflection; and then all the co our 
seemed to cluster again into a great rose of red crystal, a jewel 
irradiated the world like a red sun, save for the shadow of a tall figure 
with a high head-dress as of some prehistdric priest; and then faded again 
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till notliing was left but a flame of wild red beard blowing in the wind 

upon a wild grey moor. All these things, which may be seen later from 

other angles and in other moods than his own, rose up in Ins memory 

at the challenge and began to form themselves into anecdotes and argu¬ 
ments. & 

Yes, he said, as he raised the wine cup slowly to his lips, “1 can 
remember pretty well-” 


I 

THE MIRROR OF THE MAGISTRATE 

James Bagshaw and Wilfred Underhill were old friends, and were fond 

o rambling through the streets at night, talking interminably as they 

turned corner after corner in the silent and seemingly lifeless labyrinth 

of the large suburb in which they lived. The former, a big, dark, good- 

umoured man with a strip of black moustache, was a professional 

police detective; the latter, a sharp-faced, sensitive-looking gentleman 

v*ith light hair, was an amateur interested in detection. It will come as 

J s 10c k t0 the readers of the best scientific romance to learn that it was the 

policeman who was talking and the amateur who was listening, even 
with a certain respect. 

Ours is the only trade,” said Bagshaw, “in which the professional 
is always supposed to be wrong. After all, people don’t write stones in 
which hairdressers can’t cut hair and have to be helped by a customer; 
or in which a cabman can’t drive a cab until his fare explains to him the 
philosophy of cab-driving. For all that, I’d never deny that we often tend 
to get into a rut: or, in other words, have the disadvantages of going by 
a rule. Where the romancers are wrong is, that they don’t allow us even 
the advantages of going by a rule.” 

Surely, said Underhill, “Sherlock Holmes would say that he went 
by a logical rule.” 

He may be right,” answered the other; “but I mean a collective 
rule. It s like the staff work of an army. We pool our information.” 

And you don’t think detective stories allow for that?” asked his 

friend. 

Well, let s take any imaginary case of Sherlock Holmes, and Les- 
trade, die official detective. Sherlock Holmes, let us say, can guess that 
a total stranger crossing the street is a foreigner, merely because he 
seems to look for the traffic to go to the right instead of the left. I’m quite 
ready to admit Holmes might guess that. I’m quite sure Lestrade wouldn't 
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guess anything of the kind. But what they leave out is the fact that the 
policeman, who couldn’t guess, might very probably know. Lestrade 
might know the man was a foreigner merely because his department 
has to keep an eye on all foreigners; some would say on all natives, too. 
As a policeman I m glad the police know so much; for every man wants 
to do his own job well. But as a citizen, I sometimes wonder whether 
they don’t know too much.” 

“You don’t seriously mean to say,” cried Underhill incredulously, 
“that you know anything about strange people in a strange street. That 
if a man walked out of that house over there, you would know anything 
about him?” 

“I should if he was die householder,” answered Bagshaw. “That 
house is rented by a literary man of Anglo-Roumanian extraction, who 
generally lives in Paris, but is over here in connexion with some poetical 
play of his. His name’s Osric Orm, one of the new poets, and pretty 
steep to read, 1 believe.” 

“But I mean all the people down the road,” said his companion. “I 
was thinking how strange and new and nameless everything looks, with 
these high blank walls and these houses lost in large gardens. You can’t 
know all of them.” 


“I know a few,” answered Bagshaw. “This garden wall we’re walking 
under is at the end of the grounds of Sir Humphrey Gwynne, better 
known as Mr. Justice Gwynne, the old judge who made such a row 
about spying during the war. The house next door to it belongs to a 
wealthy cigar merchant. He comes from Spanish-America and looks 
very swarthy and Spanish himself; but he bears the very English name 
of Buller. The house beyond that—did you hear that noise?” 

“I heard something,” said Underhill, “but I really don’t know what it 


was. 

“I know what it was,” replied the detective, “it was a rather heavy 
revolver, fired twice, followed by a cry for help. And it came straight 
out of the back garden of Mr. Justice Gwynne, that paradise of peace 
and legality.” 

He looked up and down the street sharply and then added: 

“And the only gate of the back garden is half a mile round on the 
other side. I wish this wall were a little lower, or I were a little lighter; 
but it’s got to be tried.” 

“It is lower a little farther on,” said Underhill, “and there seems to be 
a tree that looks helpful.” 

They moved hastily along and found a place where the wall seemed to 
stoop abrupdy, almost as if it had half-sunk into the earth; and a garden 
tree, flamboyant with the gayest garden blossom, straggled out of the 
dark enclosure and was gilded by the gleam of a solitary street-lamp. 
Bagshaw caught the crooked branch and threw one leg over the low 
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wall, and the next moment they stood knee-deep amid die snapping 
plants of a garden border. rr 0 

The garden of Mr. Justice Gwynne by night was rather a singular 
spectacle. It was large and lay on the empty edge of the suburb, in the 
shadow of a tall, dark house that was the last in its line of houses. The 
house was literally dark being shuttered and unlighted, at least on the 
side overlooking the garden. But the garden itself, which lay in its shadow 
and should nave been a tract of absolute darkness, showed a random 
g itter, like that of fading iireworks; as if a giant rocket had fallen in fire 
among the trees. As they advanced they were able to locate it as the light 
of several coloured lamps, entangled in the trees like the jewel fruits of 
. addin and especially as the light from a small, round lake or pond 
which gleamed with pale colours as if a lamp were kindled under it.’ 

illuminated ” ng 2 Undcrhl11 - “ The g a ^en seems to be 

“No,” answered Bagshaw. “It’s a hobby of his, and I believe he prefers 
to do it when he s alone. He likes playing with a little plant of electricity 

coloured lamps are rather more often a sign he’s not to be disturbed.” 
“r>° rt j t j , gcr s ’g na k> suggested the other. 

JZ.™ 1 “ lfrl,d ‘ hCy lrC <U "*“ Signals! ” and he be 8>n 

oftriTfi }“?}* “ W wbat hc l,ad sccn - TIk °P ji «Knt ling 

was broken by two black stripes ot streaks which soon proved them- 

bC th ' T', bla f k le f of 1 »n head downwards into 
the hollow, with the head in the pond. 

Come on,” cried the detective sharply, “that looks to me like_” 

in the arrififiaTT hf ’ “ t ^ 3 , Cr ° SS the wde lawn - flatly luminous 

S W tS WaS traVC b . ng ^ St ? dily “ a bullet towards thc black 
g y he luminous pool, suddenly turned at a sharp angle and began 

co [T CVCn m °- rC ra P[ dl y, t0Wards tbe ^adow of the house. Underhill 
could not imagine what he meant by the altered direction The Z 

moment when the detective had vanished into the shadow of the 
cura-’ andB ° Ut ° f tl ! a , t obscurit y the sound a scuffle and a 

captive had evidently been escaping^ndfrT 
him rustling 6 lS dl h 8 ’/ hCn the ^ UI , cke . r ears of t,lc detective had heard 

“tt j l ??ii !» c a lirc ^ amon g bushes. 

nderhill, said the detective, “I wish you’d run on and see what’s 
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up by the pool. And now, who are you?”‘he asked, comine to a halt 
‘'What’s your name?” 

Michael Flood, said the stranger in a snappy fashion. He was an 
unnaturally jean little man, with a hooked nose too large for his face, 
which was colourless, like parchment, in contrast with the ginger colour 
of his hair. I ve got nothing to do with tills. I found him lying dead 
and I was scared; but I only came to interview him for a paper.” 

When you interview celebrities for the Press,” said Bagshaw, “do 
you generally climb over the garden wall?” 

And he pointed grimly to a trail of footprints coming and going along 
the path towards the flower bed. 

The man calling himself Flood wore an expression equally grim. 

An interviewer might very well get over the wall,” he said, “for I 

couldn t make anybody hear at the front door. The servant had gone 
out.” 

How do you know he’d gone out?” asked the detective suspiciously. 

Because, said Flood, with an almost unnatural calm, “I’m not the 
only person who gets over garden walls. It seems just possible that you 
did it yourself. But, anyhow, the servant did; for I’ve just this moment 
seen him drop over the wall, away on the other side of the garden, just 
by the garden door.” 

“Then why didn’t he use the garden door?” demanded the cross- 
examiner. 

“How should I know?” retorted Flood. “Because it was shut, I sup¬ 
pose. But you’d better ask him, not me; he’s coming towards the house 
at this minute.” 

There was, indeed, another shadowy figure beginning to be visible 
through the fire-shot gloaming, a squat, square-headed figure, wearing 
a red waistcoat as the most conscpicuous part of a rather shabby livery. 
He appeared to he making with unobtrusive haste towards a side-door 
in the house, until Bagshaw halloed to him to halt. He drew nearer to 
them very reluctantly, revealing a heavy, yellow face, with a touch of 
something Asiatic which was consonant with his flat, blue-black hair. 

Bagshaw turned abruptly to the man called Flood. “Is there anybody 
in this place,” he said, “who can testify to your identity?” 

“Not many, even in this country,” growled Flood. “I’ve only just 
come from Ireland; die only man I know round here is the priest at 
St. Dominic’s Church—Fadier Brown.” 

“Neither of you must leave this place,” said Bagshaw, and then added 
to the servant: “But you can go into the house and ring up St. Dominic s 
Presbytery and ask Father Brown if lie would mind coming round here 
at once. No tricks, mind.” 

While the energedc detective was securing the potential fugitives, 
his companion, at his direction, had hastened on to the actual scene of 
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the tragedy. It was a strange enough scene; and, indeed, if the tragedy 
had not been tragic it would have been highly fantastic. The dead man 
(tor the briefest examination proved him to be dead) lay with his head 

held ^! d ;„ Wh ,r e 'Vr ° f ^ ardfic ! al illu ">mation encircled the 
d with something of the appearance of an unholy halo The face 

was gaunt and rather sinister, the brow bald, and the scanty curls dark 

m the temple, Underhill had no difficulty**, recog^L ,|, c feZf 
he had seen m the many pottraits of Sit Humphrey Gwyie. The'dead 
man was in evemng-dress, and his long, black leg,, so thin as to be 
most sptdcry, were sprawling at different angles up the steep bank 

.had fallen. As by some weird whim of diabolical arabes 

h ' ,' b t>od "f thdymg out, very slosvly, into the luminous water in 
Und ril JU ' he i trans P lrent crimson of sunset clouds. 

abSlf Ithc kid W 7 S '° 0d Stan ” S d0W “ aI thd mac 

above him’on A e baric fo P r °i f T : standmg 

captive, and he had no difficulty in LSilf ,1 “ ^ , and hls ,rish 
the red waistocat. But the fourth figure had! son TfT “ SC ; vani in 

.ha. seemed strangely congruous t l that incong y * Tsv” “ 'Z7 

figure with a round face and a hat like a N , I Un u r f 
was, in fact, a priest; but there was somedtmg , |t ffiaVtelrii ft- * 

'*TEFrft 7 k W00dcu ' 11 thc ™ d of a Dan« o7Stffi h,m 

j leard Bagshaw saying to the priest: 

some”x 8 tent unfemlwin but , you m “;‘ rcalizc ‘hat he’s to 

d-d enter the garden in'an ^ b ' ~ b u. he 

Well, J think he s innocent mvself M saiJ th* ];^i« « * . * 
voire “Rnr r,f ^ t J li y^ir > saia tile little priest in a co ourle« 
V ° , “- ^ ut > °r course, I may be wrong.” 0uness 

( Why do you think he is innocent?” 

cleric^“You se^Tcu lcredit^n"a T “'l irr y g , ll . Iar fashion -” answered the 

be almost the only pcrstnlLffii did^ AlHh^ f°" “7' f But 1 *™> “ 
garden walls nowaday™ ' pC °l >le *“• » g« over 

“Wdy’^rFaih ” Bro™ T U t aI fasll ‘°? ? ” askcd the detecrive. 
came in by die l B o ™’ . loollln 8 at him with limpid gravity “I 

■Wo,” ] o f 1 7” com ' ‘"to house, thatwav " 

excuse me, said Bagshaw but dn^g it m«, wa /‘. 

came in, unless you pro nose r'r> mnf ma tter very much how you 
“Yes I think it L P " P i , C ° nfeSS to the murder?” 7 

1 came ’in at the front do th ® pnCSt f m,dl y- ‘ <The ^uth is, that when 

of you have seen h «m, m ™ ‘ d ° n,t tl,ink °f the test 

“What did you see?” m ’ g lt haVC SOmetll,n g to do with it.” 

I ‘aw a sort of general smash-up,” M id Father Brown in hi, mi | d 
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voice. A big looking-glass broken, and a small palm tree knocked over, 
and the pot smashed all over the floor. Somehow, it looked to me as if 
something had happened/* 

You are right/ said Bagshaw after a pause, “If you saw that, it 
certainly looks as if it had something to do with it.” 

And if it had anything to do with it,” said the priest very gently, 
it looks as if there was one person who had nothing to do with it; 
and that is Mr. Michael Flood, who entered the garden over the wall 
in an irregular fashion, and then tried to leave it in the same irregular 
fashion. It is his irregularity that makes me believe in his innocence.” 

“Let us go into the house,** said Bagshaw abruptly. 

As they passed in at the side-door, the servant leading the way, Bag¬ 
shaw fell back a pace or two and spoke to his friend. 

“Something odd about that servant,** he said. “Says his name is Green, 
though he doesn’t look it; but there seems no doubt he*s really Gwynne’s 
servant, apparently the only regular servant he had. But the queer thing 
is, that he flatly denied that his master was in the garden at all, dead or 
alive. Said the old judge had gone out to a grand legal dinner and 
couldn’t be home for hours, and gave that as his excuse for slipping 


out. 


a 


Did he,” asked Underhill, “give any excuse for his curious way of 
slipping in?” ' , 

‘No, none that I can make sense of,” answered the detective. I can t 
make him out. He seems to be scared of something.” 

Entering by the side-door, they found themselves at the inner end of 
the entrance hall, which ran along the side of the house and ended with 
the front door, surmounted by a dreary fanlight of the old-fashioned 
pattern. A faint, grey light was beginning to outline its radiation upon 
the darkness, like some dismal and discoloured sunrise; but what light 
there was in the hall came from a single, shaded lamp, also of an anti¬ 
quated sort, that stood on a bracket in a comer. By the light of this 
Bagshaw could distinguish the debris of which Brown had spoken. 
A tall palm, with long sweeping leaves, had fallen full length, and its 
dark red pot was shattered into shards. They lay littered on the carpet, 
along with pale and gleaming fragments of a broken mirror, of which 
the almost empty frame hung behind them on the wall at the end of the 
vestibule. At right angles to this entrance, and direedy opposite the 
side-door as they entered, was another and similar passage leading into 
the rest of the house. At the other end of it could be seen the telephone 
which the servant had used to summon the priest; and a half-open door, 
showing, even through the crack, the serried ranks of great leather-bound 
books, marked the entrance to the judge’s study. 

Bagshaw stood looking down at the fallen pot and the mingled frag¬ 
ments at Ills feet. 
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Kpr 7 °A K A ^ Ulte " u ht ” L he Said t0 the P riest; “ there ’ s been a struggle 
d«er U IilUbt UVe beCn a Stmggle between Gwynne and his mur- 

haj)penedhere/* mC ’'' $aid Father Brown modestl y« something had 

Yes, it s pretty clear what happened,” assented the detective “The 
murderer entered by the front door and found Gwynne- orobablv 

^: et ^ U u T t er L e was a death g ra PP le - possibly a c’hmceshoJ 
that Jut the glass, though they might have broken it with a strav kick nr 

anything. Gwynne managed to free himself and fled into the M rl n 

where he was pursued and shot frnally by the pond I fancv thfrT rh' 

other roo£s° ’ but ' ° f coursc ’ 1 must '“ok round the 

1,1 rooms, however, revealed verv lirHp u i_ 

drawer of lutomstic P ls »' he fiJT £[ 

front door, FathS BroTnkt'lmfhis^lJe roltfomd'uTand ^*' 

TT? P^’ed'‘mlhe slmi 
of the few Mr lv \r ! ' ed t0 cm phasize the dust and dingy floridiev 

bronze of the lamp die dull JJj !’ , g ” r ? St that dev oured the 

broken mirror. P> 8 d ^ gilmmered “» the frame of the 

They say it’s bad luck to break a looking-glass ” he said “TK;, I 1 
livery house of 01 -luck. There’s so 4 L g ab'ofdre vlrftn 

wM g -hou g h, rhe front door 

to somebody at the iod of a tree Tla* A, ■ r I. \ Were tadci ng 

the curious covered sLrf.lT.J . , f °", owc<1 ' “ d fo und that 

over-hanging the darker and* emptier sfees of the f'/ br f Cn brid 8 e ' 
round the corner of the house Lint/ • T g , ard ^ n U J ust cu rlcd 

i'& b S^ti,dLE bly ! 1 T 1 “ttS 

w Bi8!b ™ 
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in Lie small hours between night and morning; but he was not looking 
at the details of it just then. He was looking at the man who was found. 

As the man stood with his back turned—a small man in light grey 
clothes the one outstanding feature about him was a wonderful head of 
hair, as yellow and radiant as the head of a huge dandelion. It was 
literally outstanding like a halo, and something in that association made 
the face, when it was slowly and sulkily turned on them, rather a shock 
of contrast. That halo should have enclosed an oval face of the mildly 
angelic sort; but the face was crabbed and elderly with a powerful jowl 
and a short nose that somehow suggested the broken nose of a pugilist. 

This is Mr. Orm, the celebrated poet, I understand,” saia Father 

Brown, as calmly as if he were introducing two people in a drawing¬ 
room. 

Whoever he is, said Bagshaw, “I must trouble him to come with 
me and answer a few questions.” 

Mr. Osric Orm, the poet, was not a model of self-expression when it 
came to the answering of questions. There, in that comer of the old gar¬ 
den, as the grey twilight before dawn began to creep over the heavy 
hedges and the broken bridge, and afterwards in a succession of cir¬ 
cumstances and stages of legal inquiry that grew more and more ominous, 
he refused to say any tiling except that he had intended to call on Sir 
Humphrey GWynne, but had not done so because he could not get anyone 
to answer the bell. When it was pointed out that the door was practically 
open, he snorted. When it was hinted that the hour was somewhat late, 
he snarled. The little that he said was obscure, either because he really 
knew hardly any English, or because he knew better than to know any. 
His opinions seemed to be of a nihilistic and destructive sort, as was in- 
deed the tendency of his poetry for those who could follow it; and it 
seemed possible that his business with the judge, and perhaps his quarrel 
with the judge, had been something in the anarchist line. Gwynne was 
known to have had something of a mania about Bolshevist spies, as he 
had about German spies. Anyhow, one coincidence, only a few moments 
after his capture, confirmed Bagshaw in the impression that the case must 
be taken seriously. As they went out of the front gate into the street, they 
so happened to encounter yet another neighbour, Buller, the cigar 
merchant from next door, conspicuous by his brown, shrewd face and 
the unique orchid in his buttonhole; for he had a name in that branch of 
horticulture. Rather to the surprise of the rest, he hailed his neighbour, 
the poet, in a matter-of-fact manner, almost as if he had expected to see 
him. 

“Hallo, here we are again,” he said. “Had a long talk with old Gwynne, 

I suppose?” 

“Sir Humphrey Gwynne is dead,” said Bagshaw. “I am investigating 
the case and I must ask you to explain/* 
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Buller stood as still as the lamp-post beside him, possibly stiffened with 
surprise. The red end of his cigar brightened and darkened rhythmically, 
but his brown face was in shadow; when he spoke it was with quite a 
new voice. 

“I only mean/* he said, “that when 1 passed two hours ago Mr. Orm 
was going in at this gate to see Sir Humphrey.” 

* He says he hasn’t seen him yet,” observed Bagshaw, “or even been 
into* the house.” 

“It’s a long time to stand on the door-step,” observed Buller. 

Yes,” said Father Brown; “it’s rather a lone time to stand in the 
, .»» ° 
street. 

“I’ve been home since then,” said the cigar merchant. “Been writing 
letters and came out aeain to post them.” 

n mi i ^ r 

You 11 have to tell all that later,” said Bagshaw. “Good night—or 
good morning.” 


<4 


j he trial of Osric Orm for the murder of Sir Humphrey GWynne, 
which filled the newspapers for so many weeks, really turned entirely 
on the same crux as that little talk under the lamp-post, when the grey- 
green dawn was breaking about the dark streets and gardens. Everything 
came back to the enigma of those two empty hours between the time 
when Buller saw Orm going in at the garden gate, and the time when 
Father Brown found him apparently still lingering in the garden. He 
had certainly had the time to commit six murders, and might almost 
have committed them for want of something to do; for he could give 
no coherent accoimt of what he was doing. It was argued by the prose¬ 
cution that he had also the opportunity, as the front door was unlatched, 
and die side-door into the larger garden left standing open. The court 
followed, with considerable interest, Bagshaw’s clear reconstruction 
of the struggle in the passage, of which the traces were so evident; indeed, 
the police had since found the shot that had shattered the glass. Finally, 
the hole in the hedge to which he had been tracked, had very much 
the appearance of a hiding-place. On the other hand, Sir Matthew 
Blake, the very able counsel for the defence, turned this last argument 
the other way: asking why any man should entrap himself in a place 
without possible exit, when it would obviously be much more sensible 
to slip out into the street. Sir Matthew Blake also made effective use of 
the mystery that still rested upon the motive for the murder. Indeed, 
upon this point, die passages between Sir Matthew Blake and Sir Arthur 
Travers, the equally brilliant advocate for the prosecution, turned rather 
to the advantage of the prisoner. Sir Arthur could only throw out 
suggestions about a Bolshevist conspiracy which sounded a little thin. 
Bui when it came to investigating the facts of Orm’s mysterious behaviour 
that night he was considerably more effective. 

The prisoner went into the witness-box, chiefly because his astute 
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counsel calculated that it would create a bad impression if he did not. 
But he was almost as uncommunicative to his own counsel as to the 
prosecuting counsel. Sir Arthur Travers made all possible capital out of 
his stubborn silence, but did not succeed in breaking it. Sir Arthur was 
a long, gaunt man, with a long, cadaverous face, in striking contrast to 
the sturdy figure and bright, bird-like eye of Sir Matthew Blake. But if 
Sir Matthew suggested a very cocksure sort of cock-sparrow, Sir Arthur 
might more truly have been compared to a crane or stork; as he leaned 
forward, prodding the poet with questions, his long nose might have 
been a long beak. 

"Do you mean to tell the jury,” he asked, in tones of grating incredulity, 
“that you never went in to see the deceased gentleman at all?” 

"No!” replied Orm shordy. 

“You wanted to see him, I suppose. You must have been very anxious 
to see him. Didn’t you wait two whole hours in front of his front 
door?” 


u 
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Yes,” replied the other. 

And yet you never even noticed the door was open?” 

No,” said Orm. 

“What in the world were you doing for two hours in somebody s 
else’s front garden?” insisted the barrister. “You were doing something 
I suppose?” 

“Yes.” 

Is it a secret?” asked Sir Arthur, with adamantine jocularity. 

It’s a secret from you,” answered the poet. 

It was upon this suggestion of a secret that Sir Arthur seized in develop¬ 
ing his line of accusation. With a boldness which some thought unscrup- 
lous, he turned the very mystery of the motive, which was the strongest 
part of his opponent’s case, into an argument for his own. He gave it as 
the first fragmentary hint of some far-flung and elaborate conspiracy, 
in which a patriot had perished like one caught in the coils of an octopus. 

“Yes,” he cried in a vibrating voice, “my learned friend is pertecuy 
right! We do not know the exact reason why this honourable pub c 
servant was murdered. We shall not know the reason why die next 
public servant is murdered. If my learned friend himself falls a victim to 
iiis eminence, and the hatred which the hellish powers of destruction 
feel for the guardians of law, he will be murdered, and he will not know 
the reason. Half the decent people in this court will be butchered in their 
beds, and we shall not know the reason. And we shall never know t 
reason and never arrest the massacre, until it has depopulated our country 
so long as the defence is permitted to stop all proceedings with this 
stale tag about ‘motive/ when every other fact in die case, every glaring 
incongruity, every gaping silence, tells us that we stand in the presence o 
Cain. * 
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I never knew Sir Arthur so excited, ’ said Jlagshaw to his group of 
companions afterwards. ‘Some people are saying he went beyond the 
usual limit and that the prosecutor in a murder case oughtn’t to be so 
vindictive. But 1 must say there was something downright creepy 
about that little goblin with the yellow hair, that seemed to plav up to 
the impression 1 was vaguely recalling, all the time, something that De 
Quinary says about Mr. Williams, that ghastly criminal who slaughtered 
two whole families almost in silence. I think he says that Williams had 
hair of a vivid unnatural yellow; and that he thought it had been 

l 3 ^ nC k earnc< ^ 10 India, where they dye horses green or blue. 

| | llcre ^as his R ueer > stony silence, like a troglodyte’s; I’ll never 
, aiv , 1 1 ; u u a1 v ^ me up until I felt there was a sort of monster in 
the dock. If that was only Sir Arthur’s eloquence, then he certainly 
took a heavy responsibility in putting so much passion into it.” 

He was a friend of poor Gwynne’s, as a matter of fact,” said Under- 

1 HI, more gently; a man I know saw them hobnobbing together after 

a great legal dinner lately. I dare say that’s why he feels so strongly 

in this case. I suppose it’s doubtful whether a man ought to act in such a 
case on mere personal feeling/* 

“He wouldn’t ” said Bagshaw. “1 bet Sir Arthur Travers wouldn’t 
act only on feeling, however' strongly he felt. He’s got a very stiff 
sense of his own professional position. He’s one of those men who are 
ambitious even when they’ve satisfied their ambition. I know nobody 
who d take more trouble to keep his position in the world. No; you’ve 
got hold of the wrong moral to his rather thundering sermon. If he lets 
himself go like that, it s because he thinks he can get a conviction, any¬ 
how, and wants to put himself at the head of some political movement 
against die conspiracy he talks about. He must have some verv good reason 
for wanting to convict Orm and some very good reason for thinking he 
can do it. That means that the facts will support him. His confidence 

doesn t look well for the prisoner.” He became conscous of an insionifi- 
cant figure in the group. & 

Well Father Brown,” he said with a smile; “what do you think of 
our judicial procedure? 

“Well,” replied the priest rather absently, “I think the thin* that 
struck me most was how different men look in their wigs. You talk 
about the prosecuting barrister being so tremendous. But I happened 

see im take his wig off for a minute, and he really looks quite a 
different man. He’s quite bald, for one thing.” 9 

Baoshaw »v, ^ ^ b , em S tremendo ^” answered 

iJagshaw. You don t propose to found the defence on the fact that the 

prosecuting counsel is bald, do you?” 

fnif ?° T t exac dy>’’ said Father Brown good-humouredly. “To tell the 
, was thinking how little some kinds of people know about other 
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kinds or people. Suppose I went among some remote people who had 
never even heard of England. Suppose I told them that there is a man in 
my country who won’t ask a question of life and death, until he has put 
an erection made of horse-hair on the top of his head, with little tails 
behind, and grey corkscrew curls at die side, like an Early Victorian 
old woman. They would think he must be rather eccentric; but he isn’t 
at all eccentric, he’s only conventional. They would think so, because 
they don’t know anything about English barristers; because they don’t 
know what a barrister is. Well, that barrister doesn’t know what a poet 
is. He doesn’t understand that a poet’s eccentricities wouldn’t seem eccen¬ 
tric to other poets. He thinks it odd that Orm should walk about in a 
beautiful gat den for two hours, with nothing to do. God bless my soul! 
a poet would think nothing of walking about in the same backyard for 
ten hours if he had a poem to do. Orm’s own counsel was quite as stupid. 
It never occurred to him to ask Orm the obvious question.” 

‘‘What question do you mean?” asked the other. 

‘‘Why, what poem he was making up, of course,” said Father Brown 
rather impatiently. ‘‘What line he was stuck at, what epithet he was 
looking for, what climax he was trying to work up to. If there were 
any educated people in court, who know what literature is, they would 
have known well enough whether he had had anything genuine to do. 
You’d have asked a manufacturer about the conditions of his factory; 
but nobody seems to consider the conditions under which poetry is 
manufactured. It’s done by doing nothing.” 

“That’s all very well,” replied the detective; “but why did he hide? 
Why did he climb up that crooked little stairway and stop there; it led 
nowhere.” 

“Why, because it led nowhere, of course,” cried Father Brown ex¬ 
plosively. “Anybody who clapped eyes on that blind alley ending in 
mid-air might have known an artist would want to go there, just as a 
child would.” 

He stood blinking for a moment, and then said apologetically: I 
beg your pardon; but it seems odd that none of them understand these 
things. And then there was another thing. Don’t you know that every¬ 
thing has, for an artist, one aspect or angle that is exactly right? A tree, 
a cow, and a cloud, in a certain relation only, mean something; as three 
letters, in one order only, mean a word. Well, the view of that illuminate 
garden from that unfinished bridge was the right view of it. It was as 
unique as die fourth dimension. It was a sort of fairy foreshortening, it 
was like looking down at heaven and seeing all the stars growing on tree» 
and that luminous pond like a moon fallen Hat on the fields in some happy 
nursery tale. He could have looked at it for ever. If you told him the 
path led nowhere, he would tell you it had led him to the country at the 
end of the world. But do you expect him to tell you that in the witness- 



THE MIRROR OF THE MAGISTRATE 479 

box? What would you say to him if he did? You talk about a man 

‘ ' l!l '- 1 u .' 1 ' ! !l> P cers - Why don t you have a jury of poets' 1 ” 

You talk as if you were a poet yourself,” said Bagshaw. 

Thank your stars I’m not,” said Father Brown. ‘‘Thank your lucky 
stars a priest has to be more charitable than a poet. Lord have mercy on 

us, if you knew what a crushing, what a cruel contempt he feels for the 
lot of you, you d feel as if you were under Niagara.” 

You may know more about the artistic temperament than I do ” 
said Bagshaw after a pause; “but after ail, the answer is simple. You can 
only show that he might have done what he did, without committing 

AnrTT' w U ' 5 ,T, aUy CfUe that he irught have com ™tted the crime. 
And who else could have committed it? 1 ’ 

y0 U ‘‘ ab °L C the scrvant ’ Green? ” asked Father Brown, 
reflectively. He told a rather queer story/* 

^ Ah, cried Bagshaw quickly, “you think Green did it, after all.” 
m quite sure he didn t,” replied the other. “I only asked if you’d 

A gh about . lus q ueer st ory. He only went out for some trifle, a drink 

° r T But he WC1U ° llt b y the garden door 
and came back over the garden wall. In other words, he left the door 

Why? Somebody Else 

whJhe w«?” rer ” mUUered tllC detective doubtfully. “Do you know 

“Thar^S/ W , hat , he !°, 0k / bke >” answered Father Brown quietly. 
That s the only thing do know. I can almost see him as he came in at 

hh facd” d °° r ’ m thC 8 Cam ° f the haU bmp; lllS flgure * lus clothes, even 
“What’s all this?” 

“w/°°u Cd j llk M ? ir Hum phrey Gwynne,” said the priest. 

1 • j j - 7 ? d L ° y ? U mcan? ” demanded Bagshaw. “Gwynne was 
lying dead with his head in the pond.” X 

Oh, yes, said Father Brown. 

After a moment he went on: “Let’s go back to that theory of yours 
w nch was a very good one, though I don’t quite agree with it ^ You 
suppose the murderer came in at the front door, met the judge in the 
_rcnt hall, struggling with him and breaking the mirror; that the judge 

d~' mt ° d ! C garden ’ Where he was finall y sbot - Somehow, it 

are tw/° Un / na ^ ra ^ Gnmted hc retreaced down the hall, there 
Surd v ( lr M S Vu end ’ ? I ! e ,‘ nt0 tbc g ar d en an d one into the house. 

Even’the 'Tl ^ $ ° far “ he knew - wa s there, 

stoo rn 1 ^? neigllbo . urs wcre m that direction. Why should he 

kc house?” 11 thC §ardCn d °° r and S ° ° Ut alo,le ° n tlle deserted side of 
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“But we know he did go out of the house,” replied his companion, 
puzzled. “We know he went out of the house, because he was found in 
the garden.” 

“He never went out of the house, because he never was in die house,” 
said Father Brown. “Not that evening, 1 mean. He was sitting in diat 
bungalow. I read that lesson in the dark, at the beginning, in red and 
golden stars across the garden. They were worked from die hut; they 
wouldn’t have been burning at all if he hadn’t been in the hut. He was 
trying to run across to the house and the telephone, when the murderer 
shot him beside the pond.” 

“But what about the pot and the palm and the broken mirror?” cried 
Bagshaw. “Why, it was you who found them! It was you yourself who 
said there must have been a struggle in the hall.” 

The priest blinked rather painfully. “Did I?” he muttered. “Surely, 

I didn’t say that. I never thought that. What I think I said, was diat 
something had happened in the hall. And something did happen; but 
it wasn’t a struggle.” 

“Then what broke the mirror?” asked Bagshaw shordy. 

“A bullet broke the mirror,” answered Father Brown gravely; a 
bullet fired by the criminal. The big fragments of falling glass were 
quite enough to knock over the pot and the palm.” 

“Well, what else could he have been firing at except Gwynne?” asked 
the detective. 

“It’s rather a fine metaphysical point,” answered his clerical com¬ 
panion almost dreamily. “In one sense, of course, he was firing at Gwynne. 
But Gwynne wasn’t there to be fired at. The criminal was alone in the 
hall.” 

He was silent for a moment, and then went on quiedy. “Imagine the 
looking-glass at the end of the passage, before it was broken, and the tall 
palm arching over it. In the half-light, reflecting these monochrome 
walls, it would look like the end of the passage. A man reflected in it 
would look like a man coming from inside the house. It would 
look like the master of the house—if only the reflection were a little 

like him.” 

“Stop a minte,” cried Bagshaw. “I believe I begin- . 

“You begin to sec,” said Father Brown. “You begin to see why al 
the suspects in dais case must be innocent. Not one of them could possi y 
have mistaken his own reflection for old Gwynne. Orm would have 
known at once that his bush of yellow hair was not a bald head. FIoo 
would have seen his own red head, and Green his own red waistcoat. 
Besides, they’re all short and shabby; none of them could have thoug t 
his own image was a tall, thin, old gentleman in evening-dress. Wc 
want another, equally tall and thin, to match him. That’s what I meant 
by saying that I knew what the murderer looked like.” 
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steadil^ Wtlat d ° y ° U argUC from dm? ” asked Bagshaw, looking at him 

The priest uttered a sort of sharp, crisp laugh, oddly different from his 
01 binary mild manner oi speech. 

ludicr™ S “ p Sc'• S “ d ' ' ,the Very ‘ hing t] “‘ y0 “ S “ d W “ 50 

v l at do you mean?” 

Im going to base the defence,” said Father Brown, “on the fact 
that the prosecuting counsel has a bald head.” 

Oh, my God!” said the detective quietly, and got to his feet, staring. 
Father Brown had resumed his monologue in an unruffled manner. 

.1 • ,° uve been “lowing the movements of a good many people in 
Urn busmess; you policemen were prodigiously interested in the move¬ 
ments of the poet, and the servant, and the Irishman. The man whose 
ovements seem to have been rather forgotten is the dead man him- 

rrnim4 SC ir aUt WiS ¥“? honesd y astonished at finding his master had 

wTnmfi 1 - 15 a § reat dmner of all the leaders of the 

i11 g f P ? feSS10n ’ but laad left it abrupdy and come home. He was not 

wi ! fh°cn C s , UI “ mon ^ d assistance; he had almost certainly quarrelled 
r C eadcr of . legal profession. It’s among the leaders of that 

U °u dlat ,r e shou d have looked fo sc f °r his enemy. He returned 
and shut himself up in the bungalow, where he kept all his private docu- 

ments about treasonable practices. But the leader of the legal profession, 
thourrlnfT ere was s °mething against him in those documents, was 

dress, but with a pistol in his pocket. That is all; and nobody could ever 
have guessed it except for the mirror.” 1 

He seemed to be gazing into vacancy for a moment, and then added- 
A queer dung ,s a mirror; a picture frame that holds hundreds of 
different pictures all vivid and all vanished for ever. Yet there wa 

SStSTt abOU ‘, thc eiKS ^ hun 8 * the end of Z 

had a iffeeem &« from othen, as if its picture couid someKrvTve 

' l I? air °, f dl ;' ™ihght house like a spectre; or at least like 

abstract diagram, the skeleton of an argument. We could at least 

conjure out of die void the thing that Sir Arthur Travers saw.’ By the 

way, there was one very true thing that you said about him.” 7 

what”was it?”° ^ ^ Ba S shaw Wlth grim good-nature. “And 

“You said,” observed the priest, “that Sir Arthur must have somr 
good reason for wanting to get Orm hanged.” 

that tV if" tHe r? 1 , 1 ™, the P olice dcleccive once more, and learned 

when thev ^ bCCn movin g on dle ne w lines of inquiry 

wnen they were mterrupted by a sensational event. 1 Y 

26 
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“Sir Arthur Travers,” began Father Brown. 

Sir Arthur Travers is dead,” said Bagshaw, briefly. 

Ah! said the other, with a litde catch in his voice; “you mean that 
he-” 

Yes, said Bagshaw, “he shot at die same man again, but not in a 
mirror.” 


II 

THE MAN WITH TWO BEARDS 

This tale was told by Father Brown to Professor Crake, the celebrated 
criminologist, after dinner at a club, where the two were introduced 
to each other as sharing a harmless hobby of murder and robbery. But, 
as Father Brown’s version rather minimized his own part in the matter, 
it is here re-told in a more impartial style. It arose out of a playful passage 
of arms, in which the professor was very scientific and the priest rather 
sceptical. 

“My good sir,” said the professor in remonstrance, “don’t you believe 
that criminology is a science?” 

“I’m not sure,” replied Father Brown. “Do you believe that hagiology 
is a science?” 

“What’s that?” asked the specialist sharply. 

“No; it’s not the study of hags, and has nothing to do with burning 
witches,” said the priest, smiling. “It’s the study of holy things, saints 
and so on. You see, the Dark Ages tried to make a science about good 
people. But our own humane and enlightened age is only interested in 
a science about bad ones. Yet I think our general experience is that every 
conceivable sort of man has been a saint. And I suspect you will find, 
too, that every conceivable sort of man has been a murderer. 

“Well, we believe murderers can be pretty well classified,” observed 
Crake. “The list sounds rather long and dull; but I think it’s exhaustive. 
First, all killing can be divided into rational and irrational, and well 
take the last first, because they are much fewer. There is such a thing as 
homicidal mania, or love of butchery in the abstract. There is such a 
thing as irrational antipathy, though it’s very seldom homicidal. Then 
we come to the true motives: of these, some are less rational in the sense 
of being merely romantic and retrospective. Acts of pure revenge are 
acts of hopeless revenge. Thus a lover will sometimes kill a rival he could 
never supplant, or a rebel assassinate a tyrant after the conquest is com¬ 
plete. But, more often, even these acts have a rational explanation. They 
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are hopeful murders. They fall into the larger section of the second 
diyrnon, of what we may call prudential crimes. These, arain fall 
chiefly under two descriptions. A man kills either in order to obtain 
what the other man possesses, either by theft or inheritance, or to stop 
the other man from acting in some way: as in the case of killing a black¬ 
mailer or a political opponent; or, in the case of a rather more passive 
obstacle, a husband or wife whose continued functioning, as^uch, 
inter eies witn other things. We believe that classification is pretty 

But Im afraid that it perhaps sounds rather dull; I hope I’m not boring 

Not at all, said Father Brown. If I seemed a little absent-minded I 
must, apologize; the truth is, I was thinking of a man I once knew He 
was a murderer; but I can’t see where he fits into your museum of 

mUrd , e Til u r d ’ n ° r did he llke kil^g. He did not hate the 
nun he killed; he hardly brew him, and certainly had nothing to avenge 

warned to s°op Cr T T T “ 107 Way which the murdere ^ 

^tkc^ thC mU ; derer afiy Way ’ There was no woman 

reason, which is possibly unique in human history.” ^ S 

T . nd S °’ m ^ °^ n . more conversational fashion, he told the story 

ankes where the normal discussion of the newspaper had for once 
been silenced by the discussion about a mystery nearer home Wh 

a«°t r~, aCCU * d 8° K ;P 4 * neighbours, but Acy 

tales about their neighbours, true and false; but the curiom o.ltl „f 

tckTdt^f H^r 11 beli T anythm , g U is told in the P^ers about the 

ands, and, in the excitement of these topics, never knows what i< 
appuung next door. In this case, however, the two forms of interest 

suburb 1 C T Cldei u m , a coincidence of thrilling intensity. Their own 

seemed to tkmvJ ^ mentl ° n ^ 111 c h eir favourite newspaper It 

tisibklslrid now“,h “ if 'V h l d h"" aud 

Islands. h y WCrC 35 real “ the Km 8 of the Canrnbal 

M^X^altd nttvS"’ 3 '“° ,1!C T famouscrimina| .t-'own»Michael 

tad recently been ,2 ‘j af “ m ' S | thi “ wcre P re! “mably not Ins own, 

y oeen released after a long term of imprisonment for hh 
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numerous burglaries; that his whereabouts was being kept quiet, but 
that he was believed to have settled down in the suburb in question, 
which we will call for convenience Chisham. A resume of some of his 
famous and daring exploits and escapes was given in the same issue. For 
it is a character of that kind of press, intended for that kind of public, 
that it assumes that its reader have no memories. While the peasant will 
remember an outlaw like Robin Hood or Rob Roy for centuries, the 
clerk will hardly remember the name of the criminal about whom he 
argued in trams and tubes two years before. Yet, Michael Moonshine 
had really shown some of the heroic rascality of Rob Roy or Robin 
Hood. He was worthy to be turned into legend and not merely into 
news. He was far too capable a burglar to be a murderer. But his terrific 
strength and the ease with which he knocked policemen over like nine¬ 
pins, stunned people, and bound and gagged them, gave something 
almost like a final touch of fear or mystery to the fact that he never 
killed diem. People almost felt that he would have been more human if 
he had. 

Mr. Simon Bankes, the father of the family, was at once better read 
and more old-fashioned than the rest. He was a sturdy man, with a short 
grey beard and a brow barred with wrinkles. He had a turn for anecdotes 
and reminiscence, and he distinctly remembered the days when Londoners 
had lain awake listening for Mike Moonshine as they did for Spring- 
heeled Jack. Then there was his wife, a thin, dark lady. There was a 
sort of acid elegance about her, for her family had much more money 
than her husband’s, if rather less education; and she even possessed a very 
valuable emerald necklace upstairs, that gave her a right to prominence 
in a discussion about thieves. There was his daughter, Opal, who was 
also thin and dark and supposed to be psychic—at any rate, by herself, 
for she had little domestic encouragement. Spirits of an ardendy astral 
turn will be well advised not to materialize as members of a large family- 
There was her brother John, a burly youth, particularly boisterous in Hs 
indifference to her spiritual development; and otherwise distinguish¬ 
able only by his interest in motor-cars. He seemed to be always in the 
act of selling one car and buying another; and by some process, liar 
for the economic theorist to follow, it was always possible to buy a 
much better article by selling the one that was damaged or discredite 
There was his brother Philip, a young man with dark curly hair, dis¬ 
tinguished by his attention to dress; which is doubdess part of the duty 
of a stockbroker’s clerk, but, as the stockbroker was prone to hint, har y 
the whole of it. Finally, there was present at this family scene his frien , 
Daniel Devine, who was also dark and exquisitely dressed, but bear e ^ 
in a fashion that was somewhat foreign, and dierefore, for many, s 
menacing. 

It was Devine who had introduced the topic of the newspaper para 
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™ atillg . so e f ective an instrument of distraction at 

m ? ht 0Ut ? ide hcr r ™ dow - -d John Bankes was 

usual^heartiness. 0Wn m *° m ° f 3 hi * ha State more than * 

But the newspaper reference to their new and possibly alarimnt. neio', 
hour soon put both controversialists out of court X 8 8 

bur wZ caf^'poSy & *** “ Ht bt <*** 3 "--comer; 

‘ aYeonZ pi said her husband, “ex- 

a L E d P ulman, at Beechwood House.” 

after^a pause The ^ddR 7 ’'■i'.- 0 '" you arc ~ S i r Leopold!” Then, 

that man with the wlnskerc- 've'alwTtl s'aif' 5 '^ ^ 

Philip ought to have had—” 7 d ’ $mCC hc ^ ot the P lace 

.O tkcon^saS” "NofgSdZugr''" lli ” 8 ^ ^ C ° Mribu,i °'' 

whotstSqr’ sS F “ 

mte^nng to talk to. I think John has had some\ usi „ess’ with him’” 

i j S a a ^ Ut cars » conceded the monomaniac John “He’ll 
know a bn more when he's been in my new car.” . J “ 

Devine smiled slightly; everybody had been threatened with the 

h °. S P? h ^ °. f J° hn * new r «r. Then lie added reflectively: 

That s a little what I feel about him. He knows a lot about motoring 
and travelling, and the active ways of the world, and yet he alwavf 
stays at home pottering about round old Smith’s beehives. Says iJs 

1 , seems a very quit, hobby for a man of hfs sort, ^ow^r .Wo 
doubt John s car will shake him up a bit.” ’ VC n ° 

As Devine walked away from the house that evening his dark face 
vorc an expresMon of concentrated thought. His thoughts would 
per aps, have been worthy of our attention, even at this statre- b.ti- 
i is enough to say that their practical upshot was a resolution^fr! 

ance was slighr. and choir con^saSI c fZd fasuj l 
seemed to find m i, food for further cogitation. ' 1 ' V '"° 

Udy'puImZ'has lomc ve^mous^wdleZ ufifieSo^u 5 T ^ 

a professional chief, bu, I've jus. heid .herds L “* 
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“I’ll get her to give an eye to them,” answered the secretary. “To 
the truth, I’ve ventured to warn her about them already myself. I hope 
she has attended to it. 

As they spoke, there came the hideous cry of a motor-horn just 
behind, and John Bankes came to a stop beside them, radiant at his own 
steering-wheel. When he heard of Devine’s destination he claimed it 
as his own, though his tone suggested rather an abstract relish for offering 
people a ride. The ride was consumed in continuous praises of the car, 
now mostly in the matter of its adaptability to weather. 

“Shuts up as tight as a box,” he said, “and opens as easy—as easy as 
opening your mouth.” 

Devine’s mouth, at the moment, did not seem so easy to open, and 
they arrived at Smith’s farm to the sound of a soliloquy. Passing the 
outer gate, Devine found the man he was looking for without going into 
the house. The man was walking about in the garden, with his hands in 
his pockets, wearing a large, limp straw hat; a man with a long face and 
a large chin. The wide brim cut ofi the upper part of his face with a 
shadow that looked a little like a mask. In the background was a row 
of sunny beehives, along which an elderly man, presumably Mr. Smith, 
was moving accompanied by a short, commonplace-looking com¬ 
panion in black clerical costume. 

“I say,” burst in the irrepressible John, before Devine could offer 
any polite greeting, “I’ve brought her round to give you a little run. 

You see if she isn’t better than a ‘Thunder-bolt.’ ” 

Mr Carver’s mouth set into a smile that may have been meant to be 
gracious, but looked rather grim. “I’m afraid I shall be too busy for 
pleasure this evening,” he said. 

“How doth the little busy bee,” observed Devine, equally enigmatic¬ 
ally. “Your bees must be very busy if they keep you at it all night, 
was wondering if- 

“Well,” demanded Carver, with a certain cool defiance. 

“Well, they say we should make hay while the sun shines,” said Devine. 

“Perhaps you make honey while the moon shines.” 

There came a flash from the shadow of the broad-brimmed hat, as 

the whites of die man’s eyes shifted and shone. _ )t 

“Perhaps there is a good deal of moonshine in the business, he 
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“but I warn you my bees do not only make honey. They sung. 

“Are you coming along in the car?” insisted the staring John. 
Carver, though he threw off the momentary air of sinister signiricano 
with which he had been answering Devine, was still positive in 

polite refusal. id u 5 n« 

“I can’t possibly go,” he said. “Got a lot of writing to do. Per 

you’d be kind enough to give some of my friends a run, if you wan 

a companion. This is my friend, Mr. Smith, Father Brown. 
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“-rif c ? urse ’ cr * ed Bankcs; “let ’em all come.’’ 

Thank you very much,” said Father Brown. “I’m afraid I shall have 
to declme; I ve got to go on to Benediction in a few minutes ” 

Mr. Smith is your man, then,” said Carver, with something almost 
hke impauence. 1 m sure Smith ,s longing for a motor ride ’’ 

Smith, who wore a broad grin, bore no appearance of longing for 
any tl'ing. He was an active little old man witha very honest Jig* one 
of those wigs that look no more natural than a hat. Its tinge of yellow 

contraptions. Came oveHn i t'fro mm y^stlrTp £ Zu otm Zc h ° j 
never een over that road m a car since. It was rough going I can tell 

Ten years ago!” scoffed John Bankcs. “Two thousand years a*o von 
went ,n an ox wagon Do you think cars haven’t changed in tefvLrs 
and roads, too, for that matter? In my little bus vou don’t It ^ u 
wheels arc going round. You think you’re just flying.” ^ * C 

ofhis7ift Ur r Smith c Wan u tS CO g0 flying ’” ur § ed Carvcr - “It’s the dream 
b»w you ough, t „ go and S ce y o„ r s,stereo over ^ 

old Smith. ^No’nLd *6 crouble°rll gcner * ll >' s,1 y tlle night," said 
"But think h 

“That’s it” assented B JL Y ^ 7 ° 8 °‘ Don c so selfish.” 
y °“«, e tf • ,sh j 11 WOn ' l ; urt V 011 - You aren’t afra'd of t ar ‘ 

selnsh, and I don’t think I’m afraid. I’ll come w * vilf“o 

way. W,U1 > ou ir you put it that 

The pair drove off, amid waving salnrarirmc w i 

to give the little group the aoDeannr/nf k lat seeme d somehow 

and the pries, only oined „ on of ‘ '""I 8 , Crowd ’ Y " D ™’ne 

the dominating gesture of dleir host tharT^’ and t i’ Ly tc B it was 

The detail gave them a curious seme “f £ V ' " "“J " r off «^ll. 

sonality. “ me of thc Pervasive force of his per- 

The moment the car was out of sight he t,^A . i 
boisterous apology and said: “Wellf” C ° t lem Wldl 3 sort of 

Diulitv 3 'Th f WitH th3t CUri0lL<! hca ^ ill «s which is the reverse of h 

“I Ll Z CXtIC T 8e J n,a,ity . 15 the as a dismissal 

bee. I’m afraid 8 i°know viry^tk^out^ ^ ^ thc bus y 

a bee from a wasp.” Y b es > sometimes I can hardly tell 
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I ve kept wasps, too,” answered the mysterious Mr. Carver. 

When his guests were a few yards down the street, Devine said rather 

impulsively to his companion: “Rather an odd scene that, don't you 
think?” 

Yes,” replied Father Brown. “And what do you think about 


it? 


Devine looked at the little man in black, and something in the gaze 
°f his great, grey eyes seemed to renew his impulse. 

I think,” he said, “that Carver was very anxious to have the house 
to himself tonight. I don t know whether you had any such suspicions?” 

“I may have my suspicions,” replied the priest, “but I’m not sure 
whether they're the same as yours.” 

That evening, when the last dusk was turning into dark in the gardens 
round the family mansion, Opal Bankes was moving through some of 
the dim and empty rooms with even more than her usual abstraction; 
and anyone who had looked at her closely would have noted that her 
pale face had more than its usual pallor. Despite its bourgeois luxury, the 
house as a whole had a rather unique shade of melancholy. It was the 
sort of immediate sadness that belongs to things that are old rather than 
ancient. It was full of faded fashions, rather than historic customs; of the 
order and ornament that is just recent enough to be recognized as dead. 
Here and there, Early Victorian coloured glass tinted the twilight; the 
high ceilings made the long rooms look narrow; and at the end of the 
long room down which she was walking was one of those round windows, 
to be found in the buildings of us period. As she came to about the midde 
of the room, she stopped, and then suddenly swayed a little, as if some 
invisible hand had struck her on the face. 

An instant after there was the noise of knocking on the front door, 
dulled by the closed doors between. She knew that the rest of the house¬ 
hold were in the upper parts of the house, but she could not have analysed 
the motive that made her go to the front door herself* On the door¬ 
step stood a dumpy and dingy figure in black, which she recognized as 
the Roman Catholic priest, whose name was Brown. She knew him 
only slightly; but she liked him. He did not encourage her psychic 
views; quite the contrary; but he discouraged them as if they mattered 
and not as if they did not matter. It was not so much that he did not 
sympathize with her opinions, as that he did sympathize but did not 
agree. All this was in some sort of chaos in her mind as she found herself 
saying, without greeting, or waiting to hear his business: 

I’m so glad you’ve come. I’ve seen a ghost.” 

There’s no need to be distressed about that,” he said. “It often hap¬ 
pens. Most of the ghosts aren’t ghosts, and the few that may be won t 
do you any harm. Was it any ghost in particular?” 

“No,” she admitted, with a vague feeling of relief, “it wasn’t so much 
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the thing itself as an atmosphere of awful decay, a sort of luminous 

ruin. It was a face. A face at the window. But it was pale and goggling 
and looked like the picture of Judas.” 6 56 

Well, some people .do look like that,” reflected the priest, “and I 

dare say they look in at windows, sometimes. May I come in and see 
where it happened?” 

When she returned to the room with the visitor, however, other 

members of the family had assembled, and those of a less psychic habit 

h.w. thought it convenient to light the lamps. In the presence of Mrs. 

Bankes, Father Brown assumed a more conventional civility, and 
apologized for his intrusion. J * 

.7 j 1 . is . takm g 3 libcrt y with your house, Mrs. Bankes,” he 

sai . But 1 think I can explain how the business happens to concern 

you. was up at the Pulmans’ place just now, when I was rune up 
and asked to come round here to meet a man who is coming to com¬ 
municate something that may be of some moment to you. I should not 
have added myselt to the party, only 1 am wanted, apparently, because 

1 am a witness to what has happened up at Beechwood. In fact it was I 
who had to give the alarm.” ’ 

“What has happened?” repeated the lady. 

There has been a robbery up at Beechwood House,” said Father 
Brown gravely; a robbery, and what I fear is worse, Lady Pulman’s 
jewels have gone; and her unfortunate secretary, Mr. Barnard, was picked 
U P/" the garden, having evidently been shot by the escaping burglar ” 

1 hat man, ejaculated the lady of the house. “I believe he was_” 

She encountered die grave gaze of the priest, and her words suddenly 
went from her; she never knew why. y 

I communicated with the police,” he went on, “and with another 
authority interested in this case; and they say that even a superficial 

elUlT™ anJ f, " 8 ' r - prinK lnd 

At tins point, the conference was for a moment disturbed by the 

m th" c / 01d a s n m:b fr0m 'f* V*? * be ^ cation 
after all. b seemed to have been a disappointing passenger. 

Funked it, after all at the last minute,” lie announced with noisv 

lsgust. Boltedorf while I was looking at what I thought was a puncture 
Last time I 11 take one of these yokels_” 6 puncture. 

But his complaints received small attention in the general excitement 
diat gathered round Father Brown and his news. 8 CXQtcmcnt 

Somebody will arrive in a moment,” went on the priest with die 

WhenT h° WC ' 8 J y reS y ve ’ wIl ° Wl11 re,icve me of this responsibility 
When I have confronted you with him I shall have done my duty * a 

witness m a senous busmess. It only remains for me to say that a semnt 
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up at Beechwood House told me that she had seen a face at one of the 
* 1 

windows- 


“I saw a face,” said Opal, “at one of our windows.” 

“Oh, you are always seeing faces,” said her brother John roughly. 

‘it is as well to see facts even if they are faces,” said Father Brown 
equably, “and I think the face you saw-” 

Another knock at the front door sounded through the house, and a 
minute afterwards the door of the room opened and another figure 
appeared. Devine half-rose from his chair at the sight of it. 

It was a tall, erect figure, with a long, rather cadaverous face, ending 
in a formidable chin. The brow was rather bald, and the eyes bright and 
blue, which Devine had last seen obscured with a broad straw hat. 

“Pray don’t let anybody move,” said the man called Carver, in clear 
and courteous tones. But to Devine’s disturbed mind the courtesy had 
an ominous resemblance to that of a brigand who holds a company 
motionless with a pistol. 

“Please sit down, Mr. Devine,” said Carver; “and, with Mrs. Bankes’s 
permission, I will follow your example. My presence here necessitates 
an explanation. I rather fancy you suspected me of being an eminent 
and distinguished burglar.” 

“1 did,” said Devine grimly. 

“As you remarked,” said Carver, “it is not always easy to know a 


wasp from a bee.” 

After a pause, he continued: “I can claim to be one of the more useful, 
though equally annoying, insects. I am a detective, and I have come 
down to investigate an alleged renewal of the activities of the criminal 
calling himself Michael Moonsliine. Jewel robberies were his speciality; 
and there has just been one of them at Beechwood House, which, by all 
the technical tests, is obviously his work. Not only do the prints corres¬ 
pond, but you may possibly know that when he was last arrested, and it 
is believed on other occasions also, he wore a simple but effective dis¬ 
guise of a red beard and a pair of large horn-rimmed spectacles. 

Opal Bankes leaned forward fiercely. 

“That was it,” she cried in excitement, “that was die face I saw, with 
great goggles and a red, ragged beard like Judas. I thought it was a 

ghost.” M 

“That was also the ghost the servant at Beechwood saw, said Carver 

dryly. ,.. 

He laid some papers and packages on the table, and began carefully 

to unfold them. A As I say,” he continued, “I was sent down here to make 

inquiries about the criminal plans of this man, Moonshine. That is w y 

I interested myself in bee-keeping and went to stay with Mr. Smith. ^ 

There was a silence, and then Devine started and spoke: You don t 

seriously mean to say that nice old man- 
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“Come, Mr. Devine,” said Carver, with a smile, “you believed a 

beehive was only a hiding-place for me. Why shouldn’t it be a hiding- 
place for him? 6 

„ Devine nodded gloomily, and the detective turned back to his papers. 

Suspecting Smith, I wanted to get him out of the way and go through 

his belongings; so I took advantage of Mr. Bankes’s kindness in giving 

him ajoy ride. Searching his house, I found some curious things to be 

owned by an innocent old rustic interested only in bees. This is one of 
them. 

From the unfolded paper he lifted a long, hairy object almost scarlet 

m colour—the sort of sham beard that is worn in theatricals. 

Beside it lay an old pair of heavy horn-rimmed spectacles 

‘But I also found something,” continued Carver, "that more direcdy 

concerns this house, and must be my excuse for intruding to-night I 

round a memorandum, with notes of the names and conjectural value 

of various pieces of jewellery in the neighbourhood. Immediately after 

the note of Lady Pulman s tiara was the mention of an emerald necklace 
belonging to Mrs. Bankes.” 

Mrs. Bankes, who had hitherto regarded the invasion of her house 

with an air of supercilious bewilderment, suddenly grew attentive. Her 

face suddenly looked ten years older and much more intelligent But 

before she could speak the impetuous John had risen to his full height 
like a trumpeting elephant. 5 

And the tiara s gone already,” he roared; “and the necklace_I’m 

going to see about that necklace!” 

Nw a bad idea, said Carver, as the young man rushed from the 
room; though of course, we ye been keeping our eyes open since we’ve 
beoi here. Well, it took me a little time to make out the memorandum, 
w nch was in cipher, and Father Brown’s telephone message from the 
House came as I was near the end. I asked him to run «ouid here fim 
with the news, and I would follow; and so_” 

His speech was sundered by a scream. Opal was standing up and point¬ 
ing rigidly at the round window. 6 P P 

“There it is again!” she cried. 

For a moment they all saw something—something that cleared the 
a y of the charges of lying and hysteria not uncommonly brought 

pahTor Dcrhaos hi °5 ^ slate " blue darkness without, die face was 
gills or fms of the fish were a coppery red; they were, in tfuth fie « 

had vanished. ?? P d The next moment « 

Devme had taken a single stride towards the window when a shout 
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resounded through the house, a shout that seemed to shake it. It seemed 
almost too deafening to be distinguishable as words; yet it was enough 
to stop Devine in his stride, and he knew what had happened. 

“Necklace gone!” shouted John Bankes, appearing huge and heaving 
in the doorway, and almost instantly vanishing again with the plunge 
of a pursuing hound. 

“Thief was at the window just now!” cried the detective, who had 
already darted to the door, following the headlong John, who was 
already in the garden. 

Be careful,” wailed the lady, “they have pistols and things.” 

So have I,” boomed the distant voice of the dauntless John out of the 
dark garden. 

Devine had, indeed, noticed as the young man plunged past him that 
he was defiantly brandishing a revolver, and hoped there would be no 
need for him to so defend himself. But even as he had the thought, 
came the shock of two shots, as if one answered the other, and awakened 
a wild flock of echoes in that still suburban garden. They flapped into 
silence. 

“Is John dead?” asked Opal in a low, shuddering voice. 

Father Brown had already advanced deeper into the darkness, and 
stood with his back to them, looking down at something. It was he who 
answered her. 

“No,” he said; “it is the other.” 

Carver had joined him, and for a moment the two figures, the tall and 
the short, blocked out what view the fitful and stormy moonlight would 
allow. Then they moved to one side and, the others saw the small, wiry 
figure lying slightly twisted, as if with its last struggle. The false red 
beard was thrust upwards, as if scornfully at the sky, and the moon shone 
on the great sham spectacles of the man who had been called Moonshine. 

“What an end,” muttered the detective, Carver. “After all his ad¬ 
ventures, to be shot almost by accident by a stockbroker in a suburban 

garden.” ., 

The stockbroker himself naturally regarded his own triumph witn 

more solemnity, though not without nervousness. 

“I had to do it,” he gasped, still panting with exertion. “I’m sorry, 

he fired at me.” , 

“There will have to be an inquest, of course,” said Carver, gravely. 

“But I think there will be nothing for you to worry about. There s a 
revolver fallen from his hand with one shot discharged; and he certai y 
didn’t fire after he’d got yours.” 

By this time they nad assembled again in the room, and the detecuve 
was getting bis papers together for departure. Father Brown was stan 
ing opposite to him, looking down at the table, as if in a brown study. 
Then he spoke abruptly: 
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Mr. Carver, you have certainly worked out a very complete case in 
a very masterly way. I rather suspected your professional business; but 
I never guessed you would link everything up together so quickly-the 
beesaanhe beard and t leSpectacles 10(1 tlle cl P her and the necklace and 

"Always satisfactory to get a case really rounded off,” said Carver. 

Yes ; said Father Brown still looking at the table. “I admire it very 

much Then he added with a modesty verging on nervousness: “It’s 
only fair to you to say that I don’t believe a word of it ” 

Devine leaned forward with sudden interest. “Do you mean you don’t 
believe he is Moonshine, die burglar?” 7 

“I know he is the burglar, but he didn’t burgle,” answered Father 
Brown. I know he didn’t come here, or to the great house, to steal 
J ewels or get shot getting away with them. Where are the jewels?” 

the y § ener % are in such cases,” said Carver. “He’s either 
hidden them or passed them on to a confederate. This was not a one- 

job. Of course, my people are searching the garden and warning the 

i <Per uu PS ;’ SUggCStcd ^ Bankes > “^c confederate stole the neck¬ 
lace while Moonshine was looking in at die window.” 

Why was Moonshine looking in at the window?” asked Father 
Brown qmetly Why should he want to look in at the window?” 
Well, what do you dunk? cried the cheery Jolm 

.he ISw. FMher Br0W "' “ ,ha ' k ” tver did “ l«k in a. 

, Tll “ ’"jy ** he do lt? ” demanded Carver. “What's the eood of 
ve^e 8 y«’^ W ° ve S ““ acred before our 

believe b” rScd "So '\ ^ " y ,lu ‘ ’ d ‘ dn ’ 1 

off „ ’ P Ca tne pncst - So ‘ uve you, on the stage and 

Father Brown, said Devine, with a certain respect in his tones “will 
you tell us why you can’t believe your eyes?” P ’ W,U 

»v YC l’ 1 WlU “ tcl1 y° u >” answ cred the priest. Then he said eendv- 

We° trv^olT ^ a 3 ” 1 3 i ld ,7 h3t WC are ’ We don,t botk>r youmucf 

We try to be friends with all our neighbours. But you can’t thin? ^ 
o not nng. You can t think we know notliing. We mind our own 

indeed I was his confessor, and his friend. So far as a man can IU 

hive full of golden bees Ids ™ ^ ,,S mmd Was Uke a 8 la « 

war sincere. 8 H = ^ of .C 

ziz:inn tb “ r^ti 

cssor, but, indeed, it was I who went to him for comfort. It did 
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good to be near so good a man. And when I saw him lying there dead in 
the garden, it seemed to me as if certain strange words that were said of 
old were spoken over him aloud in my ear. They might well be; for if 
ever a man went straight to heaven, it might be he.” 

“Hang it all,” said John Bankes restlessly, “after ail, he was a con¬ 
victed thief.” 

“Yes,” said Father Brown; “and only a convicted thief has ever in 
this world heard that assurance: ‘This night shalt thou be with Me in 
Paradise. 


I »1 


Nobody seemed to know what to do with the silence that followed, 
until Devine said, abruptly, at last: 

“Then how in the world would you explain it all?” 

The priest shook his head. “I can’t explain it at all, just yet,” he said, 
simply. “I can see one or two odd things, but I don’t understand them. 
As yet I’ve nothing to go on to prove the man’s innocence, except the 
man. But I’m quite sure I’m right.” 

He sighed, and put out his hand for his big, black hat. As he removed 
it he remained gazing at the table with rather a new expression, his 
round, straight-haired head cocked at a new angle. It was rather as if 
some curious animal had come out of his hat, as out of the hat of a 
conjurer. But the others, looking at the table, could see nothing there but 
the detective’s documents and the tawdry old property beard and spec¬ 
tacles. 

“Lord bless us,” muttered Father Brown, “and he’s lying outside dead, 
in a beard and spectacles.” He swung round suddenly upon Devine. 
“Here’s something to follow up, if you want to know. Why did he have 
two beards ?” 

With that he bustled in his undignified way out of the room; but 
Devine was now devoured with curiosity, and pursued him into the 
front garden. 

“I can’t tell you now,”*said Father Brown. “I’m not sure, and I m 
bothered about what to do. Come round and see me to-morrow, and I 
may be able to tell you the whole tiling. It may already be settled for 
me, and—did you hear that noise?” 

“A motor-car starting,” remarked Devine. 

“Mr. John Bankes’s motor-car,” said the priest. “I believe it goes very 
fast.” 

“He certainly is of that opinion,” said Devine, with a smile. 

“It will go far, as well as fast, to-night,” said Father Brown. 

“And what do you mean by that?” demanded the other. 

“I mean it will not return,” replied the priest. “John Bankes sus¬ 
pected something of what I knew from what I said. John Bankes has 
gone and the emeralds and all the other jewels with him. 
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,1, tw oft 0 ?™ f °n d F l A ' r B , rown movta 8 10 “ d fro front of 

, * beehives, sadly, but with a certain serenity. 

I V e been telling the bees,” he said. ‘‘You know one has to tell the 

. Those singing masons building roofs of gold.’ What a line!” 

Then more abruptly. He would like the bees looked after.” 

h0 P', le docsn f wallt thc human beings neglected, when the whole 
swarm is buzztng w„h curios,ty." obsetved the young man. “You we e 

outte ngbt when you said that Banker war gone with the jewels 
Lu n ” y °“ beW ’ °' cven th «' ™ » be' 

FjUhct Brown bliitked benevolently at die bee-hives and said- 
,k SOr ! of !tumb “ on things, and there was one stumbling-block 

Home 5 'NowTve P “ Z h ^ ^ ** up a, Beelwood 
*•, r 4 , even wllen Michael was a master criminal, he made it a 

f ° onour, even a point of vanity, to succeed without any killing 

seemed extraordtnary that when he had become a sort of sahr, "fe 

dnnef r “ 71 to comm tt the sin he had despised when he wa^ 
timer. The rest of the business puzzled me to the last: 1 could make 

o tng out of it, except that it wasn't true. Then I had a belated gleam 

h dTmet'a 1 “• ^ goggles and remembered dle^tSef 

just possible that he had duplicates, but it was at least a coincidence that 
e used neither the old glasses no, the old beard, both in good renair 
Agatn, „ was just possible that he wen, ou, without them Td had To 
procure uew ones; but i, was unlikely. There was nothing to make him 
go motoringwith Banker at all; if he was ready goi„| burghnehe 

on bushes. He would have found hf,J , Besld “. | b “' ds d on t grow 

the time. “ d t0 s " such dun 8 s anywhere in 

futm^boutThaVillr 81 " ° f f m ° rc ' fei ‘ there was sometlting 

tegai :„°d u L b n 5 by c “its ,°if • thc ^ 

disguise. He nfver did put on Ae d^se L U,K H'' f P“““8 ^ 

■he disgmse a, leisure, and then put®, 0 „ manufacnir ' d 

-Let" “ Z .. rep , ea ' ed L DeVme ' “ How the d =vil could they?” 

g? - d -^r 5 St Sgt/y st 

17,1 1 " fe 1 !’ r L e P ea f ed *e other, with a slight start 

perhaps she was not so far wl l ■ W “ h COm P osurc . ‘Sd 

call psychic. Her only mistake ain ?“** f rue , 1 Wt slle ls what the y 
spiritual. Some arnST^ X"! SS* » *£ 
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was right when she felt that the face at the window had a sort of horrible 
halo of deathly things.” 

“You mean-” began Devine. 

“I mean it was a dead man who looked in at the window,” said Father 
Brown. “It was a dead man who crawled round more than one house, 


looking in at more than one window. Creepy, wasn’t it? But in one 
way it was the reverse of a ghost; for it was not the antic of the soul 
freed from the body. It was the antic of the body freed from the soul.” 

He blinked again at the beehive and continued: “But, I suppose, the 
shortest explanation is to take it from the standpoint of the man who did 
it. You know the man who did it. John Bankes.” 

“The very last man I should have thought of,” said Devine. 

“The very first man I thought of,” said Father Brown; “in so far as I 
had any right to think of anybody. My friend, there are no good or bad 
social types or trades. Any man can be a murderer like poor John; any 
man, even the same man, can be a saint like poor Michael. But if there 
is one type that tends at times to be more utterly godless than anodier, it 
is that rather brutal sort of business man. He has no social ideal, let alone 


religion; he has neither the gentleman’s traditions nor die trade unionist s 
class loyalty. All his boasts about getting good bargains were practically 
boasts of having cheated people. His snubbing of his sister’s poor little 
attempts at mysticism was detestable. Her mysticism was all nonsense; 
but he only hated spiritualism because it was spirituality. Anyhow, diere s 
no doubt he was die villain of the piece; the only interest is in a rather 
original piece of villainy. It was really a new and unique motive for 
murder. It was the motive of using tne corpse as a stage property—-a 
sort of hideous doll or dummy. At the start he conceived a plan of kill¬ 
ing Michael in the motor, merely to take him home and pretend to 
have killed him in the garden. But all sorts of fantastic finishing touches 
followed quite naturally from the primary fact; that he had at his dispos 
in a closed car at night the dead body of a recognized and recognizable 
burglar. He could leave his finger-prints and foot-prints; he could lean 
die familiar face against windows and take it away. You will notice 
that Moonshine ostensibly appeared and vanished while Bankes was 
ostensibly out of the room looking for the emerald necklace. 

“Finally, he had only to tumble the corpse on to the lawn, fire a s ot 
from each pistol, and there he was. It might never have been foun °tit 

but for a guess about the two beards.” ., 

“Why had your friend Michael kept the old beard?” Devine said 

dioughtfully. “That seems to me questionable. „ 

“To me, who knew him, it seems quite inevitable,” replied Father 

Brown. “His whole attitude was like that wig that he wore. There was 
no disguise about his disguises. He didn t want the old disguise any 
more, but he wasn’t frightened of it; he would have felt it false to destroy 
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attached to the ioke tlnn m rU<* *j r C Was not SCtre dy more 
to his neighbours in the little oroim * °u ex P cndlture - In talking 

round Jold viU^^K P nn S r ° Wn U P 

in the direction of hisTiobb’v To Dr I i nie , ln L turmn S the conversation 
a resolute chin and hatr bru^d back jik " r d ’ 3 ^ bloh ^ ^ 
the easy transition. "You are in et I • Gaaaa , s :. M *- Smart made 

seen my goldfish 7 ” To so , r rI L ^ * U n , atun history; have you 

doubtless !ll natme w^ one- bu^'fiL“ “ Dr - B ^°ck 

he was a specialist who had concentrated^^ mk WaS . n ° C closc> 35 
ancestry of the giraffe. To Father R 1 r ,Uirc ^ , u P on primitive 

bouring provincial town he traced a ra^”* rona A c hurcl; in the neigh- 
talking to L Imlack Snlh, the b* 

man of dressy appearance but quiet demcMou^ l ^ Sent,e ' 

the conversation to the subject of th* n u j ? v r loIcutl y wrenched 

merely a step to goldfish. In talking m flmbrilham O fr ° m , wJllcI | 1 i,: VVas 

interne and i„, c lli g e„. mrirn t X'ctw Sh ° WC<1 an 

leading naturally ,o die possible presena ^,1^“ tts! 
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From Mr. Harry Hartopp, the very rich but very shy and silent young 
gentleman who had recently come down from London, he had at last 
extorted the information that the embarrassed youth in question was 
not interested in fishing, and had then added: “Talking about fishing, 
have you seen my goldfish?” 

The peculiar thing about the goldfish was that they were made of gold. 
They were part of an eccentric but expensive toy, said to have been made 
by the freak of some rich Eastern prince, and Mr. Smart had picked it 
up at some sale or in some curiosity shop, such as he frequented for the 
purpose of lumbering up his house with unique and useless things. From 
the other end of the room it looked like a rather unusually large bowl 
containing rather unusually large living fish; a closer inspection showed 
it to be a huge bubble of beautifully blown Venetian glass, very 1 , 
and delicately clouded with faintly iridescent colour, in the tinted twi¬ 
light of which hung grotesque golden fishes with great rubies for eyes. 
The whole thing was undoubtedly worth a great deal in solid material; 
how much more would depend upon the waves of lunacy passing 
over the world of collectors. Mr. Smart’s new secretary, a young man 
named Francis Boyle, though an Irishman and not credited with caution, 
was mildly surprised at his talking so freely of the gems of his co ection 
to the group of comparative strangers who happened to have alighted in 
! rather nomadic fashion in the* neighbourhood; for collectors are 
commonly vigilant and sometimes secretive. In the course ot settling 
down to his new duties, Mr. Boyle found he was not alone in this seg¬ 
ment, and that in others, it passed from a mild wonder to a grave dis- 

a wonder his throat isn’t cut,” said Mr. Smarts valet, Harris, 
not without a hypothetical relish, almost as if he had said, in a purely 

artistic sense: “It’s a pity.” ' corf’s 

“It’s extraordinary how he leaves things about, said Mr. 
head clerk, Jameson, who had come up from the office to assist t e 
secretary, “and he won’teven put up those ramshackle old bars 

his ramshackle old door. ,, ., .. c mar t’s 

“It’s all very well with Father Brown and the doctor, said M . 

housekeeper, with a certain vigorous vagueness that mar e er op 

“but when it comes to foreigners, I call it tempung providence. 

only the Count, either; that man at the bank looks to me m 

yC “ Well,° that young Hartopp is English enough,” said Boylegood; 
humouredly, “to the extent of not having a word to say for 
“He thinks die more,” said the housekeeper. He may n 
a foreigner, but he is not such a fool as he looks. Foreign is as 

does, I say,” she added darkly. , . i j rhe 

Her disapproval would probably have deepened if she had hea 



499 


THE SONG OF THE FLYING FISH 

v^^ 00 ’?’ “ ber , 1 master’s drawing-room that afternoon, a con- 
for^an ofwhlch the g°Wfxsh were the text, though the offensive 

he3 dcd m ° r f a u d m0re , t0 be thc central fi g ure - It was not that 

j'T'P ve p r but even his silences had something positive about 

,00ke f ** ““5 for sitting in a sort of heap on a heap 

denied faintly luminous, like a moon. Perhaps his background brought 
out something atmospherically Asiatic about his face and figure, for die 

be IT m ° re ° f C0Stl y cunosltiei - amid which could 

e Cr °° ■ Curves , 111 d burning colours of countless Eastern 

j^^l ^^ 1 w jj ^ a—* ^"1 * j. < musical instruments and 

c , r ^ d manuscripts. Anyhow, as the conversation proceeded, Boyle 

die twihght had the exact outline of a huge image of Buddha. § 
c oonversation was general enough, for all the little local group 

each other s houses and by tins time constituted a sort of club^f people 

oidy room for a small villa, inhabited by a retired colonel aimed V^y 
abroad “aTShT 1 t0 ] ^ an , mvalld > and certa.nly was never seen to go 

t sea* of 

2a frTrr sK T r hid 

g c c ! rcle - a hatchet-faced fellow with fierce tufts of eyebrows and 
oTaTiukelf heh'd Sha |l b ‘! y dreSSe ^ that he must have been a millionaire 

the old collector. But he was'k^ow?^th^Bl “ d ° '‘T^ Wlth 
Harmer. ^ Known, at the Blue Dragon at least, as Mr. 

To him had been recounted anew the glories of the gilded fish 
the criticisms regarding their custody. g ^ aud 

obsen'ed^M? a i WayS tedui g me 1 ou gbt to lock them up more carefully ” 

was a round-faced, round-bodied ifttle oldmL rather like a bald „ S " U " 
Jameson and Harris and rhe res, are dways at me m t ,“d„Tas 
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if it were a mediaeval fortress, though really these rotten old rusty bars 
are too mediaeval to keep anybody out, I should think. I prefer to trust 
to luck and the local police.” 

“It is not always the best bars that keep people out, said the Count. 
“It all depends on who’s trying to get in. There was an ancient Hindu 
hermit who lived naked in a cave and passed through the three armies 
that encircled the Mogul and took the great ruby out of the tyrant s 
turban, and went back unscathed like a shadow. For he wished to teach 

the great how small are the laws of space and time. 

“When we really study the small laws of space and time,” said Dr. 
Burdock dryly, “we generally find out how those tricks arc done. 
Western science has let in daylight on a good deal of Eastern magic. 
Doubtless a great deal can be done with hypnotism and suggestion, to 
say nothing of sleight-of-hand.” 

“The ruby was not in the royal tent,” observed the Count in his dream 

fashion; “but he found it among a hundred tents.” 

“Can’t all that be explained by telepathy?” asked the doctor sharply. 
The question sounded the sharper because it was followed by a heavy 
silence, almost as if the distinguished Oriental traveller had, with im¬ 
perfect politeness, gone to sleep. .. 

“I beg your pardon,” he said rousing himself with a sudden smile. 

“I had forgotten w r e were talking with words. In the east we tal wit 
thoughts, and so we never misunderstand each other. It is strange ow 
you people worship words and are satisfied with words. What difference 
does it make to a thing that you now call it telepadiy, as you once c 
it tomfoolery? If a man climbs into the sky on a mango-tree, how is i 
altered by saying it is only levitation, instead of saying it is only hes. 
mediaeval witch waved a wand and turned me into a blue baboon, ) on 

would say it was only atavism. . , 1 t 

The doctor looked for a moment as if he might say that it worn n 

be so great a change after all. But before his irritation coul m 
anv other vent, the man called Harmer interrupted gruffly: 

“It’s true enough those Indian conjurers can do queer tilings, 
notice dicy generally do them in India. Confederates, per aps, or 
mass psychology. I don t think diose tricks have ever een p aye ,, 

English village, and I should say our friend’s goldfish were qui f ' 

“I w'ill tell you a story,” said de Lara, in his motionless way, 
happened not in India, but outside an English barrack in the most mo 
ized part of Cairo. A sentinel was standing inside the grating o 
gateway looking out between the bars on to the street. erc ^rT u; m 

outside the gate a beggar, barefoot and in native rags, w 10 as . . i 
in English that was startlingly distinct and refined, for a certain 
document kept in the building for safety. The soldier tol tie ® ’ 
course, that he could not come inside; and the man answered, sn & 
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‘What is inside and what is outside?’ The soldier was still staring scorn¬ 
fully through the iron grating when he gradually realized that, though 
neither he nor the gate had moved, he was actually standing in the street 
and looking in at the barrack yard, where the beggar stood still and 
simhng and equally motionless. Then, when the beggar turned towards 
the building, the sentry awoke to such sense as he had left, and shouted 
a warning to all the soldiers within the gated enclosure to hold the prisoner 
fast. You won t get out of there anyhow,’ he said vindictively Then 
die beggar said in his silvery voice: ‘What is outside and what is inside?’ 
And the soldier, still glaring through the same bars, saw that they were 

once more between him and the street, where the beggar stood free 
and smiling with a paper in his hand.” 

uikV 1 j th , C bai ^ mana S er > was looking at the carpet 
with his dark sleek head bowed, and he spoke for the first time. ? 

^JJid anything happen about the paper?” he asked. 

„ • Yo ^ P rofessi o na l instincts are correct, sir,” said the Count with 

gnrn affability. It was a paper of considerable financial importance 
Its ^consequences were international.” v 

I hope they don’t occur often,” said young Hartopp gloomily. 

1 not f ou< : h the political side, said the Count serenely, “but only 

the philosophical. It illustrates how the wise man can get behind time 

and space and turn the levers of them, so to speak, so that the whole 

world turns round before our eyes. But is it so hard for you people to 

believe that spintual powers are really more powerful than^nfterial 
o o es * 

“Well,” said old Smart cheerfully, “I don’t profess to be an audtority 
on spintual powers. What do you say, Father Brown?” ^ 

The only thing that strikes me,” answered the little priest “is that 
all the supernatural acts we have yet heard of seem to be thefts. And 

nSl on!” S " m “ m ' mi,ch thc Slrac “ by 

Father Brown is a Philistine,” said the smiling Smith 
I have a sympathy with the tribe,” said Father Brown, 
is only a man who is right without knowning why ” 

AU tins is too clever for me,” said Hartopp heartily. 

Perhaps, said Father Brown with a smile, “you would like to speak 
widiout words, as the Count suggests. He would begin by saying noth- 

m ‘So a m P ,r Ced fash , 0n ' and y 011 wouId retort with a burst of taciturnity ” 
Sometlnng m.ght be done with music,” murmured the CoL 

dreamily It would be better than all these words ” 

void CS ’ Under$tand that better ’” Said the y° u "g nun in a low 

Boyle had followed the conversation with curious f l 

~ *■ of mote ZZ 


A Philistine 
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seemed to him significant or even odd. As the talk drifted to music, 
with an appeal to the dapper bank manager (who was an amateur 
musician of some merit), the young secretary awoke with a start to his 
secretarial duties, and reminded his employer that the head clerk was 
still standing patiently with the papers in his hand. 

“Oh, never mind about those just now, Jameson/' said Smart rather 
hurriedly. “Only something about my account; I'll see Mr. Smith 
about it later. You were saying that the 'cello, Mr. Smith-'' 

But the cold breath of business had sufficed to disperse the fumes of 
transcendental talk, and die guests began one after another to say fare¬ 
well. Only Mr. Imlack Smith, bank manager and musician, remained 
to the last; and when the rest were gone he and his host went into the 
inner room, where the goldfish were kept, and closed the door. 

The house was long and narrow, with a covered balcony running along 
the first floor, which consisted mostly of a sort of suite of rooms used 
by the householder himself, his bedroom and dressing-room, and 
an inner room in which his very valuable treasures were sometimes 
stored for the night instead of being left in the rooms below. This 
balcony, like the insufficiently barred door below it, was a matter of 
concern to the housekeeper and the head clerk and the others who 
lamented the carelessness of the collector; but, in truth, that cunnmg 


old gendeman was more careful dian he seemed. He professed no great 
belief in the antiquated fastenings of the old house, which the house¬ 
keeper lamented to see rusring in idleness, but he had an eye to die more 
important point of strategy. He always put his favourite goldfish in the 
room at the back of his bedroom for the night, and slept in front of it, 
as it were, with a pistol under his pillow. And when Boyle and Jame¬ 
son, awaiting his return from the tete-a-tete , at length saw the door open 
and their employer reappear, he was carrying the great glass bowl as 

reverently as it if had been the relic of a saint. 

Outside, the last edges of the sunset still clung to the corners of the 
green square; but inside, a lamp had already been kindled; and in the 
mingling of die two lights the coloured globe glowed like some mon¬ 
strous jewel, and the fantastic outlines of the fiery fishes seemed to give 
it, indeed, something of the mystery of a talisman, like strange shapes 
seen by a seer in the crystal of doom. Over the old man s shoulder the 

olive face of Imlack Smith stared like a sphinx. 

“I am going up to London to-night, Mr. Boyle, said old Smart, 

with more gravity than he commonly showed. “Mr. Smith and I are 
catching the six-forty-five, I should prefer you, Jameson, to sleep up 
stairs in my room to-night; if you put the bowl in the back room as 
usual, it will be quite safe then. Not that I suppose anything cou 
possibly happen” ^ 

“Anything may happen anywhere/' said the smiling Mr. Smith. 
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£« ruC r S^ ? “' 3 to bed with you - Perhaps y °“ had bcn “ 

Peregrine Smart did not reply, and they passed out of the house on to 
the road round the village green. 

The secretary and the head clerk slept that night as directed in their 

'iJf! t b f dr0 °. m 'j T ° $peak m ° r f scrictl y- Jameson, the head clerk, 

1 bld 1,1 che dressing-room, but the door stood open between 
and the two rooms running along the front were practically one. Only 

e bedroom had a long french window giving on the balcony, and an 
entrance at the back into the inner apartment where the goldfish bowl 
had been placed for safety. B6yle dragged his bed right across so as to 

and mtto t u e f P f t th l r T h ! Cr | U1 , hl$ pllJ0W, then un< Jressed 

an impossible or improbable event. He did not see why there should be 
S f? 1CU j ar d T ger of normal btirglary; and as for the spiritual burglary 

about a little ongcr and repeating some of his favourite regrets and 

^ same manner and slept The 
moon brightened and grew dim again above the green square and the 

grey block, of homes in a solnude and silence rlu. seemed to have no 

human witness; and it was when the white cracks of daybreak had 

already appeared in the corners of the grey sky that the tiling 7 happened 

Boyle being young was naturally both the healthier and^he heavier 

sleeper of the two. Though active enough when he was once awake he 

always had a load to lift in waking. Moreover, he had dreams of’the 

sort that cling io the emerging minds like the dim tentacles of an octopus^ 

They were a medley of many things, including his last look fron/the 

cony across the four grey roads and the green square. But the pattern 

° tiem changed and shifted and turned dizzily, to the accompaniment 

of a low gnnding noise, which sounded somehow like a subterranean 

ve and may have been no more than old Mr. Jameson snoring in the 

dressing-room. But in the dreamer’s mind all that murmur and motion 

r , , , c<ul , , yg 111 a PP^r m a man s front-garden, or his own 

front-gaiden be exiled beyond the sea. ' a 

a l,c kd werc tbc a sow with 

a rather dun metallic accompaniment; they were sum. in o ?’ • 
aCCeM aild a voice still strange and yet faintly familiar 3 
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yet he could hardly feci sure that he was not making up poetry in his 

sleep. 

Over the land and over the sea 
My flying fishes will come to me, 

For the note is not oj the world that wakes them > 

But in - 


He struggled to his feet and saw that his fellow-guardian was already 
out of bed; Jameson was peering out of the long window on to the bal¬ 
cony and calling out sharply to someone in the street below. 

“Who’s that?” he called out sharply. “What do you want?” 

He turned to Boyle in agitation, saying: “There’s somebody prowling 
about just outside. I knew it wasn’t safe. I’m going down to bar that 
front door, whatever they say.” 

He ran downstairs in a flutter and Boyle could hear the clattering of 
the bars upon the front door; but Boyle himself stepped out upon the 
balcony and looked out on the long grey road that led up to the house, 
and he thought he was still dreaming. 

Upon that grey road leading across that empty moor and through that 
little English hamlet, there had appeared a figure that might have stepped 
straight out of the jungle or the bazaar—a figure out of one of the Count s 
fantastic stories; a figure out of the “Arabian Nights.” The rather ghosdy 
grey twilight which begins to define and yet to discolour everything 
when the light in the east has ceased to be localized, lifted slowly like a 
veil of grey gauze and show r ed him a figure wrapped in outlandish 
raiment. A scarf of a strange sea-blue, vast and voluminous, went round 
the head like a turban, and then again round the chin, giving rather 
the general character of a hood; so far as the face was concerned it had a 
the effects of a mask. For the raiment round the head was drawn close as 
a veil; and die head itself was bowed over a queer-looking musical 
instrument made of silver or steel, and shaped like a deformed or crooked 
violin. It was played with something like a silver comb, and the notes 
were curiously thin and keen. Before Boyle could open his mouth, the 
same haunting alien accent came from under the shadow of the burnous, 


singing w 




same sort: 


As the golden birds go back to the tree 
My golden fishes return to me. 

Return - 


“You’ve no right here,” called out Boyle in exasperation, hardly 
knowing what he said. 

“I have a right to die goldfish,” said the stranger, speaking more 
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Kmg Solomon than an unsandalled Bedouin in a ragged blue aoaK 
And they will come to me. Come!” 65 *** 

T , He struck ln ra ?8 e fidd, f “ his voice rose sharply on the word 
There was a pang of sound that seemed to pierce the mind, and then 

there came a fainter sound, like an answer: a vibrant whisper. It came 
rorn the dark room behind where the bowl of goldfish was standing 
Boy.e turned towards it; and even as he turned the echo in the inner 
room changed to a long tingling sound like an electric bell, and then to 
a faint crash It was still a matter of seconds since lie had challenged the 
man from the balcony; but the old clerk had already regained the too 
of the stairs,, panting a little, for he was an elderly gentleman. P 
ve locked up the door, anyhow,” he said. 

The stable door ’’said Boyle out of the darkness of the inner room 
Jameson followed him into that apartment and found him staring down 

curved bits of a broken rainbow. 6 “ C 

“What do you mean by the stable door?” began fameson. 

, mean that the steed is stolcn,” answered Boyle. “The flying steeds 

1 hc f fl y m S flshes our ,Ar a b friend outside has just whistled to like so 2 
performing puppies. 

“But how could he?” exploded the old clerk, as if such events were 
hardly respectable. 

“WeU, they’re gone,” said Boyle shordy. “The broken bowl is here 
winch would have taken a long time to open properly, but only a second 

80n ‘' God ^ - 

s>id di ' dis,rscad >—• ^» 

«« T . Much L Ctter be tele P honin g tlle police at once,” answered Bovle 

8 lT g o°o u !li x: p Jr ri™ V 

village in our nightgowns. Bu. il may be thcr/arc dungs^endieholjte 
cars and wires won t outstrip.’ ’ B P ollce 

While Jameson was talking to the police-station tlirough the teleolionc 
m an agitated vo.ee Boyle went out again on to the balfony and Gv 
scanned that grey landscape of daybreaL There was no nace of the 
man in the miban, and no other sign of life, except some (hint sdrrines an 

merged mmd and demanding its own meaning. It wifsinfph Z fci 
that the grey landscape had never been entirely grey ther/wJ * 
gold spot am.d its stripes of colourless colour, a lamp lighted to OMrfT 
ouses on d,e other side of the green. Something, ^erhajs tantoTh 
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told him that it had been burning through all the hours of the darkness 
and was only fading with the dawn. He counted the houses, and his 
calculation brought out a result which seemed to fit in with something, 
he knew not what. Anyhow, it was apparently the house of the Count 
Yvon de Lara. 

Inspector Pinner had arrived with several policemen, and done several 
things of a rapid and resolute sort, being conscious that the very absurdity 
of the costly trinkets might give the case considerable prominence in the 
newspapers. He had examined everything, measured everything, taken 
down everybody’s deposition, taken everybody’s finger-prints, put 
everybody’s back up, and found himself at the end left facing a fact which 
he could not believe. An Arab from the desert had walked up the public 
road and stopped in front of the house of Mr. Peregrine Smart, where a 
bowl of artificial goldfish was kept in an inner room; he had then sung 
or recited a little poem, and the bowl had exploded like a bomb and 
die fishes vanished into thin air. Nor did it soothe the inspector to be 
told by a foreign Count—in a soft, purring voice—that the bounds of 
experience were being enlarged. 

Indeed, the attitude of each member of the little group was character¬ 
istic enough. Peregrine Smart himself had come back from London the 
next morning to hear die news of his loss. Naturally he admitted a 
shock; but it was typical of something sporting and spirited in the little 
old gentleman, something diat always made his small strutting figure 
look like a cock-sparrow’s, that he showed more vivacity in the search 
than depression at the loss. The man named Harmer, who had come to 
the village on purpose to buy the goldfish, might be excused for being 
a little testy on learning they were not there to be bought. But, in truth, 
his rather aggressive moustache and eyebrows seemed to bristle with 
something more definite than disappointment, and the eyes that darted 
over the company were bright with a vigilance that might well be 
suspicion. The sallow face of the bank manager, who had also returned 
from London though by a later train, seemed again and again to attract 
those shining and shifting eyes like a magnet. Of the two remaining 
figures of the original circle, Father Brown was generally silent when he 
was not spoken to, and the dazed Hartopp was often silent even when e 

was. 

But the Count was not a man to let anything pass that gave an apparent 
advantage to his views. He smiled at his rationalistic rival, the doctor, 
in the manner of one who knows how it is possible to be irritating by 

being ingratiating. 

“You will admit, doctor,” he said, “that at least some of the stories 
you thought so improbable look a little more realistic to-day than t ey 
did yesterday. When a man as ragged as those I described is able, bj 
speaking a word, to dissolve a solid vessel inside the four walls or the 
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house he stands outside, it might perhaps be called an example of what 

11 ' spiritual powers and materia] barriers/’ 

“And it might be called an example of what I said,” said the doctor 

s arp y, about a little scientific knowledge being enough to show 
how the tricks are done. 

f Do >’ ou re ^’y mcan < doctor,” asked Smart in some excitement 
that you can throw any scientific light on this mystery?” 

... 1 011 throw b S ht on what Count calls a mystery,” said the doctor 
because it is not a mystery at all. That part of it is plan, enough. A 

sound is only a wave of vibration, and certain vibrations can break glass 

1 the sound is of a certain kind and the glass of a certain kind. The man 

did not stand in the road and think, which the Count tells us is die ideal 

method when Orientals want a little chat. He sang out what he wanted 

quite loud, and struck a shnll note on an instrument. It is similar to many 

experiments by which glass of special composition has been cracked.” 

uch as the experiment,” said the Count lightly, “by which several 
lumps of solid gold have suddenly ceased to exist ” 

“Here comes Inspector Pinner,” said Boyle. “Between ourselves, I 
think he would regard the doctor’s natural explanation as quite as much 
o a fairy tale as the Count s preternatural one. A very sceptical intellect, 

“r s ’ cs P eoal, y a ^ out me - 1 rat her think I am under suspicion.” ' 
1 think we are all under suspicion,” said the Count. 

It was the presence of this suspicion in his own case that led Bovle 
to seek the personal advice of Father Brown. They were walking round 
the village green together some hours later in the day, when the priest 

fr0WIUng thou S htfull y at ground as he listened, suddenly 

“Do you see that?” he asked. “Somebody’s been washing the pavc- 
ent here just this little strip of pavement outside Colonel Varney’s 
house. I wonder whether that was done yesterday.” Y 

l ather Proven looked rather earnestly at the house, which was high 

faded co'ours. The chmks 0 , emmie/dm gave gl im p K f o y f Z fi 

SI f .? f rker: , i J " d " d ’ dK r k »W almost black in cZ s 
W1 i, the . fa ^ e thus golden in the morning light. 

That is Colonel Varney’s house, isn’t it?” he asked. “He comes from 
die East, too, I fancy. What sort of man is he?” 

I ye never even seen him,” answered Boyle. “I don’t think anv 

body s seen him, except Dr. Burdock, and I rather fancy the doZ 
doesn t see him more than he need.” Y r 

“Well, I’m going to see him for a minute,” said Father Brown 
The big front door opened and swallowed the small priest and hi« 

[rS* S’ 18 ,!,' “ in 1 d “ ed manner,^as^f 'wonder- 

„ whether it would ever open again. It opened in a few minutes, and 
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Father Brown emerged, still smiling, and continued his slow and potter¬ 
ing progress round the square of roads. Sometimes he seemed to have 
forgotten the matter in nand altogether, for he would-make passing 
remarks on historical and social questions, or 011 the prospects of develop¬ 
ment in the district. He remarked on the soil used for the beginning of a 
new road by die bank; he looked across the old village green with a 
vague expression. 

“Common land. I suppose people ought to feed their pigs and geese 
on it, if they had any pigs or geese; as it is, it seems to feed nothing but 
nettles and thistles. What a pity that what was supposed to be a sort ot 
large meadow has been turned into a small and petty wilderness. That s 
Dr. Burdock’s house opposite, isn’t it?” 

“Yes,” answered Boyle, almost jumping at this abrupt postscript. 
“Very well,” answered Father Brown, “then I diink we’ll go indoors 

again. 

As they opened the from door of Smart’s house and mounted the stairs, 
Boyle repeated to his companion many details of the drama enacted 
there at daybreak. 

“I suppose you didn't doze off again? asked Father Brown, giving 
time for somebody co scale the balcony while Jameson ran down to 
secure the door.” 

“No,” answered Boyle; “I am sure of that. 1 woke up to hear Jameson 
challenging the stranger from the balcony; then I heard him running 
downstairs and putting up the bars, and then m two strides 1 was on the 

balcony myself.” 

“Or could he have slipped in between you from another angle* 
Are there any other entrances besides the front entrance? 

“Apparendy there are not,” said Boyle gravely 
“I had better make sure, don’t you think?’ asked Father Brown 
apologetically, and scutded softly downstairs again. Boyle remained in 
die from bedroom gazing rather doubtfully after him After a con3 " 
parariveiy brief interval the round and rather rustic visage appearc 
again at the head of the stairs, looking rathci like a curnip ghost with a 

broad grin. 

“No; I think that settles the matter of entrances, said the turn JP 
ghost, cheerfully. “And now, 1 think, having got everything in a tight 
box, so to speak, we can cake stock of what we ve got. It s rather a 

curious business.* 

“Do you think, asked Boyle, ‘that rhe Count or che colonel, or any 
of dicse Eastern travellers have anything to do with it? Do you dunk it 

is—preternatural?” ^ , 

“I will grant you this,” said the priest gravely, ‘it the Count, or t-c 

colonel, or any of your neighbours aid dress up in Arab masquerade an 

creep up to this house in the dark—then it was preternatural. 
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“What do you mean? Why?” 

.< .• Bccause tIle Arab left no footprints,” answered Father Brown 
The colonel on the one side and the banker on the other are the nearest 

“ T 1J P nnt k off barC / eCt ,lkc 3 P l3Ster an d probably leave ^ 

Now, if the visitor were the Count or the doctor in the houses opposite' 
e mig t possibly, of course, have come across the common But he 
must have found it exceedingly uncomfortable with bare feet, for it is 
remarked one mass of thorns and thistles and stinging nettles He 

as you say, he was a preternatural being.” UliCSS> 

dSfJend' 11 SKldi ' y “ d ’ C 8nvc “ d ^decipherable face of his 
“Do y OU mean that he was?” he asked, at length. 

a P ause ere “A ^ trTmtant 

raster 

Ae el^tfe ^ 

straogcr In the same way, if anything i, right in the foreground of o„l 

Ml “ td co gr °? d 8 °r° ‘ hC mid<ile d “ ncc ' Should probably 
-Lrndpom 3 .^ me “- * VOU how it looks 'It 

Uke ^vTySng detiS^rZ Ph “ e *" “i . 

can reach a condition in which a 1 1 r I A man 

be a Babylonian S ca^d Whh'"; ’ T 8 °" 'f a head ' wi " ““ » 
Hangtng hardens of Babylon, so that hi will’ l°TkJk°™ 

t'ptZHZ bricks of hi" wn'f £ 

the ''v/ 7 , aim “the name of^f “Zj S “' mg “ d p ° ,, " m S « 

barred again ” f W ° nder does 11 mean? Th c door is 

w^e S 3 across 

rusq, non whtcb had once, as he had'^rd, loeked'tht subledtm motref 
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There was something darkly and dumbly ironic in those old fastenings 
dosing behind them and imprisoning them as if of their own motion. 

“Oh those!” said Father Brown casually. “I put up those bars myself, 
just now. Didn’t you hear me?” 

“No,” answered Boyle, staring. “I heard nothing.” 

“Well, I rather thought you wouldn’t,” said the other equably. “There’s 
really no reason why anybody upstairs should hear those bars being put 
up. A sort of hook fits easily into a sort of hole. When you’re quite 
close you hear a dull click; but that’s all. The only tiling that makes 
any noise a man could hear upstairs, is this.” 

And he lifted the bar out of its socket and let it fall with a clang at the 
side of the door. 

“It does make a noise if you unbar the door,” said Father Brown gravely, 
“even if you do it pretty carefully.” 

“You mean-” 

“I mean,” said Father Brown, “that what you heard upstairs was 
Jameson opening the door and not shutting it. And now let’s open the 
door ourselves and go outside.” 

When they stood outside in the street, under the balcony, the little 
priest resumed his previous explanation as coolly as if it had been a 
chemical lecture. 

“I was saying that a man may be in the mood to look for something 
very distant, and not realize that it is something very close, something 
very close to himself, perhaps something very like himself. It was a 
strange and outlandish thing that you saw when you looked down at this 
road. I suppose it never occurred to you to consider what he saw when 
he looked up at that balcony?” 

Boyle was staring at the balcony and did not answer, and the other 
added: 

“You thought it very wild and wonderful that an Arab should come 
through civilized England with bare feet. You did not remember that 

at the same moment you had bare feet yourself.” 

Boyle at last found words, and it was to repeat words already spoken. 

“Jameson opened the door,” he said mechanically. 

“Yes,” assented his friend. “Jameson opened the door and came out 
into the road in his nightclothes, just as you came out on the ibalcony. 
He caught up two things that you had seen a hundred times: the Icngt 
of old blue curtain that he wrapped round his head, and the Orien 
musical instrument you must have often seen in that heap of Orient 
curiosities. The rest was atmosphere and acting, very fine acting, for e 

is a very fine artist in crime.” .. .1 

“Jameson!” exclaimed Boyle incredulously. He was such a du o 

stick that I never even noticed him.” . . 

“Precisely,” said the priest, “he was an artist. If he could act a wizax 
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fo'/sbt'wecksr' f0 ' “ min “ CS ' d0 y °“ ,hinl: he could 1101 «t a clerk 

“L am “i 01 ? uite Sure llis ob j ect >” said Boyle 
. Hls object has been achieved,” replied Father Brown ‘‘or very nearlv 

tZfJg? “ ken ft soldfish'already, of course^ £ 

have realized rlf r h ^u'j e lad S “?P*Y ta ^ cn them, everybody would 
nave reaiuul that he had twenty chances of doing it. Bv rLti™* 

mystenons magician from the end of the earth, he set everybody’s tin 'u dies 

.0“ ‘ Wh °' e *"* ™ “ «“ h °- '< wL “00 dose to you 

he lit cu'tT've^'fme 0y i e t ; s ? T “ to ruu. and 

£ wS: 8 a fie'tr W “ talk i" B from Ihc bal ““Y. » I suppose 
to get outside before I b s upp°te it s true that there was time for him 

cony " ' 1 iid “'y wok “ “P “d got out on ,0 the bal- 

"P '°° m T" rc P lic<1 

onp 1 ,y scnse most ot us wake up too ate I for 

one , nave woken up much too htp i : • i > , , , ! ror 

ago Jus, before or j? after they ,00k Ws " b ° lKd '° ng 

Should neTr U ^ uptt, se^tn"'” ^ B ° yle ' ' 
colourless that 1 forgo, all about itim ’ 

nrtufXhi ™ endrein lTd” "P 11 " 1 '* fric ”^ '' h ' » one 

either unu, ^ ^d Z!£%£& 
Anyhow, we owe all to you,” said Boyle warmly 8 

“Mrs. Robinson?” questioned the A Bf ° Wn with a smile - 

mean the housekeeper^” d H W01ldenn g secre tary. “You don’t 

other. “This ma^waTaven^g 1 [° r | get ’ and e Y e " I ? 10re -” answered the 
actor, and therefore he was^ 8 ~A ^ C i 1 ™ nai; he llad be en an excellent 

never hears any voice but his ow k° °®* St ‘ ^ man tbe Count 
had all forgotLnTe w^ , l? ’a* *t“ man COuld Usten > when you 

for his romance and know exactIv'rh CXactl y tlle n 8 bt materials 

^tray. But he made one bad millakt hfhe n^l t0 | ’ Cad y ° UalJ 

son, the housekeeper.” £ psychology of Mrs. Robin- 

ir.” 1 UndCrSt “ d ’" “»yk. ''what site can have to do with 

'•He w'thiaTt'of mef ^if 0 bC ’; arrCi " F ud.er Btown 

employer, could go on saying CimeSg 'ttuotlZ, 
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or might as well be done. But if you convey to a woman that something 
ought to be done, there is always a dreadful danger that she will suddenly 
do it.” 


IV 


THE ACTOR AND THE ALIBI 

Mr. Mundon Mandeville, the theatrical manager, walked briskly 
through the passages behind the scenes, or rather below the scenes. 
His attire was smart and festive, perhaps a little too festive; the flower in 
his buttonhole was festive; the very varnish on his boots was festive; 
but his face was not at all festive. He was a big, bull-necked, black- 
browed man, and at the moment his brow was blacker than usual. He 
had in any case, of course, the hundred botherations that besiege a man 
in such a position; and they ranged from large to small and from new 
to old. It annoyed him to pass through the passages where the old panto¬ 
mime scenery was stacked; because he had successfully begun his career 
at that theatre with very popular pantomimes, and had since been in¬ 
duced to gamble in more serious and classical drama over which he ha 
dropped a good deal of money. Hence, to see the sapphire Gates o 
Bluebeard’s Blue Palace, or portions of the Enchanted Grove of Golden 
Orange Trees, leaning up against the wall to be festooned with cobwebs 
or nibbled by mice, did not give him that soothing sense of a return to 
simplicity which we all ought to have when given a glimpse o 
wonderland of our childhood. Nor had he any time to drop a tear w ere 
he had dropped the money, or to dream of this Paradise of Peter an, 
for he had been summoned hurriedly to settle a practical problem, no 
of the past but of the moment. It was the sort of thing that does sometime 
happen in that strange world behind the scenes; but it was big enoug 
be serious. Miss Maroni, the talented young actress of Italian parent g > 
who had undertaken to act an important part in the play that was to d 
rehearsed that afternoon and performed that evening, had abru ? Y 
even violently refused at the last moment to do anything o t e 
He had not even seen the exasperating lady yet; and as she ha ° 
herself up in her dressing-room and defied the world througn the d . 

it seemed unlikely, for the present, that he would. Mr. Mun on 

ville was sufficiently British to explain it by murmuring that all foreig 
were mad; but the thought of his good fortune in inhabiting t e _ 
sane island of the planet did not suffice to soothe him any more 
the memory of the Enchanted Grove. All these things, and many m 
were annoying; and yet a very intimate observer might have suspec 
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t," 8 ^ Wr °" 8 W “ h Mr ' tha ' «"< kyond 

haS P His foe wL l ’fuirr d 1 heal ' iy T “ iook ha «S ard ’ he looked 

twitched as it u were always trying to bite the black strip of moustache 
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tk cSle I" , 3 3 T S ° n ** d0ill 8 * that ^ drug wL 

ragedy, but the tragedy the cause of the drug What 
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thro 1 Pr> ' COrrld “' he ttrew back a nervous glance now and 
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foreign actress out of a locked room- a nrw h P roblcin °P getting a 
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Hasnt she come out yet?” he demanded, speaking to his wife’s 
business-like attendant rather than to his wife. 

No, sir, answered the woman—who was known as Mrs. Sands—in 
a sombre maimer. 

“We are beginning to get a little alarmed,” said old Randall. “She 
seemed quite unbalanced, and we’re afraid she might even do herself 
some mischief” 

Hell!” said Mandeville in his simple and artless way. “Advertise¬ 
ment’s very good, but we don’t want that sort of advertisement. Hasn’t 
she any friends here? Has nobody any influence with her?” 

“Jarvis thinks die only man who might manage her is her own priest 
round the corner,” said Randall; “and in case she does start hanging 
herself on a hat peg, I really thought perhaps he’d better be here. Jarvis 
has gone to fetch him . . . and, as a matter of fact, here he comes.” 

Two more figures appeared in that subterranean passage under the 
stage: the first was Ashton Jarvis, a jolly fellow who generally acted 
villains, but who had surrendered that high vocation for the moment 
to the curly-headed youth with the nose. The other figure was short 
and square and clad all in black; it was Father Brown from the church 
round the comer. 

Father Brown seemed to take it quite naturally and even casually, that 
he should be called in to consider the queer conduct of one of his flock, 
whether she was to be regarded as a black sheep or only as a lost lamb. 
But he did not seem to think much of the suggestion of suicide. 

“I suppose there was some reason for her flying off the handle like that, 
he said. “Does anybody know what it was?” 

“Dissatisfied with her part, I believe,” said the older actor. 

“They always are,” growled Mr. Mundon Mandeville. And I 
thought my wife would look after those arrangements.” 

“I can only say,” said Mrs. Mundon Mandeville rather wearily, that 
I gave her what ought to be the best part. It’s supposed to be what 
stage-struck young women want, isn’t it—to act the beautiful young 
heroine and marry the beautiful young hero in a shower of bouquets 
and cheers from the gallery? Women of my age naturally have to fa 
back on acting respectable matrons, and I was careful to confine myse 

to that.” ,, ., 

“It would be devilish awkward to alter the parts now, anyhow, sai 

Randall. , 

“It’s not to be thought of,” declared Norman Knight firmly. W y> 

I could hardly act—but anyhow it’s much too late.” 

Father Brown had slipped forward and was standing outside the 

locked door listening. 

“Is there no sound?” asked the manager anxiously; and then added in 
a lower voice: “Do you think she can have done herself in? 
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There is a certain sound,” replied Father Brown calmly “I should 
windows or looking-glasses, probably with her feet. No^ I do nT <5 

c/»r T’ s Sd H' 7 d r k rt ab r "—physios ti s 
sZ$Z r. snd 1 “ Zm c ,0 u ^ 

ordinary precautions if site comes out with V leap 1 " 8 ' * W ' U ‘° Klte 
So you re not in favour of forcing the door?" asked Mandeville 

"If vou l y ZT‘ll f* m r U a Piay; ' "P M f’*- Brown. 

Iwe riL h 'l 1 ° n h Sl,e ' 11 r bably COm<; «* m«e ctrioS ' , 
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anything in that light. Do you know, he actually wanted a woman like 
that to act as a pantomime boy? Admitted that she was a fine actress, 
but said pantomimes paid better. That will give you about a measure 
of his psychological insight and sensibility. But she never complained. 
As she said to me once: ‘Complaint always comes back in an echo from 
the ends of the world; but silence strengthens us.’ If only she were married 
to somebody who understood her ideas she might have been one of the 
great actresses of the age; indeed, the highbrow critics still diink a lot 

of her. As it is, she is married to that.” 

And he pointed to where the big black bulk of Mandeville stood 
with his back to them, talking to the ladies who had summoned him 
forth into the vestibule. Lady Miriam was a very long and languid 
and elegant lady, handsome in a recent fashion largely modelled on 
Egyptian mummies; her dark hair cut low and square, like a sort of 
helmet, and her lips very painted and prominent and giving her a per¬ 
manent expression of contempt. Her companion was a very vivacious 
lady with an ugly attractive face and hair powdered with grey. She was 
a Miss Theresa Talbot and she talked a great deal, while her companion 
seemed too tired to talk at all. Only, just as the two men passed, Lady 

Miriam summoned up the energy to say: _ 

“Plays are a bore; but I’ve never seen a rehearsal in ordinary clothes. 

Might be a bit funny. Somehow, nowadays, one can never find a thing 
one’s never seen.” 

“Now, Mr. Mandeville,” said Miss Talbot, tapping him on the arm 
with animated persistence, “you simply must let us see that rehearsal. 
We can’t come to-night, and we don’t want to. We want to see all the 

funny people in the wrong clothes.” ... 

“Of course I can give you a box if you wish it, said Mandevi e 

hastily. “Perhaps your ladyship would come this way. And he e 

them off down another corridor. , 

“I wonder,” said Jarvis in a meditative manner, “whether even Man e 

ville prefers that sort of woman.” 

“Well,” asked his clerical companion, “have you any reason to supp 

that Mandeville does prefer her?” 

Tarvis looked at him steadily for an instant before answering. 

“Mandeville is a mystery,” he said gravely. “Oh, yes, I ™ 0V ' r ,.,| 
he looks about as commonplace a cad as ever walked down tc V 
But he really is a mystery for all that. There s something on s 
science. There’s a shadow in his life. And I doubt w iet er it las 
thing more to do with a few fashionable flirtations than it has wi 
poor neglected wife. If it has, there s something more in t e 
meets the eye. As a matter of fact, I happen to know rather more 
it than anyone eke does, merely by accident. But even can 
anything of what I know, except a mystery. 
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He looked around him in die vestibule to see tlnr thr ■ t 

and then added, lowering his voice: 7 * al ° nc 
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“I tell you a woman visits him,” Knight was saying violently. 

“Hush! ’ said the lady in her voice of silver that still had in it some¬ 
thing of steel. “You must not talk like this. Remember, he is my hus¬ 
band.” 

“I wish to God I could forget it,” said Knight, and rushed up the 
stairs to the stage. 

The lady followed him, still pale and calm, to take up her own position 
there. 

“Somebody else knows it,” said the priest quietly; “but I doubt 
whether it is any business of ours.” 

“Yes,” muttered Jarvis; “it seems as if everybody knows it and nobody 
knows anything about it.” 

They proceeded along the passage to the other end, where the rigid 
attendant sat outside the Italian’s door. 


“No; she ain’t come out yet,” said the woman in her sullen way; 
“and she ain’t dead, for I heard her moving about now and then. I 
dunno what tricks she’s up to.” 

“Do you happen to know, ma’am,” said Father Brown with abrupt 
politeness, “where Mr. Mandeville is just now?” 

“Yes,” she replied promptly. “Saw him go into his little room at 
the end of the passage a minute or two ago; just before the prompter 
called and the curtain went up. Must be there still, for I ain’t seen him 
come out.” 



“There’s no other door to his office, you mean,” said Father Brown 
in an off-hand way. “Well, I suppose the rehearsal’s going in full swing 
now, for all the Signora’s sulking.” 

“Yes,” said Jarvis after a moment’s silence; “I can just hear the voices 
on the stage from here. Old Randall has a splendid carrying voice. 

They both remained for an instant in a listening attitude, so that the 
booming voice of the actor on the stage could indeed be heard rolling 
faintly down the stairs and along the passage. Before they had spoken 
again or resumed their normal poise, their ears were filled with another 
sound. It was a dull but heavy crash and it came from behind the c 
door of Mundon Mandeville’s private room. , 

Father Brown went racing along the passage like an arrow from t e 
bow and was struggling with the door-handle before Jarvis had wakene 

with a start and begun to follow him. 

“The door is locked,” said the priest, turning a face that was a 
pale. “And I am all in favour of breaking down this door. ^ 

“Do you mean,” asked Jarvis with a rather ghastly look, that c 
unknown visitor has got in here again? Do you think it’s. . . anything 
serious?” After a moment he added: “I may be able to push back e 

bolt; I know the fastening on these doors.” . . 

He knelt down and pulled out a pocket-knife with a long steel imp c* 
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ment, manipulated it ;‘or a moment, and the door swung ooen nn A. 
manage, s study. Almost the first thing they noticed was A»?A 

otiS e i M bS v, “ e *™ 
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. ' ' - 11 '"'S 01 n J J1 '!>« »nre,” said Father Brown 
“7 C uTr aferwaids h ' aid thoughtfully: 

“no rS ands K , a gt llm py and gloomy sort of card." 

you mean, asked the other in a lowered voice “rhor I ’ i • 
and the Italian did come out?” d ’ 1 slle s *y in g 

■ached°n„d;tr:^" m,y: ''' ' h '" fe 1 «“* * ■»«« o, less as a *. 

SoftrXat '^ S d ; J 

While they had been exrhanrri !u . ’ Sa ' d Fatllcr Br °wn. 
had knelt down by the bodv and? rcflectl0m - Father Brown 

or question a dead b„d v ? UiZZ 7 W f beyo " d any ^ope 

if it had fallen f,oZ ihe woX'f ft X1**“ -“S ^ “ 

was a property dagger that k k , 7 TT SOme flu g er -pnnts. It 

kicking about the theatre for a l n ° hody * P^pcrty; it had been 

picked I, up. Then ,he pries, roj aS UkXSSrd".^' haVe 

d» ^toXSotlari P °K ^ "* " a " d fcl "Tugh 

see how our Italian friend could £%!££■? '°° m ’ ky d ' e Way ' 1 don '' 

she had a“ “bi “Itodlh ? t“ ld 1 “:no,. Ihshould have though, 

opposite ends of oL pl ' r ° 0mS ’ both ^a 

*ong passage, with a fixed witness watching it.” 
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‘No,” said Father Brown. “Not quite. The difficulty is how she could 
have got in this end. I think she might have got out the other 
end.” 

“And why?” asked the other. 

“I told you,” said Father Brown, “that it sounded as if she was breaking 
glass—mirrors or windows. Stupidly enough I forgot something I knew 
quite well; that she is pretty superstitious. She wouldn’t be likely to 
break a mirror; so I suspect she broke a window. It’s true that all this is 
under the ground floor; but it might be a skylight or a window opening 
on an area. But there don’t seem to be any skylights or areas 
here.” And he stared at the ceiling very intendy for a considerable 
time. 

Suddenly he came back to conscious life again with a start. We 

must go upstairs and telephone and tell everybody. It is pretty painful- 

My God, can you hear those actors still shouting and ranting upstairs? 
The play is still going on. I suppose that’s what they mean by tragic 
irony.” 


When it was fated that the theatre should be turned into a house of 
mourning, an opportunity was given to the actors to show many of the 
real virtues of their type and trade. They did, as die phrase goes, behave 
like gentlemen; and not only like first walking gendemen. They had 
not all of them liked or trusted Mandeville, but they knew exactly the 
right things to say about him; diey showed not only sympathy but 
delicacy in their attitude to his widow. She had become, in a new and 
very different sense, a tragedy queen—her tightest word was law 
and while she moved about slowly and sadly, they ran her many 

errands. ... 

“She was always a strong character,” said old Randall rather httfkily. 

“and had the best brains of any of us. Of course poor Mandevihe was 
never on her level in education and so on; but she always did her uty 
splendidly. It was quite pathetic the way she would sometimes say s e 
wished she had more intellectual life; but Mandeville—well, nil tux 
bonutn, as they say.” And the old gentleman went away wagging 

“Nil nisi bonutn indeed,” said Jarvis grimly. “I don’t think Randall 
at an y rate has heard of the story of the strange lady visitor. By the way, 
don’t you think it probably was the strange woman? „ 

J _ ^ J A ifAll Kv rhf* crranae woman. 



un: i aon t mean uie Italian wuui<ui, ~ 

as a matter of fact, you were quite right about her, too. When they wen 
in the skylight was smashed and the room was empty; but so far as c 
police can discover, she simply went home in the most harmless tas on. 
No. I mean the woman who was heard threatening him at that secret 



THE ACTOR AND THE ALIBI 

* 'i j2tl 

SyTLI Wl, ° M She W “ "* Do you chink Ac 

"chri shcSy wlstk wtkT h’ 0 "'"' SI “ nS bi “ kly im ° Ihc void ’ 

actors But as fnr tkn»- r.f StrvaiKS or eve n impecunious 

peculiar thing about Ac V ' " 0 ' ice,J ‘ he 00 «“<H and 

onc'do you mca d n?" Verl1 *+" »* Fa,her *»"»• “Which 

“I mean the corporate alibi,” said Jarvis gravely. “It’s not oft™ ,k , 

lighted stage and all witnessing to each other As it r, °V 

lucky cor our friends here that poor Mandeville did l i ° Ut “ ISJ0 ? 
society women in the box to watch the rehearsal Th£ C CW ° S ^ y 

going fnto lTtoom They ^ “ 

you and I found his dead body And bv i luckv^oi T UtCS after 

we actually heard him fall was during 7 the time when'T;’k he , m0raent 
were on the stage together ” 8 When a11 die ^aracters 

aer Jd CS Father R Cenainly T vcr y im Pottant and simplifies everything ” 
■Hough he is very pt^ 

ruled out; it was his voice we he^ * 8 JUSC nc ? w * But he is 

stage. There is our jeune premier, Mr. Kmghrl hive rather^ d™ 1 ^ 

to suppose he was in love with Mandev,lie’s wifl and nof d * 7 ™ 
that sentiment so much as he might; but he is O „tof> r concealing 

the stage at the same time, being thundered Tl U ’ ° r i K * Wai 011 
Jew who calls himself Aubrey Vernon he’s « r Tl f K ^ at a , mable 

chiefly on Lady Miriam and her friX’Aelx• aSIL'^ 

f c act y 

The legal witnesses, howlvay ’a^y Mtia’S £ '"STT 

a, ‘r°d ^PP^eyou feel sure they are all right?” ° ^ 

Lady Miriam? said Jarvis in surprise. “Oh ves i 

mean that she looks a queer sort of vamo But ^ ’ suppose you 

. "Ojdy A'/i, brings “ "gLt^bS •'Sat tih . 

Don. you see Aat Ass collecrive ahbi practieiy “0“^ 
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Those four were the only performers in the theatre at the time; and there 
were scarcely any servants in the theatre; none indeed, except old Sam, 
who guards the only regular entrance, and the woman who guarded 
Miss Maroni’s door. There is nobody else left available but you and 
me. We certainly might be accused of the crime, especially as we found 
the body. There seems nobody else who can be accused. You didn’t 
happen to kill him when 1 wasn’t looking, I suppose?” 

Jarvis looked up with a slight start and stared a moment, then the 
broad grin returned to his swarthy face. He shook his head. 

‘‘You didn’t do it,” said Father Brown; “and we will assume for the 
moment, merly for the sake of argument, that I didn’t do it. The people 
on the stage being out of it, it really leaves the Signora behind her locked 
door, the sentinel in front of her door, and old Sam. Or are you thinking 
of the two ladies in the box? Of course they might have slipped out of 
the box.” 

“No,” said Jarvis; “1 am thinking of the unknown woman who came 
and told Mandeville she was his wife.” 

“Perhaps she was,” said the priest; and this time there was a note in his 
steady voice that made his companion start to liis feet once more and 
lean across the table. 

“We said,” he observed in a low, eager voice, “that this first wife 

might have been jealous of the other wife.” 

“No,” said Father Brown; “she might have been jealous of the Italian 
girl, perhaps, or of Lady Miriam Marden. But she was not jealous of the 
other wife.” 


“And why not?” ^ 

“Because there was no other wife,” said Father Brown. So far from 
being a bigamist, Mr. Mandeville seems to me to have been a highly 
monogamous person. His wife was almost too much with him; so muc 
with him that you all charitably suppose that she must be somebody c se. 
But I don’t see how she could have been with him when he was kil e , 
for we agree that she was acting all the time in front of the foothg ts. 

Acting an important part, too. ...” , 

“Do you really mean,” cried Jarvis, “that die strange woman w^o 

haunted him like a ghost was only the Mrs. Mandeville. we know. 
But he received no answer; for Father Brown was staring into vacancy 
with a blank expression almost like an idiot’s. He always did loo mos 

idiotic at the instant when he was most intelligent. i A 

The next moment he scrambled to his feet, looking very harasse an 
distressed. “This is awful,” he said. “I’m not sure it isn t the wors 
business I ever had; but I’ve got to go through with it. Wou y° 
go and ask Mrs. Mandeville if I ijiay speak to her in private? 

“Oh, certainly,” said Jarvis, as he turned towards the door. ** 

what’s the matter with you?” 


523 


THE 


Only being a bom fool,” said Father Brown; “a very common 

complaint m this vale of tears. I was fool enough to forgeTaltoeeXr 
that the play was The School for Scandal.” 8 g g th 

He walked restlessly up and down the room until Jarvis re-appeared 
at ^e door with an altered and even alarmed face. PP 

her. ,Can 1 fmd hef an * where " he ^d. “Nobody seems to have seen 

They haven t seen Norman Knight either, have they?” asked Father 
Brown dryly. Well it saves me the most painful interview of my life 

BuTX w* g r CC l ° f C T i ’r I W35 Very nearly lightened of that woman' 
But she was fi ghtened ot me, too; frightened of sometliing I’d seen or 

fo r 8 C' hcr “ bolt widl hin, - Now <•«* 

ror hini? inquired Jarvis. 

““ “ d< K WiC !’ a murd “«.” ^d *e other 

worZ“ morto ” m “" ol<iCt She W “ SOmethin * «* 

‘‘And what is that?” 

1 | An f g r* Father Brown - “ s he was the sort of person who 

die worst calamity of mortal life. The looking-glass was uiduckv for 
her all right; but rather because it wasn’t broken.” ^ 

can t understand what all this means,” said Jarvis. “Evervbo^ 

hiX ^ hef a , perS °/ 1 of . the most exa]tecl ideals, almost moving on a 
higher spiritual plane than the rest of us ” ® 

iMnsrsnss; x.'r *• - •- s=!S 

Jl ™ Si 1 ” SUrC hcr behlvi<>UI about Man 

Her behaviour always was beautiful ” said rK#. <<i» i , 

soa*, eVe 1 b ° dy h “ e al1 aboUt llCr "fiMmcnts and subtkoes andTpiritml 

ISt: r‘ S e ’ s B “‘ aU 4- apZafcd 

't;ro?£:r sure that St - Pcter -»^ **£ 

bom ,the vt £m words'^' °”d t‘ h i""' 15 '”* "I knew 

*c poor I Jan Jhtu heVfine a’’ f T T rcaUy bdn 8 fair » 
ag^n 1 realiaed it when I knew that the "A’XifTZ.A.r* 
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“Well,” said the priest, “she said she had given the girl the part of the 
beautiful heroine and had retired into the background herself with the 
older part of a matron. Now that might have applied to almost any 
play; but it falsifies the facts about that particular play. She can only have 
meant that she gave the other actress the part of Maria, which is hardly 
a part at all. And the part of the obscure and self-effacing married 
woman, if you please, must have been the part of Lady Teazle, which is 
the only part any actress wants to act. If the Italian was a first-rate 
actress who had been promised a first-rate part, there was really some 
excuse, or at least some cause, for her mad Italian rage. There generally 
is for mad Italian rages: Latins are logical and have a reason for going 
mad. But that one little thing let in daylight for me on the meaning of 
her magnanimity. And there was another thing, even then. You 
laughed when I said that the sulky look of Mrs. Sands was a study in 
character; but not in the character of Mrs. Sands. But it was true. If 
you want to know what a lady is really like, don’t look at her; for she 
may be too clever for you. Don’t look at the men round her, for they 
may be too silly about her. But look at some other woman who is 
always near to her, and especially one who is under her. You will see 
in that mirror her real face, and the face mirrored in Mrs. Sands was very 

ugly. . 

“And as for all the other impressions, what were they? I heard a Jot 

about the unworthiness of poor old Mandeville; but it was all about s 
being unworthy of her, and I am pretty certain it came indirectly from 
her. And, even so, it betrayed itself. Obviously, from what every 
man said, she had confided in every man about her confounded intellectu 
loneliness. You yourself said she never complained; and then quote 
her about how her uncomplaining silence strengthened her soul. An 
that is just the note; that’s the unmistakable style. People who comp ain 
are just jolly, human Christian nuisances; I don’t mind them. u 
people who complain that they never complain are the devil. They are 
really the devil; isn’t that swagger of stoicism the whole point 0 t ® 
Byronic cult of Satan? I heard all this; but for the life of me I co 
hear of anything tangible she had to complain of. Nobody preten e 
that her husband drank, or beat her, or left her without money, or 
was unfaithful, until the rumour about the secret meetings, whic wer^ 
simply her own melodramatic habit of pestering him with c** 
lectures in his own business office. And when one looked at t e ac i 
apart from the atmospheric impression of martyrdom she c0 ^ tn . V r g 
spread, the facts were really quite the other way. Mandevi e e t ^ 
making money on pantomimes to please her; he started losing money ^ 
classical drama to please her. She arranged the scenery and furniture 
she liked. She wanted Sheridan’s play and she had it; she wante 
part of Lady Teazle and she had it; she wanted a rehearsal wi 0 


costume at that particular hour and she had it. It may be worth remarking 
on the cunous fact that she wanted that.” S 

“But what is the use of all this tirade?” asked the actor, who had hardly 
^ L m C CnCal f fnend , make so . lon g a s P^ch before. “ We seem to 

She may have eloped with Knight; she may have bamboozled Randall-’ 
she may have bamboozled me. But she can't have murdered her husl 

“ K ‘ ;'.' r a g rees she was on the stage through the whole 

scene. She may be wicked; but she isn’t a witch ” 

Yf ; 1 W0 , uJdn ’ t be so sure,” said Father Brown, with a smile “But 

did it, and very simply indeed.” e 

m y Wty a " y °" !0 surc of tbt? " “W Jarvis, looking at him in a puzzled 

“Because the play was The School for Scandal ,” replied Father Brown 

and t at particular ac, of The W/> We/. I should Ife rofe3 

Ld I shoulddso |T' that 5hc , llwayS , amngcd ,he f,,rnimr ' kow she 
AatCtToT; h W0 "' 11 mtU . ralIy «Ho 5. and tricl 

EEfa? c °„ f Th / S ?r lf °' 0nc of principal perform^ 

technically on but she might practically be very much ‘off’ That is 

die Screen of Lady Teazle and the Alibi of Mrs. Mandeville.” 

there was a silence and then the actor said: “You think she slinrwl 

rough a trap-door behind a screen down to the floor below where 
the manager s room was? ’ e 

’- lip ? e i d ! aWay i in SOme fashion ; and that is the most 

E cause si etok th ^ 7 think *e more prob^bl 

S c Shc t0 , 0k the opportunity of an undress rehearsal and even 

ehe rsaTr 6 hM U 3 8 UCSS > but 1 fa ^Y if it had been a dmss 
in the hooL^f 1 U T beCn u morc dfficuJt t0 g et through a trap-door 

of fou c buM tnk 8 H UCC TO* There arC man y llCtIe ^ ulcies . 

on X 3 ar \' m “‘ “e' 11 ' bi « difficulty.” said jams, putdng his head 

on h, s hand «mh a sort of groan. "I simply can’t bring myselfmbehew 

I If r f d ! an ‘ and Ktcne creature like that could so low, so to speak her 
bodily balance, to say nothin** of her moral hal mr,* w - P . 

... I enou gh? Was she very much in love with Knight?” 

hummcxcuse S 1115 “ fo L r rcali X « would be the most 

to get rid of her h r !T rry i t0 Say that 1 have m y doubcs - She wanted 

not even makmg much money, she wanted to have a clmer as “heb t 
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liant wife of a brilliant and rapidly-rising actor. But she didn't want in 
that sense to act in The School for Scandal . She wouldn’t have run away 
with a man except in the last resort. It wasn’t a human passion with her, 
but a sort of hellish respectability. She was always dogging her husband 
in secret and badgering him to divorce himself or otherwise get out of 
the way; and as he refused he paid at last for his refusal. There’s another 
thing you’ve got to remember. You talk about these highbrows having 
a higher art and a more philosophical drama. But remember what a lot 
of the philosophy is! Remember what sort of conduct those highbrows 
often present to the highest! All about the Will to Power and the Right 
to Live and the Right to Experience . . . damned nonsense and more 
than damned nonsense—nonsense that can damn.” 

Father Brown frowned, which he did very rarely; and there was still 
a cloud on his brow as he put on his hat and went out into the night. 


V 


THE VANISHING OF VAUDREY 

Sir Arthur Vaudrhy, in his light-grey summer suit, and wearing on his 
grey head the white hat which he so boldly affected, went walking 
briskly up the road by the river from his own house to the little g r0U P 
of houses that were almost like outhouses to his own, entered t at 
little hamlet, and then vanished completely as if he had been carried away 

by the fairies. r 

The disappearance seemed the more absolute and abrupt because o 
the familiarity of the scene and the extreme simplicity of the conditions 
of the problem. The hamlet could not be called a village; indeed, it 
was little more than a small and strangely-isolated street. It stood in e 
middle of wide and open fields and plains, a mere string of the four or 
five shops absolutely needed by the neighbours; that is, by a few armers 
and the family at the great house. There was a butcher s at the comer, 
at which, it appeared, Sir Arthur had last been seen. He was seen by two 
young men staying at his house—Evan Smith, who was acting as s 
secretary, and John Dalmon, who was generally supposed to be engjage 
to his ward. There was next to the butcher s a small shop com 
a large number of functions, such as is found in villages, in which a t 
old woman sold sweets, walking-sticks, golf-balls, gum, balls 0 string 
and a very faded sort of stationery. Beyond this was the tobacconist, 
to which the two young men were betaking themselves when they 
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cau g hi a glimpse of their host standing in front of the butcher’s shop; 

An i Cy0n i d ? at T* 3 t ngy Htde dressmaker’s, kept by two ladies. 
A pale and slimy shop, offering to the passer-by great goblets of very 

TT’ g Aru lemonade > ^P^ed the block of buildings; for the only 
eal and Christian inn in the neighbourhood stood by itself some way 

a , e main road. Between the inn and the hamlet was a cross-roads 
at. which stood a policeman and a uniformed official of a motoring 

road and b ° th agfeed tHat Sif ArtHur had neVer passed that P oint on th ^ 

It had been at an early hour of a very brilliant summer day that the 
sHrlfr^fl 11 ^ had J° nC ,P ily T idmg Up the road - swinging bis walking- 

stick and flapping his yellow gloves. He was a good deal of a dandy but 

°. 3 T° rOUS and vin] <; son - especially for his age. His bodily 
ength and activity were still very remarkable, and his curly hair might 

a fair t,^ 10 ^ 0 P f le look whkc ^ad of a white that was 
l • j , ye °^ - clean-shaven face was handsome, with a high- 

t C ,he Du , ke of W ' lli "6™s; but the most outstanding 
• . “ We /. e hls e y es ; The y were not merely metaphorically outstand- 

thf’onV? 112 pr0mment , and almost bu] ging about them was perhaps 

a htS iT° P Tu 0n m HiS featUfeS: but Ws !ips were sensitive and set 

and f U g y ’ ** ^- b y ai ^ act ot was tbe squire of all that country 

and the owner of the little hamlet. In that sort of place everybody 

at am, y . OWS everybody else, but generally knows where anybody is 

Arthur f‘ V " r m r J he n ° rma] C0urse WOuJd have been for Sir 
butcher or an l, 1 d ^1 V1 a ^> to sa y whatever he wanted to say to the 

half “ hour: as the two young men did then they 
cmi D? S n ° b0d t. y m si ® 11 *o one other guest at the hous? 

riv^b „k vftt "u W ^° ?? S " tin8 W,th 1,15 h 10311 back “ on thl 

wk i y patlentl y f )sbin g- 

little o^nntR 16 th ? C i gUCStS returned t0 breakfast, they seemed to think 
day wore on !J lg i ? t lC C °. nt ’ nued abse nce of the squire; but when the 

villao o ■ , ‘ Expeditions of discovery were dispatched to the 

darkness 8 fell witho or finding any trace; and eventually, when 

° W d ’ ? ° f bere “ d ^ bet on, of” 

consented P ’ and under the pressure of die apparent peril he had 
-pt renia1 ^ at the house and see it through 

Fathe^IW PPCned tba f wb r en tbe new ^y’ 5 dawn broke without news 

black sti ^ r VaS Car y , a f° ot and on tbe look-out for anything- his' 
Wack, stumpy fi gure could be seen pacing the garden path where dte 



THE FATHER BROWN STORIES 


52 8 

* 

garden was embanked along the river, as he scanned the landscape up 
and down, with his short-sighted and rather misty gaze. 

He realized that another figure was moving even more restlessly along 
the embankment, and saluted Evan Smith, the secretary, by name. 

Evan Smith was a tall, fair-haired young man, looking rather harassed, 
as was perhaps natural in that hour of distraction. But something of the 
sort hung about him at all times. Perhaps it was more marked because 
he had the sort of athletic reach and poise and the sort of leonine yellow 
hair and moustache which accompany (always in fiction and sometimes 
in fact) a frank and cheerful demeanour of "English youth. As in his 
case they accompanied deep and cavernous eyes and a rather haggard 
look, the contrast with the conventional tall figure and fair hair of romance 
may have had a touch of something sinister. But Father Brown smiled 
at him amiably enough and then said more seriously: 

‘‘This is a trying business.” 



t 


gloomily; and I don t see why I should disguise what s the worst pan 
of it for me, even if she is engaged to Dalmon. Shocked, I suppose? 
Father Brown did not look very much shocked, but his face was often 

rather expressionless; he merely said, mildly: , 

“Naturally, we all sympathize with her anxiety. I suppose you haven 

any news or views in the matter?” 

“I haven’t any news exacdy,” answered Smith; “no news from out¬ 
side at least. As for views_” And he relapsed into moody silence. 

“I should be very glad to hear your views,” said the little priest pleas- 
andy. “I hope you don’t mind my saying that you seem to have something 

on your mind.” , . 

The young man stirred rather than started and looked at the pn 

steadily, with a frown that threw his hollow eyes into dense shadow. 

“Well, you’re right enough,” he said at last. “I suppose ! shall ave 

tell somebody. And you seem a safe sort of person to tell. 

“Do you know what has happened to Sir Arthur? 


to 


asked Father 


Brown calmly, as if it were the most casual matter in the world. 
“Yes,” said the secretary harshly, “I think I know what has happe 


said a bland voice in his ear; a 



to Sir Arthur. 

“A beautiful morning,” 
morning for a rather melancholy meeting.” 

This time the secretary jumped as if he had been shot, as & 

shadow of Dr. Abbott fell across his path in the already strong sunshine. 
Dr. Abbott was still in his dressing-gown—a sumptuous oriental dressing 
gown covered with coloured flowers and dragons, looking ra * e . 
one of the most brilliant flower-beds that were growing un der « 
glowing sun. He also wore large, flat slippers, winch was doubtless X 
he had come so close to the others without being heard. c w 
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foTw^v'rTbT^hf'^' S?°" f0 ' SUch a ’* ht s " d approach, 

face very muc^smbum^i^ T' u r l .P ow ' rful fcoevolent 
and rKin Ka j 1 1 1 * frame of old-fashioned grey whiskers 

curls of hhwnerrbktid” 8 ^? 111 '“1” '“f h l,ke the lo ”g. S re f 
mdeed, he was an elderly gentleman to be up so early; but he had a look 

whoTad ^ We3therbea ^- « of aA old farmer or 

and contemporarvkif th T ^ He was the onl y old comrade 

ho^rter^' w Midi si,aki "8 ws ^ -iwS 

S?oomT„S h °ra alwa >\ 0 P'" front and back, and there's 
I’m sure thev donV ^ od Y’ even .1 they wanted to liide him. And 

they’re mostlv lirrlp u m ° n an 4 ^ cross -examined them all yesterday; 

^ “s rl d I7da^ d ^ 

moment not Uy tole^y. ‘ n ^ '° ng Cy “ ^ f<>t ^ 

sitting there^thrtnipli Daimon . can mstify,” he said, "that you saw me 
“yL " s l c g V 0l ! r whole journey there and back.” 

long interruption. 211 ^ S1 ° rdy ’ ^ SC£mC(i rather im P atiei « at the 

then'dL 1 6311 tbinb o^’’’ went on Dr. Abbott slowly and 
sturdy MrX« r P v° n T iBc1 ' "’“rupted. A figure a, once light and 

hand. He was nS *?° ng them > holdm S a P a P e r m his 
Napoleonic face anJ reiSed , and rather swart by. with a very tine square 
dead. He seemed I !lf eyeS_c y es s ° sad that they looked almost 

maturely grey about the' tempfe^ 8 ’ tUt ^ ^ ^ Had 8 ° ne pfe ' 

last n^ht and tllcv laX™ ^ ^ he Said ‘ wired to them 

mean.' ani’ ,ttn of " °“* ht » “ d f or^ Relatioi I 

man^-if voa h wiire PhCW ’ '? tn0n , of course," said the old 

—and tell vou som 'fl” 6 WItb , me ’ tbm k I can give you his address and 
Dr AkV so r neth , in g ^ther special about him ” 

and, when thevk P abnon movcd away in the direction of the house 

as if there had^eel! dlSCance * Father Brown said simply, 


as if rli L /, & d tcltain a: 

**v Cre been no interruption: 
Y°u were saying?' 11 

You re a rrw%1 U -1 *' .. • i t 


hea,in 0 f U c ‘l”° ' u . h i n c’i Sa '^ the «5' e “'y suppose it comes of 
b ontesstons. I feel rather as if I were going to make a confession. 
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Some people would feel a bit jolted out of the mood of confidence by 
that queer old elephant creeping up like a snake. But I suppose I d better 
stick to it, though it really isn’t my confession, but somebody elses. 
He stopped a moment, frowning and pulling his moustache; then he 
said, abruptly: 

“I believe Sir Arthur has bolted, and I believe I know why.” 

There was a silence and then he exploded again. 

“I’m in a damnable position, and most people would say I was doing 
a damnable tiling. I am now going to appear in the character of a sneak 
and a skunk and I believe I am doing my duty.” 

“You must be the judge,” said Father Brown gravely. What is the 

matter with your duty?” 

“I’m in the perfectly foul position of telling tales against a rival, and a 
successful rival, too,” said the young man bitterly; “and I don t know 
what else in the world I can do. You were asking what was the ex¬ 
planation of Vaudrey’s disappearance. I am absolutely convinced that 

Dalmon is the explanation.” , 

“You mean,” said the priest, with composure, “that Dalmon has kille 

Sir Arthur?” , , 

“No!” exploded Smith, with startling violence. “No, a hundred 

times! He hasn’t done that, whatever else he’s done. He isn t a 
whatever else he is. He has the best of all alibis; the evidence of a man 
who hates him. I’m not likely to perjure myself for love of Dalmon, 
and I could swear in any court he did nothing to the old man yester ay. 
Dalmon and I were together all day, or all that pan of the day, an c 
did nothing in the village except buy cigarettes, and nothing here excep 
smoke them and read in the library. No; I believe he is a crimina, u 
he did not kill Vaudrey. I might even say more; because he is a cn 

he did not kill Vaudrey.” „ 

Yes,” said the other patiently, “and what does that mean. 

It means,” replied the secretary, “that he is a criminal committing 
another crime: and his crime depends on keeping Vaudrey alive. 

“Oh, I see,” said Father Brown. r i • 

“I know Sybil Rye pretty well, and her character is a great part o 

story. It is a very fine character in both senses: that is, it is o a n0 
quality and only too delicate a texture. She is one of those P e0 P , i 
are terribly conscientious, without any of that armour of habit and mu 

common sense that many conscientious people get. v," rv is 

sanely sensitive and at the same time quite unselfish. cr i - 
—urnc Ia^ lif-^rAlKr lilcft a foundling and . « 



U 


a 


She is almost in¬ 


curious: she was left literally penniless like a foundling 
took her into his house and treated her with consideration, w c p 
many; for, without being hard on the old man, it was not mucl ^ 1 j ier 
line. But, when she was about seventeen, the explanation came 
with a shock; for her guardian asked her to marry him. Now com 
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the curious part of the story. Somehow or other Svhil h*A h A c 
somebody (I rather suspect from old Abbott) that SkArrb ^ f° m 
in his wilder youth, had committed some crime or at leas^dn ^ ^ 

don’t know what it was/cTt k was a £l 2 ° Sen0US tr L ° uble - 1 
her crude sentimental age and made him «. Umarc t0 thc g lrl at 

die toM hiiKe ithwl P CSS tCr u f 3nd Wlth heroic courage 
her repulsion mwht be^n Rd °T trC ? bhn J g She Emitted that 
To he? S ”!", ,,ke a * Cre ‘ 

patently said no more on the subject- andherse^ C °r\ nC ° mlY ’ and a P~ 
greatly increased by the next staU of rb t nSe llIS gencros!ty was 

Jonely life the influence of an equally lonely 2 JiT" " U ° her 

mystery made him attractive though T A he / 1Ver; a!ld 1 su PP ose th e 
a Rentlcman and • i °ugh I ad mit he is attractive enough- 

increased thc rcmailc^k wasXs maT"^ lancllol y—w!i: c h, I suppose, 
dav Tm nor enr^ h c l ,! S man * Salmon, of course; and to this 

8«ongpermissionto^eehe S r h '.n r “dL a T Pte f '““i bu ‘ “ ? 0t as far “ 

app^s r 18 e°' v e ,l,e oid brau wouid Bke 

done him an injustice He rer a u 3ln ’ ^ PoUnd sl ‘ C bad a PP arcnti y 

her. All thatinrmd the , tr L uth about che odd intimacy burst upon 

men had obviously i no v!! 1 3Il | had been a masquerade; the 

elder that dist "«- That was why f| lc 

what you are thinking?’'" 156 f S ° leadJy C ° P romote the match. I wonder 

‘ <a «d iTs^rJcntirdv Wi tl f nJ ??g'” said Fatlier Brown, with a smile, 

whatever he^ants out S of n h° US St f ang f r COme t0 haunt him . and getting 
blackmailer.” f him. In pkm words, you tlunk Dalmon is a 

Father Brotn^ 3 rottcn thin g to think > too.” 

hkc to go up to the ho^ ^ * m0 ?? nt and thcn said: “ l think I should 
When l/cam, V ? ?°^ and have a talk to Dr - Abbott.” 

h<= may have been talkmVto D^AhT" 1 u" ^ ° f tW ° afterw ards, 

with Sybil Rye a pale^S A^ b ? Ct ,’ but emcr g cd m company 

ye, a pale girl with reddish hair and a profile delicate and 



532 


THE FATHER BROWN STORIES 

almost tremulous; at the sight of her, one could instantly understand all 
the secretary s story of her shuddering candour. It recalled Godiva and cer¬ 
tain tales of virgin martyrs; only the shy can be so shameless for conscience’s 
sake. Smith came forward to meet them, and for a moment they stood 
talking on the lawn. The day which had been brilliant from daybreak 
was now glowing and even glaring; but Father Brown carried his black 
bundle of an umbrella as well as wearing his black umbrella of a hat; 
and seemed, in a general way, buttoned up to breast the storm. But 
perhaps it was only an unconscious effect of attitude; and perhaps the 
storm was not a material storm. 

* What I hate about it all,” Sybil was saying in a low voice, “is the talk 
that s beginning already; suspicions against everybody. John and Evan 
can answer for each other, I suppose; but Dr. Abbott has had an awful 
scene with the butcher, who thinks he is accused and is throwing accu¬ 
sations about in consequence.” 

Evan Smith looked very uncomfortable; then blurted out: 

“Look here, Sybil, I can’t say much, but we don’t believe there’s any 
need for all that. It’s all very beastly, but we don’t think there’s been— 
any violence.” 

“Have you got a theory, then?” said the girl, looking instantly at the 
priest. 

“I have heard a theory,” he replied, “which seems to me very con¬ 
vincing.” 

He stood looking rather dreamily towards the river; and Smith and 
Sybil began to talk to each other swifdy, in lowered tones. The priest 
drifted along the river bank, ruminating, and plunged into a plantation 
of thin trees on an almost overhanging bank. The strong sun beat on the 
thin veil of little dancing leaves like small green flames, and all the birds 
were singing as if the tree had a hundred tongues. A minute or two 
later, Evan Smith heard his own name called cautiously and yet clearly 
from the green depths of the thicket. He stepped rapidly in that direction 
and met Father Brown returning. The priest said to him, in a very low 
voice: 

“Don’t let the lady come down here. Can’t you get rid of her? Ask 
her to telephone or something; and then come back here again. 

Evan Smith turned with a rather desperate appearance of carelessness 
and approached the girl; but she was not the sort of person whom it is 
hard to make busy with small jobs for others. In a very short time she 
had vanished into the house and Smith turned to find that Father Brown 
had once more vanished into the thicket. Just beyond the clump o 
trees was a sort of small chasm where the turf had subsided to the leve 
of the sand by the river. Father Brown was standing on the brink ofthis 
cleft, looking down; but, either by accident or design, he was holding 
his hat in his hand, in spite of the strong sun pouring on his head. 
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“You had better see this yourself” Ik- caid 
evidence. Bn. I warn yon l be prepared ' ^ “ 2 ma "' r ° f 

‘‘Prepared for what?’’ asked the other^ 

Bro^ y f0t ,he "’ 0St l ’ 0rrible thing 1 cvcr saw in m V lif '" Father 

«T^r k e“ ° fthe “ ^ 

tur ^“ r Was 8 llri "g griming up a, him; the face war 

the faee upside down. Tins made it seem all the more like a part of a 
wrong 1 wav^ whaTw ab ° Ut widl his head stuck on the 

r a ““ 'V h \ a P- W - he mad? Was he? ke more Smith looked 
at him the suffer the posture seemed. 

“ fr ° m herC P r °P erl y>” said Fat her Brown, “but his 



Smith shuddered suddenly. “I can well believe it’s the most horrible 
Jung you ve seen,” he said. “1 think it’s seeing the face upside dov^a 

alwavsTookd aCCat b f CabhlM: ’ °. r dmner - every day for ten years; and it 

po “ te - You '“ ra - upsid£ d °™ “ d 

perham sn6h ^’ said Father Brown, soberly; “which is 

5S l * e ea$t Part of the riddle - Not man y men smile while their 
SwU? bCmg u Ut ’ CVen if they do k themselves. That smile, combined 
his head e g00Seberr y oyos °P his that always seemed standing out of 

things lnnt- e ?n ;lgb ’ D ° do , ubt 1 ’ t0 ex pl ain the expression. But it’s true, 
uS l?° k d ‘ ffcrent “P side down - A rhsts often turn their drawings 

to turn 4. WI Y’° ^ [r C ‘ f correct ness. Sometimes, when it’s difficult 
let « \ °, J ect ttself upside down (as in the case of the Matterhorn, 

lonP h ’ ^ ha y e been Imown to stand on their heads, or at least 

look between their legs.” 

nerve! P riest > who was talking thus flippantly to steady the other man’s 
stand h COn 5 luded hy saying, in a more serious tone: “I quite under¬ 
ling else” 11 mUSt kaVC U P SCt y ° U ’ Unfortunatel y> h a ho upset some- 

^ What do you mean?” 

and he : K P UpSCt r b ° le ° bour ver y complete theory,” replied the other; 
die river ^ C amberm § down rhe bank on to the little strip of sand by 
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“Perhaps he did it himself,” said Smith abruptly. “After all, that s 
the most obvious sort of escape, and fits in with our theory very well. 
He wanted a quiet place and he came here and cut his throat.” 

“He didn’t come here at all,” satd Father Brown. “At least, not 
alive, and not by land. He wasn’t killed here; there’s not enough blood. 
This sun has dried his hair and clothes pretty well by now; but there 
are the traces of two trickles of water in the sand. Just about here the 
tide comes up from the sea and makes an eddy that washed the body 
into the creek and left it when the tide retired. But the body must first 
have been washed down the river, presumably from the village, for the 
river runs just behind the row of little houses and shops. Poor Vaudrey 
died up in the hamlet, somehow; after all, I don’t think he committed 
suicide; but the trouble is who would, or could, have killed him up in 
that potty little place?” 

He began to draw rough designs with the point of his stumpy umbrella 
on the strip of sand. 

“Let’s see; how does the row of shops run? First, the butcher’s; well, 
of course, a butcher would be an ideal performer with a large carving- 
knife. But you saw Vaudrey come out, and it isn’t very probable that he 
stood in the outer shop while the butcher said: ‘Good morning. Allow 

i * 1 ^ * 

me to cut your throat! Thank you. And the next article, please? Mr 
Arthur doesn’t strike me as the sort of man who’d have stood there 
with a pleasant smile while this happened. He was a very strong and 
vigorous man, with rather a violent temper. And who else, except the 
butcher, could have stood up to him? The next shop is kept by an old 
woman. Then comes the tobacconist, who is certainly a man, but I am 
told quite a small and timid one. Then there is the dressmaker s, run by 
two maiden ladies, and then a refreshment shop run by a man who 
happens to be in hospital and who has left his wife in charge. There are 
two or three village lads, assistants and errand boys, but they were away 
on a special job. The refreshment shop ends the street; there is nothing 

beyond that but the inn, with the policeman between. 

He made a punch with the ferrule of his umbrella to represent the 
policeman, and remained moodily staring up the river. Then he made a 
slight movement with his hand and, stepping quickly across, stoope 

over the corpse. , 

“Ah,” he said, straightening himself and letting out a great breat . 

“The tobacconist! Why in the world didn’t I remember that about the 
tobacconist?” 

“What is the matter with you?” demanded Smith in some exasper- 
ation; for Father Brown was rolling his eyes and muttering, and he ha 
uttered the word “tobacconist” as if it were a terrible word of doom. 

“Did you notice,” said the priest, after a pause, “something 
curious about his face?” 
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“Any- 


how C t°fc„7 ?. Van ’ With 1 «"*«*• shudder. 

I said his face,” said die clerir nnWKr “p • j j > 
he has hurt 1* baud ad Acre's a sll] bandagedu'd ft?” * ™ ““ 

D . n 1 ; r has nothing to do with it,” said Evan hastily. “That hao 
uik-bottle while we were working together.” k 

There wtrr'l 1 ' 118 “l d0 With . it '/ or 311 that ''' K P lieJ FaAer Brown 

,,,j .'•?*“ a long silence, and Ae priest walked moodily along the 
• ’ >> um hrella and sometimes muttering the word “tobae 

S A ulT T d m f Wi friCnd ™‘ h «*■ Tta h suddedy 

^ 1 7e ta P ,°»'hf “P * 

tSTir “ f°d T ’l°1 h ° USCS fr ° m *'^1= There" no"rime 
Smifli y ma y find the body; but we must risk that.” 

before Fadicr^m^ PUUl |T 8 ^ lktle , boat u P stream towards die hamlet 
oetore father Brown spoke again. Then he said: 

abou/nonr \/ ay fl 1 P ? Un< ^ ? Ut brom okl Abbott what was the real story 
an E JLrian Va ff^7 s misde meanour. It was a rather curious story about 

wouU atoid°swine uked ! Um h y^m dl3t 3 good Moslem 

L vIudrevTn 1 - S ° m 1 yCarS after ’ wh en the official visited England; 
farm attached m t] V1 ° ent P a f 10n > digged the man to a pig-sty on the 

aW 1 of r mg u m thCre 1111 nCXt m0min ^ There wa5 ra ^r a row 
pardonable urse> mm y P eo P ,e thought Vaudrey had acted in a 
K'j;. » f Purism. Anyhow, i, seems no, quite Ae 

decades.” d ^ kcpt 3 man skent ^der deadly blackmail for 

considering?” ^ 1 ° j k bad anything to do with the story we are 

comidenng? asked die secretary, thoughtfully. 

now,” sddFather'wi" 118 ^ * d ° Wth the ^ 1 3m consid ering 

ga^en 7 ^ “7 fl °T g past the low waU and the steep strips of back 

countedTb 18 d °r^ fr ° m ^ back doors to die river. Father Brown 

to the third? < ^ e / uUy ’ P omClu g with his umbreUa, and when he came 
^ me nurd he said again: 

act onm?r t! p ,t e tobacconist by any chance.... ? But I think I’ll 
about SiJ Lhur’s f^ ^ ™ teU y ° U what * was I thought odd 

his airs foranTmr aS *“ d ius com panion, pausing and resting on 

“A UlilaUu 

c was a great dandy. * said Father Rmnm **^n^ __.i 




536 THE FATHER BROWN STORIES 

half-shaved. . .. Could you stop here a moment? We could tie up the 
boat to that post.” 

A minute or two afterwards they had clambered over the little wall 
and were mounting the steep cobbled paths of the little garden, with its 
rectangular beds of vegetables and flowers. 

“You see, the tobacconist does grow potatoes,” said Father Brown. 
“Associations with Sir Walter Raleigh, no doubt. Plenty of potatoes 
and plenty of potato sacks. These little country people have not lost all 
the habits of peasants; they still run two or three jobs at once. But 
country tobacconists very often do one odd job extra, that I never 
thought of till I saw Vaudrey’s chin. Nine times out of ten you call the 
shop the tobacconist’s, but it is also the barber’s. He’d cut his hand and 
couldn’t shave himself; so he came up here. Does that suggest anything 
else to you?” 

“It suggests a good deal,” replied Smith; “but I expect it will suggest 
a good deal more to you.” 

“Does it suggest, for instance,” observed Father Brown, “the only 
conditions in which a vigorous and rather violent gentleman might be 
smiling pleasantly when his throat was cut?” 

The next moment they had passed through a dark passage or two at 
the back of the house, and came into the back room of the shop, dimly 
lit by filtered light from beyond and a dingy and cracked looking-glass. 
It seemed, somehow, like the green twilight of a tank; but there was 
light enough to see the rough apparatus of a barber’s shop and the pale 

and even panic-sticken face of a barber. 

Father Brown’s eye roamed round the room, which seemed to have 
been just recently cleaned and tidied, till his gaze found something 
in a dusty corner just behind the door. It was a hat hanging on a hat- 
peg. It was a white hat, and one very well known to all that village. 
And yet, conspicuous as it had always seemed in the street, it seemed 
only an example of the sort of little thing a certain sort of man often 
entirely forgets, when he has most carefully washed floors or destroyed 

stained rags. „ 

“Sir Arthur Vaudrey was shaved here yesterday morning, I think, 

said Father Brown in a level voice. 

To the barber, a small, bald-headed, spectacled man whose name was 
Wicks, the sudden appearance of these two figures out of his own back 
premises was like the appearance of two ghosts risen out of a grave 
under the floor. But it was at once apparent that he had more to frighten 
him than any fancy of superstition. He shrank, we might almost say 
that he shrivelled, into a corner of the dark room; and everything about 
him seemed to dwindle, except his great goblin spectacles. 

“Tell me one thing,’ ’ continued the priest, quietly. “You had a reason 
for hating the squire?” 
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The man in the corner babbled something that Smith could not hear; 
but the priest nodded. 

“I know you had,” he said. ‘‘You hated him; and that’s how I know 
you didn’t kill him. Will you tell us what happened, or shall I?” 

There was a silence filled with the ! :aint ticking of a clock in the back 
kitchen; and then Father Brown went on. 

“What happened was this. When Mr. Dalmon stepped inside your 
outer shop, he asked for some cigarettes that were in the window. You 
stepped outside for a moment, as shopmen often do, to make sure of 
what he meant; and in that moment oi time he perceived in the inner 
room the razor you had just laid down, and the yellow-white head of 
Sir Arthur in the barber’s chair; probably both glimmering in the light 
of that little window beyond. It took but an instant for him to pick up 
the razor and cut the throat and come back to the counter. The victim 
would not even be alarmed at the razor and the hand. He died smiling 
at his own thoughts. And what thoughts! Nor, I think, was Dalmon 
alarmed. He had done it so quickly and quietly that Mr. Smith here 
could have sworn in court that the two were together all the time. But 
there was somebody who was alarmed, very legitimately, and that was 
you. You had quarrelled with your landlord about arrears of rent and 
so on; you came back into your own shop and found your enemy 
murdered in your own chair, with your own razor. It was not altogether 
unnatural that you despaired of clearing yourselt, and preferred to clear 
up the mess; to clean the floor and throw the corpse into the river at night, 
m a potato sack rather loosely tied. It was rather lucky that there were 
fixed hours after which your barber’s shop was shut; so you had plenty 
of time. You seem to have remembered everything but the hat. . . , 
Oli, don’t be frightened; I shall forget everything, including the hat.” 

And he passed placidly through the outer shop into the street beyond, 
followed by the wondering Smith, and leaving behind the barber, 
stunned and staring. 

You see,” said Father Brown to his companion, “it was one of those 
cases where a motive really is too weak to convict a man and yet strong 
enough to acquit him. A little nervous fellow like that would be the 
last man really to kill a big strong man for a tiff about money. But he 
would be the first man to fear that he would be accused oi having done 
1C * • * * Ah, there was a thundering difference in the motive of the man 
who did do it.” And he relapsed into reflection, staring and almost 
gl^P n g at vacancy. 

It is simply awful,” groaned Evan Smith. “I was abusing Dalmon as 
a blackmailer and a blackguard an hour or two ago, and yet it breaks me 
^ up to hear he really did this, after all.” 

i he priest still seemed to be in a sort of trance, like a man staring 
down into an abyss. At last his lips moved and he murmured, more as 
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if it were a prayer than an oath: “Merciful God, what a horrible 

revenge!” 


His friend questioned him, but he continued as if talking to himself. 

Wnat a horrible tale of hatred! ^Vhat a vengeance for one mortal 
worm to take on another! Shall we ever get to the bottom of this bottom¬ 
less human heart, where such abominable imaginations can abide? 
God save us all from pride; but I cannot yet make any picture in my mind 
of hate and vengeance like that.” 

“Yes,” said Smith; “and 1 can’t quite picture why he should kill Vaudrey 
at all. If Dalmon was a blackmailer, it would seem more natural for 


Vaudrey to kill him. As you say, the throat-cutting was a horrid business, 
but-” 

Father Brown started, and blinked like a man awakened from sleep. 

Oh, that! he corrected hastily, “I wasn’t thinking about that. I 
didn t mean the murder in the barber’s shop, when—when I said a horrible 
tale of vengeance. I was thinking of a much more horrible tale than that; 
though, of course, that was horrible enough, in its way. But that was 
much more comprehensible; almost anybody might have done it. In 
fact, it was very nearly an act of self-defence.” 

“What?” exclaimed the secretary incredulously. “A man creeps up 
behind another man and cuts his throat, while he is smiling pleasandy 
at the ceiling in a barber’s chair, and you say it was self-defence!” 

“1 do not say it was justifiable self-defence,” replied the other. “I 
only say that many a man would have been driven to it, to defend 
himself against an appalling calamity—which was also an appalling 
crime. It was that other crime that I was thinking about. To begin 
with, about that question you asked just now—why should the black¬ 
mailer be the murderer? Well, there are a good many conventional 
confusions and errors on a point like that.” He paused, as if collecting 
his thoughts after his recent trance of horror, and went on in ordinary 


tones. 

“You observe that two men, an older and a younger, go about together 
and agree on a matrimonial project; but the origin of their intimacy is 
old and concealed. One is rich and the other poor; and you guess at 
blackmail. You are quite right, at least to that extent. Where you are 
quite wrong is in guessing which is which. You assume that the poor 
man was blackmailing the rich man. As a matter of fact, the rich man was 
blackmailing the poor man.” 

“But that seems nonsense,” objected the secretary. ff 

“It is much worse than nonsense; but it is not at all uncommon, 
replied the other. “Half modem politics consists of rich men black¬ 
mailing people. Your notion that it’s nonsense rests on two illusions 
which are both nonsensical. One is, that rich men never want to be 
richer; the other is, that a man can only be blackmailed for money. 
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It’s the last that is in question here. Sir Arthur Vaudrey was acting not 

for avarice, but for vengeance. And he planned the most hideous ven¬ 
geance I ever heard of.” 

But why should he plan vengeance on John Dalmon?” inquired 
Smith. 


It wasn t on John Dalmon that he planned vengeance,” replied the 
priest, gravely. 

(i There was a silence; and he resumed, almost as if changing the subject. 

When we found the body, you remember, we saw the face upside down; 

and you said it looked like the face oi a fiend. Has it occurred to you 

that the murderer also saw the face upside down, coming behind the 
barber’s chair?’* 

u ® u t that s all morbid extravagance, remonstrated his companion. 

I was quite used to the face when it was the right way up/’ 
it Perhaps you have never seen it the right way up, said Father Brown. 

I told you that artists turn a picture the wrong way up when they want 
to see it the right way up. Perhaps, over all those breakfasts and tea- 
tables, you had got used to the face of a fiend.” 

^What on earth are you driving at?” demanded Smith, impatiently, 
i spe;ik m parables,” replied the other in a rather sombre tone. “Of 
course, Sir Arthur was not actually a fiend; he was a man with a character 
which he had made out of a temperament that might also have been 
turned to good. But those goggling, suspicious eyes; that tight, yet 
quivering mouth, might have told you something if you had not been 
so used to them. You know, there are physical bodies on which a wound 
will not heal. Sir Arthur had a mind of that sort. It was as if it lacked a 
s in; he had a feverish vigilance oi vanity; those strained eyes were open 
with an insomnia of egoism. Sensibility need not be selfishness. Sybil 
ye, for instance, has the same thin skin and manages to be a sort of 
saint. But Vaudrey had turned it all to poisonous pride; a pride that 
was not even secure and self-satisfied. Every scratch on the surface of 
s sou festered. And that is the meaning of that old story about throwing 
e man into the pig-sty. If he’d thrown him then and there, after being 
^ cd a pig, it might have been a pardonable burst of passion But there 
was no pig-sty; and that is just the point. Vaudrey remembered the silly 

lI1S u Li ^ CarS an< ^ y ears> till be c °uld get the Oriental into the im- 

probable neighbourhood of a pig-sty; and then he took, what he con- 

h n jf ° nl y a PP ro pri ate a nd artistic revenge. . . . Oh, my God! 

e u reven g es to be appropriate and artistic.” 

mith looked at him curiously. “You are not thinking of the pig-sty 
st ory, he said. 

No, said Father Brown; “of the other story.” He controlled the 
Sh ?<jT er ln kis voice, and went on: 

emembering that story of a fantastic and yet patient plot to make 
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the vengeance fit the crime, consider the other story before us. Had 
anybody else, to your knowledge, ever insulted Vaudrey, or offered 
him what he thought a mortal insult? Yes; a woman insulted 

1 « M 

him. 

A sort of vague horror began to dawn in Evan’s eyes; he was listening 
intently. 

“A girl, little more than a child, refused to marry him, because he had 
once been a sort of criminal; had, indeed, been in prison for a short time 
for the outrage on the Egyptian. And that madman said, in the hell of 
his heart: 'She shall marry a murderer/ ” 

They took the road towards the great house and went along by the 
river for some time in silence, before he resumed: 

“Vaudrey was in a position to blackmail Dalmon, who had com¬ 
mitted a murder long ago; probably he knew of several crimes among 
the wild comrades of his youth. Probably it was a wild crime with some 
redeeming features; for the wildest murders are never the worst. And 
Dalmon looks to me like a man who knows remorse, even for killing 
Vaudrey. But he was in Vaudrey’s power and, between them, they 
entrapped the girl very cleverly into an engagement; letting the lover 
try his luck first, for instance, and the other only encouraging magnifi¬ 
cently. But Dalmon himself did not know, nobody but the Devil him¬ 
self did know, what was really in that old man’s mind. 

“Then, a few days ago, Dalmon made a dreadful discovery. He had 
obeyed, not altogether unwillingly; he had been a tool; and he suddenly 
found how the tool was to be broken and thrown away. He came 
upon certain notes of Vaudrey’s in the library which, disguised as they 
were, told of preparations for giving information to the police. He under¬ 
stood the whole plot and stood stunned as I did when I first understood 
it. The moment the bride and bridegroon were married, the bride¬ 
groom would be arrested and hanged. The fastidious lady, who objected 
to a husband who had been in prison, should have no husband except a 
husband on the gallows. That is what Sir Arthur Vaudrey considered 
an artistic rounding off of the story/’ 

Evan Smith, deadly pale, was silent; and, far away, down the per¬ 
spective of the road, they saw the large figure and wide hat of Dr 
Abbott advancing towards them; even in the outline there was a certain 
agitation. But they were still shaken with dieir own private apocalypse. 

“As you say, hate is a hateful thing,” said Evan at last; “and, do you 
know, one thing gives me a sort of relief. All my hatred of poor Dalmon 
is gone out of me—now I know how he was twice a murderer. 

It was in silence that they covered the rest of the distance and met the 
big doctor coming towards them, with Ins large gloved hands thrown 
out in a sort of despairing gesture and his grey beard tossing in the 
wind. 
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There is dreadful news,*’ he said. 

He seems to have died in his garden.” 

Dear me, said Father Brown, radier 
ful!” 


Arthur s body has been found 


m 



C ( 




And there is more,” cried the doctor breathlessly. ‘‘John Dalmon 
went off to see Vernon Vaudrey, the nephew; but Vernon Vaudrey hasn’t 
heard of him and Dalmon seems to have disappeared entirely.” 

Dear me, said Father Brown. “How strange!” 


VI 
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Father Brown was wandering through a picture gallery with an ex¬ 
pression iat suggested that he had not come there to look at the pictures 
Indeed, he did not wan, to look a, the pictures, though he I,ked picture 
we enough. Not that there was anything immoral or improper about 
t ose lighly modern pictorial designs. He would indeed be of an in¬ 
animate temperament who was stirred to any of the more pagan 
passions by the display of interrupted spirals, inverted cones and broken 
cy ers with which the art of the future inspired or menaced mankind. 

e truth is that Father Brown was looking for a young friend who had 
appointed that somewhat incongruous meeting-place, being herself 

° 3 1 r° r u f tUr ^ c turn - The young friend was also a young relative; 

f -116 vr j C - * eW re ^ atlves that he had. Her name was Elizabeth Fane, 
unplified into Betty, and she was the child of a sister who had married 

o a race of refmed but impoverished squires. As the squire was dead 

wa as impoverished, Father Brown stood in the relation of a protector 
we as a priest, and in some sense a guardian as well as an uncle. At 
» f/ noinen t> however, he was blinking about at the groups in the gallery 
• 0ut catching sight of the familiar brown hair and bright face of his 

De Ce j l T/ theleSS ’ saw some people he knew and a number of 

v,« j-.? e tj°t know, including some that, as a mere matter of taste, 
e did not much want to know. 

mong the people the priest did not know and who yet aroused his 

lonlr^ 1 Wa f 1 v t ^ ie an< ^ ^ ert young man, very beautifully dressed and 
-L § rat her like a foreigner, because, while his beard was cut in a spade 

like • l an L ? ld ^P an * ar d’s, his dark hair was cropped so close as to look 
deni 3 ° ac k skull-cap. Among the people the priest did not par- 

cla<I^ W f U to .^ now was a very dominant-looking lady, sensationally 
scarlet, with a mane of yellow hair too long to be called bobbed, 
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but too loose to be called anything else. She had a powerful and rather 
heavy face of a pale and rather unwholesome complexion, and when 
she looked at anybody she cultivated the fascinations of a basilisk. She 
towed in attendance behind her a short man with a big beard and a very 
broad face, with long sleepy slits of eyes. The expression of his face was 
beaming and benevolent, if only partially awake; :>ut his bull neck, when 
seen from behind, looked a little brutal. 

Father Brown gazed at the lady, feeling that the appearance and 
approach of his niece would be an agreeable contrast. Yet he continued 
to gaze, for some reason, until he reached the point of feeling that the 
appearance of anybody would be an agreeable contrast It was there¬ 
fore with a certain relief, though with a slight start as of awakening, that 
he turned at the sound of his name and saw another face that he knew. 

It was the sharp but not unfriendly face of a lawyer named Granby, 
whose patches of grey hair might almost have been the powder from a 
wig, so incongruous were they with his youthful energy of movement. 
He was one of those men in the City who run about like schoolboys in 
and out of their offices. He could not run round the fashionable picture 
gallery quite in that fashion; but he looked as if he wanted to, and fretted 
as he glanced to left and right, seeking somebody he knew. 

I didn t know,'* said Father Brown, smiling, “that you were a patron 
of the New Art.” 

I didn’t know that you were,” retorted the other. “I came here to 
catch a man.” 

I hope you will have good sport,” answered the priest. “I’m doing 
much the same.” 

“Said he was passing through to the Continent,” snorted the solicitor, 
“and could I meet him in this cranky place.” He ruminated a moment, 
and said abruptly: “Look here, I know you can keep a secret. Do you 
know Sir John Musgrave?” 

“No,” answered the priest; “but I should hardly have thought he was 
a secret, though they say he does hide himself in a castle. Isn't he the old 
man they tell all those tales about—how he lives in a tower with a real 
portcullis and drawbridge, and generally refuses to emerge from the 
Dark Ages? Is he one of your clients?” 

“No,” replied Granby shortly: “it’s his son, Captain Musgrave, who 
has come to us. But the old man counts for a good deal in the affair, 
and I don’t know him; that’s the point. Look here, this is confidential, 
as I say, but I can confide in you.’ He dropped his voice and drew his 
friend apart into a side gallery containing representations of various 
real objects, which was comparatively empty. 

“This young Musgrave,” he said, “wants to raise a big sum from us on 
a post obit on his old father in Northumberland. The old man s long past 
seventy and presumably will obit some time or other; but what about the 
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a lot, but strangely enough it 'isn’t enS.lo you^’how^ ^ 

thC f an Said m Dickens > ^ the old man friendly^* 
It hes rnendly to his son you’ll fee* all the fnV»dr ” ? 7 ' , 

Muserave and I nn A* ? T d 1 1 hel P y° u - 1 never met Sir John 

But it tee® oLm yoXt” riiu„ P Z ^ 

vou lenrl th* „ ' i to ^ answer on that point before 

People cu, Off’S Tfcg “ ^ Ws m0 " e >'- Is Be «* *« 

brilliant^ancTa treat fii’ure 3 ^^ ' He ’ s vei T popular and 

he’s been ajouLlist^ S ° Qety; but aC S 3 great deal abroad - ^d 

:: S^r t^Xcut’ 5 : cr r At l rr dwa7s ” 

rather a rolline stone \ 7 ‘ X° u know wbat I mean—he’s 

and all sorts of things I’ S ecn a J° ur naJist and a lecturer and an actor, 
^ ^ sorts ot things. I ve got to know where I stand.. . . Why, there 

4s d ert^ d liej h0 J !r 1 l been J s rp in « *■*■*■* 

room at fX! Uddeidy 3nd , ^ ,mo the more crowded 
man with the short h ' t( P wards ^ rail and well-dressed young 

The two A 5 haU 311(1 foreign-looking beard. 7 ^ 

afterwards Father BrowTf ,j 0getl ? e ^ ta ^ u g- and for some moments 

even boisterous arrivJoft d however > b y the breathless and 

tmcle, she led lii m back intoX’ BCtty ' RadlCr C j Cl f sur P rise of her 

"V« - a .z t “ p o "zr “ a planted him on a 

t>oay V ^w& g id m “ ttUyou " she5aid ' “'O sosi “y*«- 
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makes no difference “ ^ 1> °° r ’ sbe S3ld ’ <3nd it s no 8 ood sa ying it 
through^his hJlf!closS a SlJ lim? Fatber Brown » looking at her 

J ' CS* 

“I thoueht^ a;a d i 00r ’ ^ d answered in a lower tone: 
rather a shock.” A * ^ 1 1 tbou 2 bt 1 thd. But I’ve just had 



544 


THE FATHER BROWN STORIES 


ft 


“Then tell us all about it.” 

“I heard him laugh,” she said. 

“It is an excellent social accomplishment,” he replied. 

“You don’t understand,” said the girl. “It wasn’t social at all. That 
was just the point of it—that it wasn’t social.” 

She paused a moment, and then went on firmly: 

“I came here quite early, and saw him sitting quite alone in the middle 
of that gallery with the new pictures, that was quite empty then. He had 
no idea I or anybody was near; he was sitting quite alone, and he 
laughed.” 

“Well, no wonder, ’ said Father Brown. “I’m not an art critic myself, 
but as a general view of the pictures taken as a whole— 

“Oh, you wont understand,” she said almost angrily. “It wasn’t a 
bit like that. He wasn’t looking at the pictures. He was staring right up 
at the ceiling; but his eyes seemed to be turned inwards, and he laughed 
so that my blood ran cold.” 

The priest had risen and was pacing the room with his hands behind 
him. “You mustn’t be hasty in a case of this sort,” he began. There 

are two kinds of men—but we can hardly discuss him just now, for here 

1 • »> J 
he is. 

Captain Musgrave entered the room swiftly and swept it with a smile. 
Granby, the lawyer, was just behind him, and his legal face bore a new 

expression of relief and satisfaction. 

“I must apologize for everything I said about the Captain, he said to 
the priest as they drifted together towards the door. “He s a thoroughly 
sensible fellow and quite sees my point. He asked me himself why I 
didn’t go north and see his old father; I could hear from the old man s 
own lips how it stood about the inheritance. Well, he couldn t say fairer 
than that, could he? But he’s so anxious to get the thing settled that e 
offered to take me up in his own car to Musgrave Moss. That s the name 
of the estate. I suggested that, if he was so kind, we might go together, 

and we’re starting to-morrow morning. 

As they spoke Betty and the Captain came through the doorway to¬ 
gether, making in that framework at least a sort of picture ^ a *A? me 
would be sentimental enough to prefer to cones and cylinders. at 
ever their other affinities, they were both very good-looking; an e 
lawyer was moved to a remark on the fact, when the picture abrupt y 

altered. . , .- 

Captain James Musgrave looked out into the main gallery, an 

laughing and triumphant eyes were riveted on something that seeme 

to change him from head to foot. Father Brown looked round as un er 

an advancing shadow of premonition; and he saw the lowering, most 

livid face of the large woman in scarlet under its leonine yellow air. 

She always stood with a slight stoop, like a bull lowering its horns, an 
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die expression of her pale pasty face was so oppressive and hypnotic that 

they hardly saw the little man with the large beard standing beside 
her. 

Musgrave advanced into the centre of the room towards her, almost 
like a beautifully dressed wax-work wound up to walk. He said a few 
words to her that could not be heard. She did not answer; but they 
turned away together, walking down the long gallery as if in debate, the 

short, bull necked man with the beard bringing up the rear like some 
grotesque goblin page. 

Heaven help us!” muttered Father Brown, frowning after them. 
Who in the world is that woman?” 

J o pal of mine, Fm happy to say,” replied Granby with grim 
flippancy. Looks as it a little flirtation with her might end fatally, doesn’t 

11P 

I don t think he s flirting with her,” said Father Brown. 

Even as he spoke the group in question turned at the end of the gallery 
and broke up, and Captain Musgrave came back to them in hasty strides. 

Look here, he cried, speaking naturally enough, though they fancied 
his colour was changed, “fm awfully sorry, Mr. Granby, but I find I 
can t come north with you to-morrow. Of course, you will take the 
'wi all the same. Please do; I shan’t want it. I—I have to be in London 
or some days. Take a friend with you if you like.” 

, My friend, Father Brown-” began the lawyer. 

<t If Captain Musgrave is really so kind,” said Father Brown gravely. 

may explain that I have some status in Mr. Granby’s inquiry, and it 
would be a great relief to my mind if I could go.” 

Which was how it came about that a very elegant car, with an equally 
cegant chauffeur, shot north the next day over the Yorkshire moors, 

incon 8 ruous burden of a priest who looked rather like a 
£ c . bundle, and a lawyer who had the habit of running about on his 
c «/^ad of racing on somebody else’s wheels. 

. W k r °^f- j° urne y very agreeably in one of the great dales of 
e est Riding, dining and sleeping at a comfortable inn, and starting 

^ L be S an t0 run ^ on 8 tbe Northumbrian coast till they 

reac ed a country that was a maze of sand dunes and rank sea meadows, 

somewhere in the heart of which lay the old Border castle which had 
remained so unique and yet so secretive a monument of the old Border 
^ ars ’ Tney found it at last, by following a path running beside a long 
arm ° the sea that ran inland, and turned eventually into a sort of rude 
cana ending in the moat of the casde. The castle really was a castle, of 
e sq uarCj embattled plan that the Normans built everywhere from 
j a 1 5? *b e Grampians. It did really and truly have a portcullis and a 

rawbndge, and they were very realisdcally reminded of the fact by an 
CC1 en ^ [ bat delayed their entrance. 
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ihey waded amid long coarse grass and thisde to the bank of the moat 
which lan in a ribbon of black with dead leaves and scum upon it, like 
ebony inlaid with a pattern of gold. Barely a yard or two beyond the 
black ribbon was the other green bank and the big stone pillars of the 
gateway. But so litde, it would seem, had this lonely fastness been ap¬ 
proached from outside that when the impatient Granby halloed across 
to the dim figures behind the portcullis, they seemed to have considerable 
difficulty even in lowering the great rusty drawbridge. It started on its 
way, turning over like a great falling tower above them, and then 
stuck, sticking out in mid-air at a threatening angle. 

The impatient Granby, dancing upon the bank, called out to his com¬ 
panion: 

Oh, I can t stand these stick-in-the-mud ways! Why, it’d be less 
trouble to jump.” 

And with characteristic impetuosity he did jump, landing with a slight 
stagger in safety on the inner shore. Father Brown s short legs were not 
adapted to jumping. But his temper was more adapted than most 
people s to falling with a splash into very muddy water. By the prompti¬ 
tude of his companion he escaped falling in very far. But as he was being 
hauled up the green, slimy bank, he stopped with bent head, peering at 
a particular point upon the grassy slope. 

Are you botanizing?” asked Granby irritably. “We’ve got no time 
for you to collect rare plants after your last attempt as a diver among the 
wonders of the deep. Come on, muddy or no, we’ve got to present our¬ 
selves before the baronet.” 

When they had penetrated into the castle, they were received courte¬ 
ously enough by an old servant, the only one in sight, and after indicating 
their business were shown into a long-oak-panelled room with latticed 
windows of antiquated pattern. Weapons of many different centuries 
hung in balanced patterns on die dark walls, and a complete suit of 
fourteenth-century armour stood like a sentinel beside the large fire¬ 
place. In another long room beyond could be seen, through the half¬ 
open door, the dark colours of the rows of family portraits. 

“I feel as if I’d got into a novel instead of a house,” said die lawyer. 

I d no idea anybody did really keep up the ‘Mysteries of Udolpho in 
this fashion.” 

“Yes; the old gentleman certainly carries out his historical craze con¬ 
sistently,” answered the priest; “and these things are not fakes, eidier. 

It’s not done by somebody who thinks all mediaeval people lived at the 
same time. Sometimes they make up suits of armour out of different 
bits; but that suit all covered one man, and covered him very completely. 
You, see it’s the late sort of rilring-armour.” 

“I think he’s a late sort of host, if it comes to chat,” grumbled Granby. 
“He’s keeping us waiting the devil of a time/’ 
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You must expect everything to go slowly in a place like this,” said 
Father Brown. “I think it s ve> y decent o 'him to see us at all: two total 
strangers come to ask him highly personal questions.” 

And, indeed, when the master of the house appeared they had no 
reason to complain of their reception; but rather became conscious of 
something genuine in the traditions of breeding and behaviour that could 
retain their native dignity without difficulty in that barbarous solitude, 
and after those long years of rustication and moping. The baronet did 
not seem e hher surprised or embarrassed at the rare visitation; though 
they suspected that he had not had a stranger in his house for a quarter 
o a life-time, he behaved as if he had been bowing out duchesses a 
moment before. He Towed neither shyness nor impatience when they 
touched on the very private matter of their errand; after a little leisurely 
reflection he seemed to recognize their curiosity as justified under the 
circumstances. He was a thin, keen-looking old gentleman, with black 
eyebrows and a long chin, and though the carefully-curled hair he wore 
was undoubtedly a wig, he had the wisdom to wear the grey wig 

of an elderly man. 6 

“ re 8 ar< ! s question that immediately concerns you,” he said, 

e answer is very simple indeed. I do most certainly propose to hand 

011 t lC whole- ot my property to my son, as my father handed it on to 

me; and nothing—] say advisedly, notJiing—would induce me to take 
my other course.” 


, a ‘ n i niost: profoundly grateful for the information,” answered the 

awyer. But your kindness encourages me to say that you are putting 

it very strongly. I would not suggest that it is in the least likely that your 

son would do anything to make you doubt his fitness for the charge. 
2 »tul he might-’ ’ 

Exacdy, said Sir Jolm Musgrave dryly, “he might. It is rather an 
under-statement to say that he might Will you be good enough to step 

u ,, next room with me for a moment.” 
e ed them into the further gallery, of which they had already caught 
a g mpsc, and gravely paused before a row of the blackened and lowering 


in ki f ^ ^°& er Musgrave,” he said, pointing to a long-faced person 
a ack periwig. “He was one of the lowest liars and rascals in the 

tV ^^ arn Orange, a traitor to two kings and some- 

“Unglike the murderer of two wives. That is his father, Sir Robert, 

n CC f h u 0neSt cavalier. That is his son, Sir James, one of the 
° ^ 0 l ue Jacobite martyrs and one of the first men to attempt 
ome reparation to the Church and the poor. Does it matter that the 
^ouse or Musgrave, the power, the honour, the authority, descended 

on ? man to another good man through the interval of a bad 

e - dward I governed England well. Edward III covered England 
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with glory. And yet the second glory came from the first glory through 
the infamy and imbecility of Edward II, who fawned upon Gaveston 
and ran away from Bruce. Believe me, Mr. Granby, the greatness of a 
great house and history is something more than these accidental individuals 
who carry it on, even though they do not grace it. From father to son 
our heritage has come down, and from father to son it shall continue. 
You may assure yourselves, gendemen, and you may assure my son, that 
I shall not leave my money to a home for lost cats. Musgrave shall leave 
it to Musgrave till the heavens fall.” 

“Yes,” said Father Brown thoughtfully; “I see what you mean.” 

And we shall be only too glad, said the solicitor, “to convey such a 
happy assurance to your son.” 

“You may convey the assurance,” said their host gravely. “He is 
secure in any event of having the castle, the title, the land and the money. 
There is only a small and merely private addition to that arrangement. 

Under no circumstances whatever will I ever speak to him as long as I 
live.” 

The lawyer remained in the same respectful attitude, but he was now 
respectfully staring. 

“Why, what on earth has he-” 

“I am a private gendeman,” said Musgrave, “as well as the custodian 
of a great inheritance. And my son did something so horrible that he 
has ceased to be—I will not say a gentleman—but even a human being. 

It is the worst crime in the world. Do you remember what Douglas 
said when Marmion, his guest, offered to shake hands with him?” 

“Yes,” said Father Brown. 

“ ‘My castles are my king’s alone, from turret to foundation stone, 
said Musgrave. “ ‘The hand of Douglas is his own.’ ” 

He turned towards the other room and showed his rather dazed 
visitors back into it. 

“I hope you will take some refreshment,” he said, in the same equable 
fashion. “If you have any doubt about your movements, I should be 
delighted to offer you the hospitality of the castle for the night, 

“Thank you, Sir John/’ said the priest in a dull voice, “but I think we 
had better go.” 

“I will have the bridge lowered at once,” said their host; and in a few 
moments the creaking of that huge and absurdly antiquated apparatus 
filled the castle like the grinding of a mill. Rusty as it was, however, it 
worked successfully this time, and they found themselves standing once 
more on the grassy bank beyond the moat. 

Granby was suddenly shaken by a shudder. 

“What in hell was it that his son did?” he cried. 

Father Brown made no answer. But when they had driven off again 
in their car and pursued their journey to a village not far off, called Gray- 
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stones where they alighted at the inn of the Seven Stars, the lawyer 

learned with a little mild surprise that the priest did not propose to travel 

much farther; in other words, that he had apparently every intention of 
remaining in the neighbourhood. 

“I cannot bring myself to leave it like this,” he said gravely. ‘‘I will 

send back the car, and you, of course, may very naturally want to go 

wth it. Your question is answered; it is simply whether your firm can 

aftord to lend money on young Musgrave’s prospects. But my question 

isn t answered; it is whether he is a fit husband for Betty. I must try to 

iscover whether he s really done something dreadful, or whether it’s 
the delusion of an old lunatic.” 

But, objected the lawyer, “if you want to find out about him, why 

on t you go after him? Why should you hang about in this desolate 
<5 w * ere he hardly ever comes?’* 

„ , Wll , at wou,d be ^e use of my going after him?” asked the other, 
ere s no sense in going up to a fashionable young man in Bond 

i raying. Excuse me, but have you committed a crime too 

°ra e for a human being?’ If he’s bad enough to do it, he’s certainly 

a . enou gh to deny it. And we don’t even know what it is. No, there’s 

0 /- y,, 0n f„ man that knows, and may tell, in some further outburst 

u.gnuiul eccentricity. I’m going to keep near him for the 
es c ^ * 

And in truth Father Brown did keep near the eccentric baronet, and 
1 actually meet him on more than one occasion, with the utmost 
po iteness on both sides. For the baronet, in spite of his years, was very 
vigorous and a great walker, and could often be seen stumping through 

p 1C |_ V1 an d along the country lanes. Only the day after their arrival, 
a er rown, coming out of the inn on to the cobbled market-place, 

nrTf 1 an< ^ ^ st ^ n g u i s l ie( l figure stride past in the direction of the 

S ° lce ’ vvas ver Y quietly dressed in black, but his strong face was 

evpl! m ° rC ar f l Stm g imhc strong sunlight; with his silvery hair, swarthy 
y rows and long chin, he had something of a reminiscence of Henry 

a mg or some other famous actor. In spite of his hoary hair, his figure 

? vi” ^ aCe su SS estec ^ strength, and he carried his stick more like 
• U lau a cr utch. He saluted the priest, and spoke with the same 

°f ycsterd Un ^ ^ ear ^ ess ^ t0 P°i nt which had marked his revelations 
<<¥/* 

icv ’ 316 st ^^ i ^ ntereste d in my son,” he said, using the term with an 

/ 'n i erence, you will not see very much of him. He has just left 

countiy. Between ourselves, I might say fled the country.” 
hideed, said FarW Lm. ° .1 y 



550 


THE FATHER BROWN STORIES 


the Poste Restante, Riga. Even that has been a nuisance. I came in 
yesterday to do it, but was five minutes too late for the post office. Are 
you staying long? I hope you will pay me another visit.” 

When the priest recounted to the lawyer his little interview with old 
Musgrave in the village, the lawyer was both puzzled and interested. 

“Why has the Captain bolted?” he asked. “Who are the other people 
who want him? Who on earth are the Grunovs?” 


“For the first, I don’t know,” replied Father Brown. “Possibly his 
mysterious sin has come to light. I should rather guess that the other 
people are blackmailing him about it. For the third, I think I do know. 
That horrible fat woman with yellow hair is called Madame Grunov, 
and that little man passes as her husband.” 

The next day Father Brown came in rather wearily, and threw down 
his black bundle of an umbrella with the air of a pilgrim laying down his 
staff. He had an air of some depression. But it was as it was so often in 
his criminal investigations. It was not the depression of failure, but the 
depression of success. 

“It’s rather a shock,’ ’ he said in a dull voice; “but I ought to have guessed 
it. I ought to have guessed it when I first went in and saw the thing 
standing there.” 

“When you saw what?” asked Granby impatiently. 

“When I saw there was only one suit of armour,” answered Father 
Brown. 

There was a silence during which the lawyer only stared at his friend, 
and then the friend resumed. 


“Only the other day I was just going to tell my niece that there are 
two types of men who can laugh when they are alone. One might 
almost say the man who does it is either very good or very bad. You 
see, he is either confiding the joke to God or confiding it to the Devu. 
But anyhow he has an inner life. Well, there really is a kind of man who 
confides the joke to the Devil. He does not mind if nobody sees the joke, 
if nobody can safely be allowed even to know the joke. The joke is 
enough in itself, if it is sufficiently sinister and malignant. 

“But what are you talking about?” demanded Granby. Whom are 
you talking about? Which of them, I mean? Who is this person who is 
having a sinister joke with his Satanic Majesty?” 

Father Brown looked across at him with a ghastly smile. 

“Ah,” he said, “that’s the joke.” 

There was another silence, but this time the silence seemed to be rather 
full and oppressive than merely empty; it seemed to settle down on them 
like the twilight that was gradually turning from dusk to dark. Father 
Brown went on speaking in a level voice, sitting stolidly with his elbows 
on the table. 

“I’ve been locking up the Musgrave family,” he said. They are 
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vigorous and long-lived stock, and even in the ordinary way I should 
think you would wait a good time for your money/’ 

“We’re quite prepared for that,” answered the solicitor; “but anyhow 

it can t last indefinitely. The old man is nearly eighty, though he still 

walks about, and the people at the inn here laugh and say they don’t 
believe he will ever die.” 

Father Brown jumped up with one of his rare but rapid movements, 

but remained with his hands on the table, leaning forward and looking 
his friend in the face. * 

That s it, he cned in a low but excited voice. “That’s the only 

problem. That’s the only real difficulty. How will he die? How on earth 
is he to die?” 

^ What on earth do you mean?” asked Granby. 

I mean, came the voice oi the priest out of the darkening room, 
tli.it I know the crime that James Musgrave committed.” 

His tones had such a chill in them that Granby could hardly repress 
a shiver; he murmured a further question. 

“a really wors ^ crime in the world,” said Father Brown. 

At least, many communities and civilizations have accounted it so. It 
was always from the earliest times marked out in tribe and village for 
tremendous punishment. But anyhow, I know now what young Mus¬ 
grave really did and why he did it.” 

^ And what did he do?” asked the lawyer. 

He killed his father,” answered the priest. 

The lawyer in his turn rose from his seat and gazed across the table 
with wrinkled brows. 

^But: his father is at the castle,” he cried in sharp tones. 

His father is iri the moat, ’ said the priest, “and I was a fool not to have 
nown it from the first when something bothered me about that suit 

0 a ^ ou . r * ^)on\ you remember the look of that room? How very 
care u y it was arranged and decorated? There were two crossed battle- 

a ^L S 0n one s ^ e t ^ e fire-place, two crossed battle-axes on the 
°i. ^here was a round Scottish shield on one wall, a round Scottish 

S f \ ? n u ot ^ er * there was a stand of armour guarding one side 
? Y c and an empty space on the other. Nothing will make me 

t ieve that a man who arranged all the rest of that room with that ex¬ 
aggerated symmetry left that one feature of it lopsided. There was almost 
certai y another man in armour. And what has become of him?” 

c paused a moment, and then went on in a more matter-of-fact 
tone; 

When you come to think of it, it's a very good plan for a murder, 

couir etS t permanent P ro ^^ em op ^i s P osa ^ °f the body. The body 
da S ku ^ ns ^ e cona plete tilting-armour for hours, or even 
7 s * w ile servants came and went, until the murderer could simply 
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drag it out in the dead of night and lower it into the moat, without even 

crossing the bridge. And then what a good chance he ran! As soon as the 

body was at all decayed in the stagnant water there would sooner or 
latci be nothing but a skeleton in fourteenth-century armour, a thing 
very likely to be found in the moat of an old Border castle. It was un¬ 
likely that anybody would look for anything there, but if they did, that 
would soon be all they would find. And I got some confirmation of 
that. That was when you said I was looking for a rare plant; it was a 
plant in a good many senses, if you’ll excuse the jest. I saw the marks of 
two feet sunk so deep into the solid bank I was sure that the man was 
either very heavy or was carrying something very heavy. Also, by the 
way, there’s another moral from that little incident when I made my 
celebrated graceful and cat-like leap.” 

My brain is rather reeling,” said Granby, "but I begin to have some 
notion of what all this nightmare is about. What about you and your 
cat-like leap?” 

At the post office to-day,” said Father Brown, “I casually confirmed 
the statement the baronet made to me yesterday, that he had been there 
just after closing-time on the day previous—that is, not only on the very 
day we arrived, but at the very time we arrived. Don’t you see what that 
means? It means that he was actually out when we called, and came 
back while we were waiting; and that was why we had to wait so long. 
And when I saw that, I suddenly saw a picture that told the whole story.” 

“Well,” asked the other impatiently, “and what about it?” 

“An old man of eighty can walk,” said Father Brown. “An old man 
can even walk a good deal, pottering about in country lanes. But an old 
man can’t jump. He would be an even less graceful jumper than I was. 
Yet, if the baronet came back while we were waiting, he must have come 
in as we came in—by jumping the moat—for the bridge wasn’t lowered 
till later. I rather guess he had hampered it himself to delay inconvenient 
visitors, to judge by the rapidity with which it was repaired. But that 
doesn’t matter. When I saw that fancy picture of the black figure with 
the grey hair taking a flying leap across the moat I knew instantly that it 
was a young man dressed up as an old man. And there you have the 
whole story.” 

“You mean,” said Granby slowly, “that this pleasing youth killed his 
father, hid the corpse first in the armour and then in the moat, disguised 
himself and so on?” 

“They happened to be almost exactly alike,” said the priest. “You 
could see from the family portraits how strong the likeness ran. And then 
you talk of his disguising himself. But in a sense everybody’s dress is a 
disguise. The old man disguised himself in a wig, and the young man in 
a foreign beard. When he shaved and put the wig on his cropped head he 
was exactly like his father, with a little make-up. Of course, you under- 
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«ani now why he was so very polite about getting you to come up next 

day here by car. It was because he himself was coming up that night by 

tram. He got in front of you, committed his crime, assumed his disguise 
smd was ready for the legal negotiations.” 

Ah, said Granby thoughtfully, the legal negotiations! You mean, 

of course, that the real old baronet would have negotiated very differ¬ 
ently. - 7 

“He would have told you plainly that the Captain would never get a 
penny, said Father Brown. “The plot, queer as it sounds, was really the 
o y way of preventing his telling vou so. But I want you to appreciate 
the cunning of what the fellow did tell you. His plan answered several 
purposes at once. He was being blackmailed by these Russians for some 
v amy; I suspect for treason during the war. He escaped from them at 
a stroke, and probably sent them chasing off to Riga after him. But the 
most beautiful refinement of all was that theory he enunciated about 
recognizing his son as an heir, but not as a human being. Don’t you see 

W e it secured the post obit, it also provided some sort of answer to 
what would soon be the greatest difficulty of all?” 

I see several difficulties, ’ said Granby; “which one do you mean?” 

,, tn eai t that if the son was not even disinherited, it would look rather 

o t at the father and son never met. The theory of a private repudi- 

auon answered that. So there only remained one difficulty, as I say, 

w c is probably perplexing the gentleman now. How on earth is the 
old man to die?” 

I know how he ought to die,” said Granby, 
a er Brown seemed to be a little bemused, and went on in a more 

abstracted fashion. 

. ,. , is something more in it than that,” he said. “There was 

me trig about that theory that he liked in a way that is more—well, 
inore eoretical. It gave him an insane intellectual pleasure to tell you 

^ a nte r had committed a crime in another character— 

• i Cn , e r ™*y tad. That is what I mean by the infernal irony; by the 
C s are “ with the Devil. Shall I tell you something that sounds like 
. \y fy ca ^ a paradox? Sometimes it is a joy in the very heart of hell 
o te e truth. And above all, to tell it so that everybody misunder- 

el 1 j u at ^ S .hked that antic of pretending to be somebody 

» an then painting himself as black—as he was. And that was why 

y niece heard him laughing to himself all alone in the picture gaUery. M 

ran y gave a slight start, like a person brought back to common 
th mgs with a bump. 

niece, he cried. “Didn’t her mother want her to marry Mus- 
,, 9^ cs don of wealth and position, I suppose.* * 
i CS> sa ^ Father BrOwn dryly; “her mother was all in favour of a 

prudent marriage/’ 
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VII 

THE RED MOON OF MERU 

Everyone agreed that the bazaar at Mallowood Abbey (by kind per¬ 
mission of Lady Mounteagle) was a great success; there were round¬ 
abouts and swings and side-shows, which the people greatly enjoyed; 
I would also mention the Charity, which was the excellent object of the 
proceedings, if any of them could tell me what it was. 

However, it is only with a few of them that we are here concerned; 
and especially with three of them, a lady and two gentlemen, who passed 
between two of the principal tents or pavilions, their voices high in 
argument. On their right was the tent of the Master of the Mountain, 
that world-famous fortune-teller by crystals and chiromancy; a rich 
purple tent, all over which were traced, in black and gold, the sprawling 
outlines of Asiatic gods waving any number of arms like octopods. 
Perhaps they symbolized the readiness of divine help to be had within; 
perhaps they merely implied that the ideal being of a pious palmist 
would have as many hands as possible. On the other side stood die 
plainer tent of Phroso the Phrenologist; more austerely decorated with 
diagrams of the heads of Socrates and Shakespeare, which were ap- 
parendy of a lumpy sort. But these were presented merely in black 
and white, with numbers and notes, as became the rigid dignity of a 
purely rationalistic science. The purple tent had an opening like a black 
cavern, and all was fittingly silent within. But Phroso the Phrenologist, 
a lean, shabby, sunburnt person, with an almost improbably fierce black 
moustache and whiskers, was standing outside his own temple, an 
talking, at the top of his voice, to nobody in particular, explaining that 
the head of any passer-by would doubdess prove, on examination, to 
be every bit as knobbly as Shakespeare’s. Indeed, the moment the la V 
appeared between the tents, the vigilant Phroso leapt on her and offered, 
with a pantomime of old-world courtesy, to feel her bumps. 

She refused with civility that was rather like rudeness; but she must be 
excused, because she was in the middle of an argument. She also had to e 
excused, or at any rate was excused, because she was Lady Mounteag e. 
She was not a nonentity, however, in any sense; she was at once hand¬ 
some and haggard, with a hungry look in her deep, dark eyes and some¬ 
thing eager and almost fierce about her smile. Her dress was bizarre 
for the period; for it was before the Great War had left us in our present 
mood of gravity and recollection. Indeed, the dress was rather like 
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tfe purple tone; bemg of a semi-oriental sort, covered with exotic and 

«otenc emblems. But everyone knew that the Mounteagles were mad- 

winch was the popular way of saying that she and her husband were 
interested m the creeds and culture of the East 

The eccentricitv of the lady was a great contrast to the conventionality 

stiffer fashion of that far-off day, from the tips of their gloves to thrir 
c r 'f. 1 t0p ha J Yet ev en here there was a difference; for James Hard- 

Hunter only looked correct and commonplace. Hardcastle wTa 

fi. P 0,ltlaan ; w ho seemed in society to be interested in everv- 

t*mg except pel,tics. It may be answered gloomily that every politician 

baaaar^if” d “ T'j a P erformlI1 8 politician. No purple tent in the 
bazaar, however, had been provided for him to perform in. 

eleam^lP"i , he f“ 1116 monocle ^ the only 
mesmerism hf' ^ ^ ! tKjIlk We must exhaust the possibilities of 

? U , . dou . bted y CXJSt . even m apparently backward peoples. Mar- 

ve llous things have been done by fakirs’’ F P 

doubtful^nuownce° ne ^ fakCrS? " ^ die ° ther young man ’ ^ 

l«rJ OInrny ’ y °? are simply silJ y>” said the lad y- “Why will you keep 

scream?™ ^ ^ understand? You ’ re ^ a schoolboy 

Earlv Vi g f tbat be knows how a conjuring trick is done. It’s all so 

whether ?° nail—that s L choolb °y scepticism. As for mesmerism, I doubt 
whether you can stretch it to_” 

she A wlrneJ >0m Ll La ^ y Mount ^ a 8 le secme d to catch sight of somebody 
were throw/ 3 stump y b 8 ure standing at a booth where children 

and ent Dg ° PS 31 hide ° US lablc omaments ' SI * cbtted across 
thine ^no^ 0 ^’ / VC bee ? ^ ookm 8 Por y ou - I want to ask you some- 

tnmg. Do you believe in fortune-telling?” 

hand LS aft^ hdpleSSly “ ^ atde hoop in * 

if it's dT a d ^fraud—» y ° U ’ re ming the word ‘ bebeve -’ O p course, 

cr i e ? b ’*[ 4 Ut - Master °f the Mountain isn’t a bit of a fraud,” she 
great ho C ^ r* c ° mmon conjurer or a fortune-teller at all. It’s really a 

E f s a “ h T i° C ° ndeSCend to teI1 fortunes my nZl, 

And even hk £ U$ “1? ‘ n h,S . ° Wn , COunCry: a Prophet ar » d a Seer, 
fortune Hr r,,, unc ‘ tellm 8 150 1 vulgar stuff about coming into a 

ideals”’ WUS you § reat s P‘ntual truths about yourself, about your 
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Quite so, said Father Brown* That s what I object to. I was'just 

going to say that if it’s all a fraud, I don’t mind it so much. It can’t be 

much more of a fraud than most things at fancy bazaars; and there, in a 

W2y, it s a sort^of practical joke. But if it’s a religion and reveals spiritual 

truths then it s all as false as hell and I wouldn’t touch it with a barge¬ 
pole.” 

^ That is something of a paradox,” said Hardcastle, with a smile. 

I wonder what a paradox is, remarked the priest in a ruminant 
manner. It seems to me obvious enough. I suppose it wouldn’t do very 
much harm if somebody dressed up as a German spy and pretended to 
have told all sorts of lies to the Germans. But it a man is trading in the 

truth with the Germans—well! So I think if a fortune-teller is trading 
in truth like that-” 


“You really think,” began Hardcastle grimly. 

Yes, said the other; * I think he is trading with the enemy.” 

Tommy Hunter broke into a chuckle. “Well,” he said, “if Father 
Brown thinks they’re good so long as they’re frauds, I should think he’d 
consider this copper-coloured prophet a sort of saint.” 

My cousin Tom is incorrigible,” said Lady Mounteagle. “He’s 
always going about showing up adepts, as he calls it. He only came down 
here in a hurry when he heard the Master was to be here, I believe. He’d 
have tried to show up Buddha or Moses.” 

“Thought you wanted looking after a bit,” said the young man, with 
a grin on his round face. “So I toddled down. Don’t like this brown 
monkey crawling about.” 

“There you go again!” said Lady Mounteagle. “Years ago, when I 
was in India, I suppose we all had that sort of prejudice against brown 
people. But now I know something about their wonderful spiritual 
powers, I’m glad to say I know better.” 

“Our prejudices seem to cut opposite ways,” said Father Brown. 
“You excuse his being brown because he is brahminical; and I excuse his 
being brahminical because he is brown. Frankly, I don’t care for spiritual 
powers much myself. I’ve got much more sympathy with spiritual weak¬ 
nesses. But I can’t see why anybody should dislike him merely because 
he is the same beautiful colour as copper, or coffee, or nut-brown ale, 
or those jolly peat-streams in the North. But then,” he added, looking 
across at the lady and screwing up his eyes, “I suppose I’m prejudiced in 
favour of anything that’s called brown.” 

“There now!” cried Lady Mounteagle with a sort of triumph. I 
knew you were only talking nonsense!” 

“Well,” grumbled the aggrieved youth with the round face. “When 
anybody talks sense you call it schoolboy scepticism. When’s the crystal- 
gazing going to begin?” 

Any time you like, I believe,” replied the lady. “It isn’t crystal- 
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garing, as a matter of fact, but palmistry; I suppose you would say it was 
all the same sort of nonsense. ” 

I think there is a via media between sense and nonsense,” said Hard- 
castle, smiling. “There are explanations that are natural and not at all 
nonsensical; and yet the results are very amazing. Are you comine in to 
be ^operated on? I confess I am full of curiosity.” 

‘‘Oh, I’ve no patience with such nonsense,” spluttered the sceptic, 
whose round face had become rather a red face with the heat of his con- 
tempt and incredulity. “I’ll let you waste your time on your mahogany 
mountebank; I d rather go and throw at coco-nuts.” 

“u ^renologist, still hovering near, darted at the opening. 

Heads, my dear sir,” he said, “human skulls are of a contour far more 

mos^ C ” ™ at coco ' nuts - No coco-nut can compare with your own 

Hardcastle had already dived into the dark entry of the purple tent; 
an they heard a low murmur of voices within. As Tom Hunter turned 
°n t ie Phrenologist with an impatient answer, in which he showed a 
regrettable indifference to the lme between natural and preternatural 
oences, the lady was just about to continue her little argument with the 
t e priest, when she stopped in some surprise. 

James Hardcastle had come out of the tent again, and in his grim face 

^“ij monoc ^> surprise was even more vividly depicted. 

Hes not there,” remarked the politician abruptly. “He’s gone. 

ome aged nigger, who seems to constitute his suite, jabbered something 

o me to the effect that the Master had gone forth rather than sell sacred 
secrets tor gold. * 

diantly to die rest. “There now,” she 

l ■ ’, .“ y° u he was a cut above anything you fancied! He hates 

„ S ere in a crowd; he’s gone back to his solitude.” 

: ncf - am 5f rr y’ sa ’^ Father Brown gravely. “I may have done himanin- 
“j i- i° y?, u ^ now where he has gone?” 

aU k ?°’" Said his hostess e< l uall y gravely. “When he wants to be 

bevo’rl C ^ ay f to the cloisters, just at the end of the left wing, 

Vft ;, I m y , lus band s study and private museum, you know. Perhaps 
you know this house was once an abbey.” P 

smile 376 ” Card SOmet hi n g about it,” answered the priest, with a faint 

to J^ e ^ ^o there, if you like,” said the lady, briskly. “You really ought 

vnu C my i us , s collecdon; or the Red Moon at any rate. Haven’t 

u u the Red Moon of Meru? Yes, it’s a ruby.” 

“inrl S j. ^ delighted to see the collection,” said Hardcasde quietly, 
in thp ^ fy 135161- t^ e Mountain, if that prophet is one exhibit 

house mUS€Um ' they all turned towards the path leading to the 
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"All the same/’ muttered the sceptical Thomas, as he brought up the 
rear, I should very much like to know what the brown beast did come 
here for, if he didn’t come to tell fortunes.” 

As he disappeared, the indomitable Phroso made one more dart after 
him, almost snatching at his coat-tails. 

“The bump-” lie began. 

No bump, said the youdi, only a hump. Hump I always have 

when I come down to see Mounteagle ” And he took to his heels to 
escape the embrace of the man of science. 

On their way to the cloisters the visitors had to pass through the long 
room that was devoted by Lord Mounteagle to his remarkable private 
museum of Asiatic charms and mascots. Through one open door, in 
the length of the wall opposite, they could see the Gothic arches and the 
glimmer of daylight between them, marking the square open space, 
round the rooted border of which the monks had walked in older days. 

But they had to pass something that seemed at first sight rather more 
extraordinary than tire ghost of a monk. 

It was an elderly gentleman, robed from head to foot in white, with a 
pale green turban, but a very pink and white English complexion and the 
smooth white moustaches of some amiable Anglo-Indian colonel. This 
was Lord Mounteagle, who had taken his Oriental pleasures more sadly, 
or at least more seriously than his wife. He could talk of nothing whatever, 
except Oriental religion and philosophy; and had thought it necessary 
even to dress in the manner of an Oriental hermit. While he was de¬ 
lighted to show his treasures, he seemed to treasure them much more 
for the truths supposed to be symbolized in them than for their value in 
collections, let alone cash. Even when he brought out the great ruby, 
perhaps the only thing of great value in the museum, in a merely monetary 

sense, he seemed to be much more interested in its name than in its size, 
let alone its price. 

The others were all staring at what seemed a stupendously large red 
stone, burning like a bonfire seen through a rain of blood. But Lord 
Mounteagle rolled it loosely in his palm without looking at it; and 
staring at the ceiling, told them a long tale about the legendary character 
of Mount Meru, and how, in the Gnostic mythology, it had been the 
place of the wrestling of nameless primeval powers. 

Towards the end of the lecture on the Demiurge of the Gnostics 
(not forgetting its connexion with the parallel concept of Manichaeus), 
even the tactful Mr. Hardcastle thought it time to create a diversion. 

He asked to be allowed to look at the stone; and as evening was closing 
in, and the long room with its single door was steadily darkening, He 
stepped out in the cloister beyond, to examine the jewel by a better light. 

It was then that they first became conscious, slowly and almost creepily 
conscious, of the living presence of the Master of the Mountain. 
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ilwr. 011 *5? USUal ,P lan - 35 re g a ^ ^ original structure; 
but the line of Goiluc pillars and pointed arches that formed the inner 

23* 3 s ^ t0 / ether aU aU * n * b y 3 low walb ab°ut waist high, 

of flat window-sill of stone. This alteration was probably of ancient 

t a fi, Ut wcre 0t ^ er iterations of a quainter sort, which witnessed 
to the rather unusual individual ideas of' Lord and Lady Mounteagle. 

Between the pillars hung thin curtains, or rather veils, made of beads or 

m 3 continental or southern manner; and on these again 
could be traced die lines and colours of Asiatic dragons or idols, that 

if”! _ w . *he §y e y Gothic framework in which they were sus- 
TO^the rf' A M ' “ further “ ubl l d ? e Bgh' of "Ik place, 

varying feelings, became aware. Y 

In the open space surrounded by the cloisters, there ran, like a circle in 

<nrtJ- re ’ 1 ClrCU ar , ,P, 3tb P 3Vec ^ witb P a * e stones and edged with some 
roc** fl S r ^ en cname like an imitation lawn. Inside that, in die very centre, 

iji- fl C ^ ob3 ^ark-green fountain, or raised pond, in which water- 

ol "Tc “ d 60ld “ flash ' d to “ d fi»: high above these, its 

was fi irT , A , ag3ulst tbe dying light, was a great green image. Its back 
' U< ; t0 diem and its face so completely invisible in the hunched 

u 1 T C StatUC , mi ? ht almost have been headless. But in that 

v ^ Z 16 ’ 111 dim twilight, some of them could see instantly 
that it was the shape of no Christian thing. 7 

„ r „ Pn eW 7 ar<:ls 3W3 y> on the circular path, and looking towards the great 

and fill ’ r t0 °L caUed the Master of the Mountain. His pointed 

a , me ,y 1Ius hed features seemed moulded by some skilful craftsman 

almost^1 ° l.f°PP e t‘ In contrast with this, his dark-grey beard looked 

spread o, ^ ^‘B 0 ’ 11 be S an m 3 narrow tuft on his chin, and then 

Deacork ar 3 B reat ban or the tail of a bird. He was robed in 
jj_ , gr “^ 311 wore on his bald head a high cap of uncommon out- 

radier p Ca • rCSS i n ° ne ob d iem had ever seen before; but it looked 
wide If f lan |ndian. The man was standing with staring eyes; 

Daint P / tn ’ “"-shaped eyes, so motionless that they looked like die eyes 

Monnr, ° n * But though the figure of the Master of the 

Brown j-f aS sl "Snlar enough, some of the company, including Father 

which Li? n0t J°° k 3t ^ dtey Still looked at the dark-green idol at 
he hmiself was looking. 

ud in ^r CCI dttng,” said Hardcastle, frowning a little, “to set 

up m the fiddle of an old abbey cloister.” 

‘•That’s^’ ° n l me y° u re S°‘ n 8 to be s dly.” said Lady Mounteagle. 
West- meant; t0 l ink; U P die great religions of East and 

arc really th 1 ^ n nst- Sure ly y ou m ust understand that all religions 

^ 111 • 
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“If they are,” said Father Brown mildly, “it seems rather unneces¬ 
sary to go into the middle of Asia to get one/’ 

Lacy Mounteagle means that they are different aspects or facets, as 
there are of this stone, began Hardcastle; and becoming interested in 
the new topic, laid the great ruby down on the stone sill or ledge under 
the Gothic arch. But it does not follow that we can mix the aspects in 
one artistic style. You may mix Christianity and Islam, but you can’t 
mix Gothic and Saracenic, let alone real Indian.” 


As he spoke, the Master of the Mountain seemed to come to life like 
a cataleptic, and moved gravely round another quarter segment of the 
circle, and took up his position outside their own row of arches, stand¬ 
ing with his back to them and looking now towards the idol s back. It 
was obvious that he was moving by stages round the whole circle, like 
a hand round a clock; but pausing for prayer or contemplation. 

What is his religion?” asked Hardcastle, with a faint touch of im¬ 


patience. 

He says, replied Lord Mounteagle, reverently, “that it is older than 
Brahminism and purer than Buddhism.” 

Oh, said Hardcastle, and continued to stare through his single eye¬ 
glass, standing with both his hands in his pockets. 

“They say,” observed the nobleman in his gentle but didactic voice, 
that the deity called the God of Gods is carved in a colossal form in the 
cavern of Mount Meru-” 


Even his lordship’s lecturing serenity was broken abruptly by the voice 
that came over his shoulder. It came out of the darkness of die museum 
they had just left, when they stepped out into the cloister. At the sound 
of it the two younger men looked first incredulous, then furious, and 
then almost collapsed into laughter. 

“I hope I do not intrude,” said the urbane and seductive voice of 
Professor Phroso, diat unconquerable wrestler of the trudi, “but it oc¬ 
curred to me that some of you might spare a little time for that much 

despised science of Bumps, which-” 

“Look here,” cried the impetuous Tommy Hunter, “1 haven’t got any 

bumps; but you’ll jolly well have some soon, you-” 

Hardcastle mildly restrained him as he plunged back through the 
door; and for die moment all the group had turned again and were 
looking back into the inner room. 

It was at that moment that die thing happened. It was the impetuous 
Tommy, once more, who was the first to move, and this rime to better 
effect. Before anyone else had seen anything, when Hardcastle had 
barely remembered with a jump that he had left the gem on the stone 
sill, Tommy was across the cloister with die leap of a cat and, leaning 
with his head and shoulders out of the aperture between two columns, 
had cried out in a voice diat rang down all the arches: “I’ve got him! 
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In that instant of time, just after they turned, and just before they heard 

^ Roind ~m=?oS 

ot the two columns, there had darted in and out again a brown or rather 
U^l°^d hand ,he colour of dead gold;Lh as .hey L 
enewhere. The hand had struck as straight as a striking snake- as in- 

srr- thc , ffi i of thc '?¥ to "^ ° f «™ “hTd 

pale and P fad^ W ^ht. C St ° ne ' ' °‘ ^ ' vmdow -“ 11 sh ° nC bare in the 

hard VgaSped T ° r | lm y Hunter; “but he’s wriggling pretty 
anyhow ” U C ° WS ^ round ' n Pront —he can’t have got rid of it, 

over diek? ob ^ e ^.’ *°^ ie racing down the corridor and some leaping 
castle T lu ’ result that a little crowd, consisting of Hard- 

Mr Phro«n of ag C ’ ^ at j er ® rowi > an< ^ even the undetachable 

the' Mrll h u bUmp$ ’ kd S00n surroun< ^ed the captive Master of 

collar with on \ hanging on to desperately by the 

hiehlv in l? hand L ’ a ? d faking every now and then in a manner 
g y insensible to the dignity of Prophets as a class. 

“We’wVT VC g0t ^yhow,” said Hunter, letting go with a sigh. 
We ve only got to search him. The thing must be here." S 

ties <J^"^ Ua r^ rS ° ^ ^ our Himter aad Hardcastle, their top-hats. 
•Vf; s / s spats somewhat the worse for their recent activities, 

“W 11 ” °i 2 j e m , c °' ster gazed at each other. 

mystenr?” ** ^ HardcastIe W1 - h restraint, “have you any views on the 

ai/w |mtke koui£” r: " V ° U C “'‘ Ca " “ “ Why ’ we 

And the mr^!^ ed dle °L ber ’ but we t a h see him lose it ourselves. 
“Ir tn f tery 1S ’ w h ere has he lost it so that we can’t find it?” 

tain amT-dl ° so " le ^here, said Hunter. “Have you searched the foun¬ 
tain and all round that rotten old god there?” 

glass and ? 1 dlSSecte ? the hole fishes,” said Hardcastle, lifting his eye- 
crates?” UrVeyUlg tbe otber ' Are you thinking of the ring of Poly- 

hi^M the survey, through the eye-glass, of the round face before 
“It’s t CC L- lm tbat covere d no such meditation on Greek legend, 
swallowed it°” 1 re P ea ted Hunter, suddenly, “unless he’s 

her e A JonT« ourhost ^’’^ Pr ° phet ’ t00? '' asked the other smiIi ng. “But 

. * 

his white?«,?° S l dlStr ? Ssing matter >” said Lof d Mounteagle, twisting 
thing to h™ ? r Wldl a nervous 311(1 even tremulous hand. “Horrible 
the Master ? C ? m one s h° use > let alone connecting it with a man like 

ut, I confess, I can’t quite make head or tail of the way in 
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which he is talking about it. I wish you’d come inside and see what you 


They went in together, Hunter falling behind and dropp ing into 
conversation with Father Brown, who was kicking his heels round the 
cloister. 

“You must be very strong,” said the priest pleasantly. “You held him 
with one hand; and he seemed pretty vigorous, even when we had eight 
hands to hold him, like one of those Indian gods.” 

They took a turn or two round the cloister, talking; and then they 
also went into the timer room, where the Master of the Mountain was 
seated on a bench, in the capacity of a captive, but with more of the air 
of a king. 

It was true, as Lord Mounteagle said, that his air and tone were not 
very easy to understand. He spoke with a serene, and yet secretive 
sense of power. He seemed rather amused at their suggestions about 
trivial hiding-places for the gem; and certainly he showed no resentment 
whatever. He seemed to be laughing, in a still unfathomable fashion 
at their efforts to trace what they had all seen him take. 

“You are learning a little,” he said, with insolent benevolence, “of the 
laws of time and space; about which your latest science is a thousand 
years behind our oldest religion. You do not even know what is really 
meant by hiding a thing. Nay, my poor little friends, you do not even 
know what is meant by seeing a tiring; or perhaps you would see this as 
plainly as I do.” 

“Do you mean it is here?” demanded Hardcasde harshly. 

“Here is a word of many meanings, also,” replied the mystic. But I 
did not say it was here. I only said I could see it.” 

There was an irritated silence, and he went on sleepily. 

“If you were to be utterly, unfathomably, silent, do you think you 
might hear a cry from the other end of the world? The cry of a wor¬ 
shipper alone in those mountains, where the original image sits, itself 
like a mountain. Some say that even Jews and Moslems might worship 
that image; because it was never made by man. Hark! Do you hear the 
cry with which he lifts his head and sees in that socket of stone, that has 
been hollow for ages, the one red and angry moon that is the eye of the 

mountain?” u 

“Do you really mean,” cried Lord Mounteagle, a little shaken, that 

you could make it pass from here to Mount Meru? I used to believe you 

had great spiritual powers, but-” M 

“Perhaps,” said the Master, “I have more than you will ever believe. 

Hardcasde rose impatiendy and began to pace the room with his 
hands in his pockets. 

“I never believed so much as you did; but I admit that powers or a 
certain type may . . . Good God!” 
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His high, hard voice had been cut off in mid-air, and he stooned 

same Iffection^and o^ ^ his , eye ' They ali turned their faces in the 
animation. ’ ^ CVery face there seemed to be the s ™e suspended 

hadks^n^t 00 ^ ^ ^ ° n L the St ° ne window " sllJ . exactly as they 

J&°£" d r0Se " petal t( f ed from a br °ken rose; but it had fallen in 
down. y h SamC SP °' Whefe Hardcastle had thoughtlessly laid it 

This time Hardcastle did not attempt to pick it up again- but his 

abou^he f roo SOmewhat notable - He turned slowly and began to stride 
ntaj^ter.fnI *^*1- _ „ 1 ^ * < « * in his movements something 

hi m . f ,t " h ,' re , b ' f ° Ie “ ha<! “nly restless. Finally, he brought 

somewhat ^ iTe ° f ‘ he * e “ ed '*>'»'* ™th 3 

it lDotta^l' uo» We , ab ow e you an apology and, what is more 

as a Ie«nn' ^ n ve taught us all a lesson. Believe me, it will serve 

powers you ^alhT aJ °^ e ' 1 sbab alwa Y s remember the very remarkable 

Mounteagle ” h?went S on ^ ] '° W harnale «ly you use them. Lady 

of offering rKk l • ^ daster brst; but ,c vvas to you 1 had the honour 

beforeTLd L ^ ^u 1011 S ° me time a S a 1 may sa X tllat 1 ^ned it 
interoreted k a PP en ^ d - 1 told you that most of these tilings could be 

explanation of $ n T k ^ d J ° i hy P notlsm ' Man y b ebeve that this is the 
who climbs a rone IT St °u CS ab ° Ut the mang ° plant 111(1 the bo y 

the spectators ar e P "f 0 the air U d °? not really ha PP en ; but 

haSTom mt ° T 6in ”S ^ “ happened. Tha, 

was a momentarv 1 ?| 8 | m at . tlC L W1 i ld0W ’ and wblsbm g a way the gem, 
stone vanish we? e uslon ^ a hand m a dream. Only, having seen the 

into the non’d j CVer j° ked fo , r u .where it was before. We plunged 

giving emetics^ Ca * ° P tbe water li,Ies; we wef e almost 

time M C ruby has been here all the 

mouth of thi a Mal*! Cr0S !l at thc , °pf cscenl | eyes and snuJ >ug bearded 
There was ’ • nd S ? W tbat t ie smde was J ust a shade broader. 

an air of sudd#. 'i" 8 l ” U tba , C made tbe others jump to their feet with 

“This k n re axaCl0n an£ l general, gasping relief 

smiling radit/n? ° rt . unat ,? f f ca P e f° r us all,” said Lord Mounteagle, 

Sa Y- It has k ervoud y- There cannot be the least doubt it is as you 
apologies_ U 4 m ° St P a ‘ n ful episode and I really don’t know what 

“j lT 

“Vou l, V a C v "° COm P laint s,” said the Master of the Mountain, still smiling. 
nave ueve r touched Me at all.” 6 
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While the rest went off rejoicing, with Hardcastle for the hero of the 
hour, the little Phrenologist with the whiskers sauntered back towards his 
preposterous tent. Looking over his shoulder he was surprised to find 
Father Brown following him. 

Can I feel your bumps? ’ asked the expert, in his mildly sarcastic 
tone. 

“I don’t think you want to feel any more, do you?” said the priest 
good-humouredly. “You’re a detective, aren’t you?” 

Yep, replied the other. “Lady Mounteagle asked me to keep an eye 
on the Master, being no fool, for all her mysticism; and when he left his 
tent, I could only follow by behaving like a nuisance and a monomaniac. 

If anybody had come into my tent, I’d have had to look up Bumps in 
an encyclopaedia.” 

Bumps, What Ho She; see Folk-Lore,” observed Father Brown, 
dreamily. “Well, you were quite in the part in pestering people—at a 
bazaar.” 

* Rum case, wasn t it?” remarked the fallacious Phrenologist. “Queer 
to think the thing was there all the time.” 

“Very queer,” said the priest. 

Something in his voice made the other man stop and stare. 

“Look here!” he cried; “what’s the matter with you? What are you 
looking like that for! Don’t you believe that it was there all the time?” 

Father Brown blinked rather as if he had received a buffet; then he 
said slowly and with hesitation: “No ... the fact is ... I can’t—I can’t 
quite bring myself to believe it.” 

“You’re not the sort of chap,” said the other shrewdly, “who’d say 
that without reason. Why don’t you think the ruby had been there all 
the time?” 


“Only because I put it back myself,” said Father Brown. 

The other man stood rooted to the spot, like one whose hair was 
standing on end. He opened his mouth without speech. 

“Or rather,” went on the priest, “I persuaded the theif to let me put 
it back. I told him what I’d guessed and showed him there was still time 
for repentance. 1 don’t mind telling you in professional confidence; 
besides, I don’t think the Mounteagles would prosecute, now they ve 
got the thing back, especially considering who stole it.” 

“Do you mean the Master?” asked the late Phroso. 

“No,” said Father Brown, “the Master didn’t steal it. 

“But I don’t understand,” objected the other. “Nobody was out¬ 
side the window except the Master; and a hand certainly came from 
outside.” . . >* 

“The hand came from outside, but the thief came from the inside, 
said Father Brown. 

“We seem to be back among the mystics again. Look here, I m a 
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practical man; I only wanted to know if it is all right with the 

rubv-” b 

/ 

I knew it was all wrong,” said Father Brown, “before I even knew 
there was a ruby.” 

After a pause he went on thoughtfully. “Right away back in that 
argument of theirs, by the tents, I knew things were going wrong. 
People win tell you that theories don't matter and that logic and philo¬ 
sophy aren t practical. Don’t you believe them. Reason is from God, 
and when things are unreasonable there is something the matter. Now,' 

if a ^ stract ar gunient ended with something funny. Consider 
what the theories were. Hardcastle was a trifle superior and said that all 

!l 1JJ ;‘ Wcrc perfectly possible; but they were mostly done merely by 
mesmerism, or clairvoyance; scientific names for philosophical puzzles, 
m the usual style. But Hunter thought it all sheer fraud and wanted to 
s^ow it up. By Lady Mounteagle’s testimony, he not only went about 
10v ‘ l M U P fortune-tellers and such like, but he had actually come down 
specially to confront this one. He didn’t often come; he didn’t get on 
wit Mounteagle, from whom, being a spendthrift, he always tried to 
^orrow, but when he heard the Master was coming, he came hurrying 
own Very well. In spite of that, it was Hardcastle who went to con- 
su t the wizard and Hunter who refused. He said he’d waste no time on 

sue nonsense; having apparently wasted a lot of his life on proving it to 
e nonsense. That seems inconsistent. He thought in this case it was 
crystal-gazing; but he found it was palmistry.” 

Do you mean he made that an excuse?” asked his companion, puzzled, 
t ought so at first, replied the priest; “but I know now it was not 
but a reason. He really was put off by finding it was a palmist, 

^Well, demanded the other impatiently. 
t Because he didn’t want to take his glove off,” said Father Brown. 

L VC repeated the inquirer. 

hie h j ad * ? a * d ^ at ^ er Brown mildly, “we should all have seen that 
Ml \! aS P a ^ nte< ^ P a ^ e brown already. ... Oh, yes, he did come down 
pared ” ^ ecause Master was here. He came down very fully pre¬ 
fer ^° U £ nean ’ cr * e ^ Phroso, “that it was Hunter’s hand, painted 
timeT* ^ CamC m at the window? Wh y> he was w** us all the 

* tr Y it on the spot and you’ll find it’s quite possible,” said the 

t W * Hunter leapt forward and leaned out of the window; in a flash 
C °i U . tear °ffhis glove, tuck up his sleeve, and thrust his hand back 
tj. _ i* e , ot , s ^ e °f the pillar, while he gripped the Indian with 
at .1 ? r ^ aiad anc ^ halloed out that he’d caught the thief. I remarked 
e time that he held the thief with one hand, where any sane man 
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would have used two. But the other hand was slipping the jewel into bis 
trouser pocket.” 

There was a long pause and then the ex-Phrenologist said slowly. 
“Well, that’s a staggerer. But the thing stumps me still. For one thing, 
it doesn’t explain the queer behaviour of the old magician himself. If 
he was entirely imiocent, why the devil didn’t he say so? Why wasn’t 

being accused and searched? Why did he only sit smiling 
a sly way what wild and wonderful things he could 

“Ah!” cried Father Brown, with a sharp note in his voice: “there you 
come up against it! Against everything these people don’t and won’t 
understand. All religions are the same, says Lady Mounteagle. Are they, 
by George! I tell you some of them are so different that the best man of 
one creed will be callous, where the worst man of another will be sensitive. 

I told you I didn’t like spiritual power, because the accent is on the word 
power. I don’t say the Master would steal a ruby, very likely he wouldn’t; 
very likely he wouldn’t think it worth stealing. It wouldn’t be specially 
his temptation to take jewels; but it would be his temptation to take 
credit for miracles that didn’t belong to him any more than the jewels. 

It was to that sort of temptation, to that sort of stealing that he yielded to¬ 
day. He liked us to think that he had marvellous mental powers that could 
make a material object fly through space; and even when he hadn’t done 
it, he allowed us to think he had. The point about private property 
wouldn’t occur primarily to him at all. The question wouldn’t present 
itself in the form: ‘Shall I steal this pebble?’ but only in the form: ‘Could 
I make a pebble vanish and re-appear on a distant mountain?’ The 
question of whose pebble would strike him as irrelevant. That is what I 
mean by religions being different. He is very proud of having what he 
calls spiritual powers. But what he calls spiritual doesn t mean what we 
call moral. It means rather mental; the power of the mind over matter; 
the magician controlling the elements. Now we are not like that, even 
when we are no better; even when we are worse. We, whose fathers at 
least were Christians, who have grown up under those mediaeval arches 
even if we bedizen them with all the demons in Asia—we have the very 
opposite ambition and the very opposite shame. We should all be 
anxious that nobody should think we had done it. He was actually 
anx ious that everybody should think he had—even when he hadn t. 
He actually stole the credit of stealing. While we were all casting the 
crime from us like a snake, he was actually luring it to him like a snake- 
charmer. But snakes are not pets in this country! Here the traditions of 
Christendom tell at once under a test like this. Look at old Mounteagle 
himself, for instance! Ah, you may be as Eastern and esoteric as you 
like, and wear a turban and a long robe and live on messages from 
Mahatmas; but if a bit of stone is stolen in your house, and your friends 
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are suapcticu, you wmjouy soon nnd out cnac you re an o lul „« v 

^•lu 1 a, j^j a ^ USS ' man w ^° reall y did would never want us to 

think he did it, for he also was an English gentleman. He was also 

something very much better; he was a Christian thief. I hope and believe 
he was a penitent thief.” 

,. your account,” said his companion laughing, ‘‘the Christian 

let and the . cathen fraud went by contraries. One was sorry he’d done 
it and the other was sorry he hadn’t.” 

Wemusmt be too hard on either of them,” said Father Brown, 
tner English gentlemen have stolen before now, and been covered by 
eg an political protection; and the West also has its own way of cover¬ 
ing theft with sophistry. After all, the ruby is not the only kind of 
valuable stone in the world that has changed owners; it is true of other 
precious stones; often carved like cameos and coloured like flowers.” 

, cr looked at him inquiringly; and the priest’s finger was pointed 

to me Gothic outline of the great Abbey. 

A great graven stone,” he said, “and that was also stolen.” 
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A blaze of lightning blanched the grey woods tracing all the wrinkled 

Sl 1 ® as if every dctnil were drawn in 

wk; C1 ? 01nt ° r 8 raven m s ^ ver - The same strange trick of lightning by 
• i C A ^ SCems t0 recor d millions of minute things in an instant of time, 
jl C 0l *t everything, from the elegant litter of the picnic spread under 

w i» S P rea * ree P a k lengths of winding road, at the end ot 

wirh f a car Was wa hing. In the distance a melancholy mansion 
Him ^j, towcrs ^e a castle, which in the grey evening had been but a 
• - staut huddle of walls like a crumbling cloud, seemed to spring 

an*? C - orc 8 r0urK ^ an d stood up with all its embattled roofs and blank 
of r sta ^ n 8 windows. And in th4, at least, the light had something in it 

was e ^ e j atl ^ n * ^ or some of those grouped under the tree that castle 
» m ced, a thing faded and almost forgotten, which was to prove its 
?? spring up again in the foreground of their lives. 

atle C ^ i a ^ S ° c ^ ot ^ cc ^ f° r an instant, in die same silver splendour, 
east one human figure that stood up as motionless as one of the towers. 
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It was that of a tall man standing on a rise of ground above the rest, who 
were mostly sitting on the grass or stooping to gather up the hamper and 
crockery. He wore a picturesque short cloak or cape clasped with a 
silver clasp and chain, which blazed like a star when the flash touched it; 
and something metallic in his motionless figure was emphasized by the 
fact that his closely-curled hair was of the burnished yellow that can be 
really called gold; and had the look of being younger than his face, which 
was handsome in a hard aquiline fashion, but looked, under the strong 
light, a little wrinkled and withered. Possibly it had suffered from wear¬ 
ing a mask of make-up, for Hugo Romaine was the greatest actor of his 
day. For that instant of illumination the golden curls and ivory mask 
and silver ornament made his figure gleam like that of a man in armour; 
the next instant his figure was a dark and even black silhouette against 
the sickly grey of the rainy evening sky. 

But there was something about its stillness, like that of a statue, that 
distinguished it from the group at his feet. All the other figures around 
him had made the ordinary involuntary movement at the unexpected 
shock of light; for though the skies were rainy it was the first flash of the 
storm. The only lady present, whose air of carrying grey hair gracefully, 
as if she were really proud of it, marked her a matron of the United 
States, unaffectedly shut her eyes and uttered a sharp cry. Her English 
husband, General Outram, a very stolid Anglo-Indian, with a bald 
head and black, moustache and whiskers of antiquated pattern, looked 
up with one stiff movement and then resumed his occupation of tidying 
up. A young man of the name of Mallow, very big and shy, with brown 
eyes like a dog’s, dropped a cup and apologized awkwardly. A third 
man, much more dressy, with a resolute head, like an inquisitive terrier s, 
and grey hair brushed stiffly back, was no other than the great news¬ 
paper proprietor, Sir John Cockspur; he cursed freely, but not in an 
English idiom or accent, for he came from Toronto. But the tall man in 
the short cloak stood up literally like a statue in the twilight; his eagle 
face under the full glare had been like the bust of a Roman Emperor, 
and the carved eyelids had not moved. 

A moment after, the dark dome cracked across with thunder, and the 
statue seemed to come to life. He turned his head over his shoulder and 


said casually; 

“About a minute and half between the flash and the bang, but I think 
the storm’s coming nearer. A tree is not supposed to be a good umbrella 
for the lightning, but we shall want it soon for the rain. I think it will be 


a deluge. , 

The young man glanced at the lady a little anxiously and said: Can t 
we get shelter anywhere? There seems to be a house over there. 

“There is a house over there,” remarked the general, rather grimly; 
“but not quite what you’d call a hospitable hotel” 
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“It’s curious,” said his wife sadly, “that we should be caught in a 
storm with no house near but that one, of all others.” 

Something in her tone seemed to check the younger man, who was 

both sensitive and comprehending; but notliing of that sort daunted the 
man from Toronto. 

What’s the matter with it?” he asked. “Looks rather like a 
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ruin. 


That place, said the general dryly, “belongs to the Marquis of 
ame. 



Gee! said Sir John Cockspur. “I’ve heard all about that bird any¬ 
how; and a queer bird, too. Ran him as a front-page mystery in the 
Comet last year. The Nobleman Nobody Knows.’ ” 

1 ve ^ard of him, too,” said young Mallow in a low voice. 

t. T S< T L e ali * orts of weird stories about why he hides himself 

n ' Ta , VC h ff d that he WeaK a lnask because he ’ s a leper. But 
a C SC m ^ mC < T t ? seriousl y that the re’s a curse on the family; 

b ^ U Wlth S ? rae Rightful deformity that’s kept in a dark room ” 
The Marquis of Marne has three heads,” remarked Romaine quite 

fL VC \ ? nCe , m ever y three hundred years a three-headed nobleman 

l ° mS the famil y tree. No human being dares approach the accursed 

CXC 5P t a sl Jent procession of hatters, sent to provide an abnormal 

ber of hats. But —and his voice took one of those deep and terrible 

rns, that could cause such a thrill in the theatre—“my friends, those 
ftcits are oj no human shape” 

The American lady looked at him with a frown and a slight air of dis- 

“Vj 35 > f i tr * ck vo ‘ ce had moved her in spite of herself. 

• 1 ? n 1 llke y° ur ghoulish jokes,” she said; “and I’d rather you didn’t 
joke about this, anyhow.” 

fnliAA 1311(1 obey .”reph e d the actor; “but am I, like the Light Brigade 
torbidden even to reason why?” 6 

Knrmrc f be replied, is that he isn t the Nobleman Nobody 

he 1 kn °T him m y self - or > at least, I knew him very well when 

vouno 3 a T. che , a J t y^ ashin gt°n thirty years ago, when we were all 
l_T n ,didn t wear a mask, at least, he didn t wear it with 

onlv « C T 3Sn j t 3 f per * though he may be almost as lonely. And he had 
“n f 6 Cad 3nd onl y one heart, and that was broken.” 

that (or'the'co course ’” Gockspur. “I should like 

youalwaYs S lum 3 C ° mp . H T ent to , us >” sh eReplied thoughtfully, “that 
other k' T J n Ume a man s h eart is broken by a woman. But there are 
u s 0 ove an d bereavement. Have you never read ‘In Memoriam’? 

up was°fll n j Ver i ie r r , d °f David and Jonathan? What broke poor Marne 
had u deatb op his brother; at least, he was really a first cousin, but 
n rought up with him like a brother, and was much nearer 
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than most brothers. James Mair, as the marquis was called when I 
knew him, was the elder of the two, but he always played the part of 
worshipper, with Maurice Mair as a god. And, by his account, Maurice 
Mair was certainly a wonder. James was no fool, and very good at his 
own political job; but it seems that Maurice could do that and everything 
else; that he was a brilliant artist and amateur actor and musician, and all 
the rest of it. James was very good-looking himself, long and strong 
and strenuous, with a high-bridged nose; though I suppose the young 
people would think he looked very quaint with his beard divided into 
two bushy whiskers in the fashion of those Victorian times. But Maurice 
was clean-shaven, and, by the portraits shown to me, certainly quite 
beautiful; though he looked a little more like a tenor than a gentleman 
ought to look. James was always asking me again and again whether his 
friend was not a marvel, whether any woman wouldn’t fall in love with 
him, and so on, until it became rather a bore, except that it turned so 
suddenly into a tragedy. His whole life seemed to be in that idolatry, 
and one day the idol tumbled down, and was broken like any china 
doll. A chill caught at the seaside, and it was all over.” 

“And after that,” asked the young man, “did he shut himself up like 
this?” 

“He went abroad at first,” she answered; “away to Asia and the canni¬ 
bal Islands and Lord knows where. These deadly strokes take different 
people in different ways. It took him in the way of an utter sundering 
or severance from everything, even from tradition and as far as possible 
from memory. He could not bear a reference to the old de; a portrait 
or an anecdote or even an association. He couldn’t bear the business of a 
great public funeral. He longed to get away. He stayed away for ten 
years. I heard some rumour diat he had begun to revive a little at the 
end of the exile; but when he came back to his own home he relapsed 
completely. He settled down into religious melancholia, and thats 
practically madness.” 

“The priests got hold of him, they say,” grumbled the old general. 

“I know he gave thousands to found a monastery, and lives himselx 
rather like a monk—or, at anv rate, a hermit. Can’t understand what 
good they think that will do.’ 

“Goddamed superstition,” snorted Cockspur; “that sort of thing ought 
to beishown up. Here’s a man that might have been useful to the Empire 
and the world, and these vampires get hold of him and suck him dry. 

I bet with their unnatural notions they haven’t even let him marry. 

“No, he has never married,” said the lady. “He was engaged when I 
knew him, as a matter of fact, but I don’t think it ever came first with 
him, and I think it went with the rest when everything else went. Like 
Hamlet and Ophelia—he lost hold of love because he lost hold of life. 
But I knew the girl; indeed, 1 know her still. Between ourselves, it 
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Vida Grayson, daughter of the old admiral. She’s never married 

“It’s infamous! It’s infernal!” cried Sir fohn, bounding up “It’s not 
see all Sin ^^ ^ g0t * duty C ° the P“blicf ai£ I mean to 

oldTolt^d led WiA hi5 0W " prateit ’ “ d *«. ^ a 

th Ji'J don ’' P' ofas ‘° kno " r much about those things, but [ think 
their d„|‘?“ peop ' Med to stud >' a " xt which says: 'Let the dead bury 

a l^,.“ nf ° rtU ,T tdy ' thlt ’ s j ust wh at it looks like," said his wife with 

dead mJ JUSt L j C $0me CrCepy Story of a dead man Jurying another 
u 5 tlan » over an d over again for ever.” 

scJabl™? h “ v pa “ cd over , said Romame, with a rather in- 
a j] >> * ^ 0U not have to visit the inhospitable house after 

She suddenly shuddered. 

' ) J‘. I 11 never do that again!” she exclaimed. 

Mallow was staring at her. 

“WTr j H j aVC y °, U tried ic bef bre?” he cried. 

ide-“in, ° nC ^’’! she ' aid) ^ a tightness not without a touch of 

think'we’d bTtte^bp * 8 ° ^ ^ tlu t. It’s not raining now, but I 

we a better be moving back to the car. 

the Lar ey aST d 1° ff ‘ n pr ° c f ion > Mallow the general brought up 

ear, and the latter said abrupdy, lowering his voice: P 

you’d betterTnn that T Cad ( ^ dss P 1u t0 hear as you’ve asked 
he wi ? Am „ CriCa ’ f T Uy — f bat house when 

wasn’t hu^ L a W °l 0r a 6 lan u Ce ’ ?, ^ She had been a sto - He 

call him a dead ma^ ^ S ° me hornble auto maton. She may well 
&e^nk IkT the y oun g rather vaguely. “It isn’t 

y ^ what I should have expected.” 

self d^oimbrf ii da ^ OW ’ wbe n he left that rather dismal picnic, took him- 
but bTk£*“ y “ Search ° f 1 fri “ d ' Hc <b d ■>»> any modrs, 

front with thl C ? neSt ’ wbom he was ver y much concerned to con- 
he would vert revelations he had heard that afternoon. He felt 

that hunt? nJX II t( ° r know tbe truth ab out the cruel superstition 
seen hovering ^ h0USe ° f Mame ’ hke the black thundercloud he had 
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After being referred from one place to another, he finally ran his 
friend Father Brown to earth in the house of another friend, a Roman 
Catholic friend with a large family. He entered somewhat abruptly 
to find Father Brown sitting on the floor with a serious expression, and 
attempting to pin the somewhat florid hat belonging to a wax doll on to 
the head of a teddy bear. 

Mallow felt a faint sense of incongruity; but he was far too full of his 
problem to put off the conversation if he could help it. He was staggering 
from a sort of set-back in a subconscious process that had been going on 
for some time. He poured out the whole tragedy of the house of Marne 
as he had heard it from the general’s wife, along with most of the com¬ 
ments of the general and the newspaper proprietor. A new atmosphere 
of attention seemed to be created with the mention of the newspaper 
proprietor. 

Father Brown neither knew nor cared that his attitudes were comic 
or commonplace. He continued to sit on the floor, where his large head 
and short legs made him look very like a baby playing with toys. But 
there came into his great grey eyes a certain expression that has been 
seen in the eyes of many men in many centuries through the story of 
nineteen hundred years; only the men were not generally sitting on 
floors, but at council tables, or on the seats of chapters, or the thrones of 
bishops and cardinals; a far-off, watchful look, heavy with the humility 
of a charge too great for men. Something of that anxious and far-reach¬ 
ing look is found in the eyes of sailors and of those who have steered 
through so many storms the ship of St. Peter. 

“It’s very good of you to tell me this,” he said. I m really awfully 
grateful, for we may have to do something about it. If it were only 
people like you and the general, it might be only a private matter; but 
if Sir John Cockspur is going to spread some sort of scare in his papers 
—well, he’s a Toronto Orangeman, and we can hardly keep out of 


"But what will you say about it?” asked Mallow anxiously. 

“The first thing I should say about it,” said Father Brown, is that, as 
you tell it, it doesn’t sound like life. Suppose, for the sake of argument, 
that we are all pessimistic vampires blighting all human happiness. 
Suppose I’m a pessimistic vampire,” He scratched his nose with the teddy 
bear, became faintly conscious of the incongruity, and put it down. 
“Suppose we do destroy all human and family ties. Why should we 
entangle a man again in an old family tie just when he showed signs of 
getting loose from it? Surely it’s a little unfair to charge us both with 
crushing such affection and encouraging such infatuation. I don t see 
why even a religious maniac should be that particular sort of monomaniac, 
or how religion could increase that mania, except by brightening it 
with a little hope.” 
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yom“ h ' afer a pausc: should lib ■» talk <o -that general of 
Itwns his wife who told me,” said Mallow. 

•dlJ0 K u\h» P i^t t'did.''' m m ° rC iMereS ‘ Cj fa What he did "'' 

( You think he knows more than she does?” 

“Yoi/mll m °L C tkan ske sa y s> answered Father Brown. 

rudeness to his srifT Aft P TT about , f ‘ ,rgivin g everything except the 
Fathe KrT UJ • tcr a ™ hat e,se was th erc to forgive?” 

looklTa Z™ n nSen “I Shaken ^ sha P eless Rothes, and stood 

expressfon ThJnef man \ CTe , wed U P e >' es and slightly quizzical 

shapeless umbrella ^"andT^ \ u'u P lckin g U P 1^ equally 

street. ar ^ e shabby hat, went stumping down the 

a hSd “elu 3 h * a a f ety ° f wdc s,rects “ d '1" he came ro 

•ervamThe ° n r d “TA" the We “ E " d ’ wl >er= he acted the 

was shown ■ «■ SC f Gcncra] ()utrani - After some little palaver he 
globes where° C Wlt ^ dooks t l lan with maps and 

•nroSg a u/tt, b K| d t aded ' b >t Whisl " red ». 

help th7intr U( ? C ’ . sa,d the pncst, “and all the more because I 
about a Driver US1 ° n ! 0okin § llke interference. I want to speak to you 

fortunately somT^fc 111 ° l7 ? the h T ° f keCpmg " P rivate ‘ Un - 
‘bat you know Sir Jofm Cocbp^r.” 0 m “ P C 1 ^ 

the lower^alfof the n | 1 '? UStaclie ] and whiskcr served as a sort of mask for 
he smiled but hi< V, ° 8 ene ral s face; it was always hard to see whether 
“Evcrvhor? u ,r< T n e >' es °f ten had a certain twinkle, 
well.’’ ^ ° WS * m ’ ^ su PP°se, he said. “I don’t know him very 

li \Yi ]i 

Brown, smdW kn ° WS whatcver he knows,” said Father 

stand from mv f j C1 ? j 16 f unks n convenient to print it. And I under- 
John is g^in 7 fnCnd Mr- Mal,ow > whom, 1 think, you know, that Sir 
what he wonM° Iml S ? me scorc ^ ul g anti-clerical articles founded on 
etc.” Ca lhe Mame Mystery. ‘Monks Drive Marquis Mad,’ 

me about it dlc S™ eral ’ I don’t see why you should come to 

*'I’ni vent f 0 j 6h e “ V 0 “ >’m a strong Protestant.” 

you because I ° ° Sbr011 S Protestants, said Father Brown. “I came to 

charitable to feTf SUfC wou ^ d te, l £ h e trut h- 1 hope it is not un- 
• The hi f le$S $Ure of Sir J olu > Cockspur.” 

“General” e ^j S ' w ! u kl ed again but the general said nothing. 

going to make^k , j Brown > ‘‘suppose Cockspur or his sort were 

e world ring with talcs against your country and your 
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flag. Suppose he said your regiment ran away in battle, or your staff 
were in the pay of the enemy. Would you let anything stand between 
you and the facts that would refute him? Wouldn’t you get on the 
track of the truth at all costs to anybody? Well, I have a regiment, and I 
belong to an army. It is being discredited by what I am certain is a 
fictitious story; but I don’t know the true story. Can you blame me for 
trying to find it out?” 

The soldier was silent, and the priest continued: 

“I have heard the story Mallow was told yesterday, about Marne 
retiring with a broken heart through the death of his more than brother. 

1 am sure there was more in it than that. I came to ask you if you know 


y y 


any more. 

“No,” said the general shortly; “I cannot tell you any more.” 
“General,” said Father Brown with a broad grin, “you would have 
called me a Jesuit if I had used that equivocation.” 

The soldier laughed gruffly, and then growled with much greater 
hostility. 

“Well, I won’t tell you, then,” he said. “What do you say to 
that?” 

“I only say,” said the priest mildly, “that in that case I shall have to 
tell you.” 

The brown eyes scared at him; but there was no twinkle in them now. 
He went on: 

“You compel me to state, less sympathetically perhaps than you 
could, why it is obvious that there is more behind. I am quite sure the 
marquis has better cause for his brooding and secretiveness than merely 
having lost an old friend. I doubt whether priests have anything to do 
with it; I don’t even know if he’s a convert or merely a man comforting 
his conscience with charities; but I’m sure he’s something more than a 
chief mourner. Since you insist, I will tell you one or two of the things 

that made me think so. 

“First, it was stated that James Mair was engaged to be married, but 
somehow became unattached again after the death of Maurice Man. 
Why should an honourable man break off his engagement merely 
because he was depressed by die death of a third party? He’s much more 
likely to have turned for consolation to it; but, anyhow, he was bound in 

decency to go through with it. , 

The general was biting his black moustache, and his brown eyes ha 

become very watchful and even anxious, buc he did not answer. ^ 

“A second point,” said Father Brown, frowning at the table. James 
Mair was always asking his lady friend whether his cousin Maurice was 
not very fascinating, and whether women would not admire him. 
don’t know if it occurred to die lady that there might be another meaning 

to that inquiry.” 
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“Oh g damn bc 8 an L t0 Waik 01 Stam P abo ^ the room. 

( Oh damn it all, he said, but without any air of Lumosity. 

The third point, went on Father Brown, “is Tames Mair’s curious 

“dolrmer 8 ^" 0 ^? 8 / ^ 0 ’ Ve,lingJ ^ P° rtram ’ “ d 50 

bereavement But it” - a ?^ en ’ adrrut; u im g bt mean mere affectionate 
^Confound you, said the other. “How long are you going on piling 

calnd!* “° Urth - n nd r fifth points are P ret ty conclusive,” said the priest 

Mair seemTto^have l°A to g ether - Tllc first is that Maurice 

a ra A* r!f f bad no funeral m particular, considenng he was 

secretlv AnrUl* i amdy ‘. He must bave been buried hurriedly; perhaps 

flt' V P ° mt James Mair instantly d,sap F Ld fo 
mreign parts, fied, m fact, to the ends of the earth. 

blacken mv relil.^ T’ in , the Same soft voice ’ “ whcn y ou would 
of two brothers 8 iAeems—^ $t ° ry ° f ^ pUfe and P erfect Action 

or you P will7 a ed ° Utram in a t0ne bke a P is col shot. “I must tell you more 
a fair fight!>f ancy w ™e. Let me tell you one thing to start w1 It was’ 

^T 1 ’ f d Seemed Co exhale a huge breath. 

in Engird, and’it “ Wg'agonow ” ^ Pf ° bably ^ ^ dud f ° Ught 

better.” ^ etter ’ Sa ' d P at ber Brown. “Thank God; that’s a great deal 

genml'gruffly! “WeU^t ’ P Y ° U C .l 3 ? Ught ° f ’ 1 su PP ose? ” said the 

perfect afferrion. k • ^ Very we ^ Por y ou t0 SIiee r at the pure and 

devoted to his comi Ut *\ ^ tme f ° F aU . that ; J ames Mair reaUy was 

Elder brothers and • W ° j § rown U P wuth liim like a younger brother. 
Hke that esoecia^v “k S k do sometlmes devote themselves to a child 

Mair was the sor/ ^ S . a SOrt ° f . infant P hen omenon. But James 
unselfish. I mra ,? SIni P e character in whom even hate is in a sense 

objective directed ^ CVe ? wben tenderness turns to rage it is still 

Now poor Maurirf“ < M^ ardS -° ltS i ° bjCCt; he lsn ’t conscious of himself, 
and popular- k„* k- *** Was J us , t dle opposite. He was far more friendly 
He Was first in ^ S Succ “ s ba d made him live in a house of mirrors, 
always won and^V ° Ps P ort art and accomplishment; he nearly 

he lost. Thereof k ^ 7 ™™% amiabl y-. But if ever, by any chance, 
bttle jealous I ^ j US . t 4 2 llm P se of something not so amiable; he was a 

a bde iealom n n - Q f . , y ou tbe wb ole miserable story of how he was 

vanity fro m T S COuS) n s engagement; how he couldn’t keep his restless 

which )amec m • Cnng ' / C s . enou 8 b to say that one of the few things in 

a pistol- and an>k 7^ admittcc Hy ahead of him was marksmansliip with 
’ m mth that the tragedy ended.” 
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“You mean the tragedy began,” replied the priest. “The tragedy of 
the survivor. I thought he did not need any monkish vampires to make 
him miserable.” 

“To my mind he’s more miserable than he need be,” said the general 
“After all, as I say, it was a ghastly tragedy, but it was a fair fight. And 
Jim had great provocation.” 

“How do you know all this?” asked the priest. 

“I know it because I saw it,” answered Outram stolidly. “I was James 
Mair’s second, and I saw Maurice Mair shot dead on the sands before my 
very eyes.” 

“I wish you would tell me more about it,” said Father Brown re¬ 
flectively. “Who was Maurice Mair’s second?” 

“He had a more distinguished backing,” replied the general grimly. 
“Hugo Romaine was his second; the great actor, you know. Maurice 
was mad on acting and had taken up Romaine (who was then a rising 
but still a struggling man), and financed the fellow and his ventures in 
return for taking lessons from the professional in his own hobby of 
amateur acting. But Romaine was then, I suppose, practically dependent 
on his rich friend; though he’s richer now than any aristocrat. So his 
serving as second proves very little about what he thought of the quarrel. 
They fought in the English fashion, with only one second apiece; I 
wanted at least to have a surgeon, but Maurice boisterously refused it, 
saying the fewer people who knew, the better; and at the worst we 
could immediately get help. ‘There’s a doctor in the village not half a 
mile away,’ he said; ‘I know him and lie’s got the fastest horse in the 
country. He could be brought here in no time; but there’s no need to 
bring him here till we know.’ Well, we all knew that Maurice ran most 
risk, as the pistol was not his weapon; so when he refused aid nobody 
liked to ask for it. The duel was fought on a flat stretch of sand on the 
east coast of Scotland; and both the sight and sound of it were maske 
from the hamlets inland by a long rampart of sandhills patched with 
rank grass; probably part of the links, though in those days no Englis- 
man had heard of golf. There was one deep, crooked cranny in the 
sandhills through which we came out on die sands. I can see them now, 
first a wide strip of dead yellow, and beyond, a narrower strip of dart 
red; a dark red that seemed already like the long shadow of a deed o 

blood. 1 . £ 1 • 1 

“The thing itself seemed to happen with horrible speed; as it a wmr* 

wind had struck the sand. With the very crack of sound Maurice Mair 
seemed to spin like a teetotum and pitch upon his face like a mnepin. 
And queerly enough, while I d been worrying about him up to t t 
moment, the instant he was dead all my pity was for the man w 0 
killed him; as it is to this day and hour. I knew that with that, the w o e 
Vmcrf* ferribl^ n^n dnltim of mv friend’s life-long love would swing bac » 
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all that whatever cause others might find to pardon him, he would 
never pardon himself for ever and ever. And so, somehow, the really 
yiv? the picture that burns in my memory so that I can’t forget 

it, is not that of the catastrophe, the smoke and die flash and the falling 
JT\ That s eemed to be all over, like the noise that wakes a man up. 

t • /[, S ^. W ’ ^ at I shall always see, is poor Jim hurrying across towards 
his Men friend and foe; his brown beard looking black against the ghastly 
pallor of his face, with its high features cut out against the sea; and the 

\' Jn J lc ? estl > res with which he waved me to run for the surgeon in 
the hanikc behind the sandhills. He had dropped his pistol as he ran- 
ne nad a glove in one hand and the loose and fluttering finders of it 
i^i? e *° ^ ongate and emphasize his wild pantomime of pointing or 
i ln ? 01 . e P' That is the picture that really remains with me; and 

™ I' J° t ling f' in , that P icture - except the striped background of 
«nds and sea and the dark, dead body lying still as a stone, and the 

against th/horizon.’ ^ * SeCOnd Standmg gnm and mot,oaless 

thoitold^- oma hie stand motionless?” asked the priest. “I should have 

f h f ve even quicker towards the corpse.” 

undvin/nf C - d W ^ n 1 liacl re pHed the general. ‘‘I took in that 
sanH P c j ire m r m ^d the next instant I had dived among the 

made 7’ an f V s ^ °f ° f S1 S ht of the others - Well, poor Maurice had 
late ° c ^ 10Ic 1 e in matter of doctors; though the doctor came too 

su me nr >! llL c P Ilc ^ er t ^ an ^ should have thought possible. This village 
ordinarilJ V ^ S 1 VCr ^ remar kable man, redhaired, irascible, but extra- 
for a flash Str i 011 ? 111 r roni ptitude and presence of mind. I saw him but 
ofdeat-h l 1S C ca P c r Uil ^ ls horse and went thundering away to the scene 
of his nersn aV |” g T ^ ar ® ut * n that flash I had so strong a sense 

the duel hi 13 l Jc at ,^ W ? S ^ e ^ t0 ^ really been called in before 

somehow /fJv ° r ,^ e ^f vc 0,1 m y sou l he would have prevented it 

long before T r 1 * * * V ,3”**“ c J eane d up the mess with marvellous swifmess; 
-. ,. . C j U trail back to the sea-sliore on my two feet his impetuous 


Practicality had n»7 7 ^a-snore on n 

in the sandh li ana ged everything; the corpse was tempora 
onlv l S an , .^5 unhappy homicide had been persuaded to do the 

m 1 * -it m 




I | , -- t4ic 

till he came to a°n ^ d °T t0 * flee f ? r llJS life. He slipped along the coast 
the rest* nn r ^° rt a . mana ged to get out of the country. You know 
thine had U* i? rc 1 ma ^ e d abroad for many years; later, when the whole 
a nd autnm U P or P° r g ott en, he returned to his dismal castle 

day to this* 'a^ ln h er i te d the title. I have never seen him from that 
darkness of \ t ^ now what is written in red letters in the inmost 

efforts t<fse^hi^'?” 53 ^ Pat ^ ler ^ rown > <<t: h at some of you have made 

V e never relaxed her efforts/* said the general. “She refuses to 
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admit that such a crime ought to cut a man off for ever; and I confess I 
am inclined to agree with her. Eighty years before it would have been 
thought quite normal; and really it was manslaughter rather than murder. 
My wife is a great friend of the unfortunate lady who was the occasion 
of the quarrel and she has an idea that if Jim would consent to see Viola 
Grayson once again, and receive her assurance that old quarrels are 
buried, it might restore his sanity. My wife is c allin g a sort of council 
of old friends to-morrow, I believe. She is very energetic/’ 

Father Brown was playing with the pins that lay beside the general’s 
map; he seemed to listen rather absent-mindedly. He had the sort of 
mind that sees things in pictures; and the picture which had coloured 
even the prosaic mind of the practical soldier took on tints yet more 
significant and sinister in the more mystical mind of the priest. He saw 
the dark-red desolation of sand, the very hue of Aceldama, and the dead 
man lying in a dark heap, and the slayer, stooping as he ran, gesticulating 
with a glove in demented remorse, and always his imagination came 
back to the third thing that he could not yet fit into any human picture: 
the second of the slain man standing motionless and mysterious, like a 
dark statue on the edge of the sea. It might seem to some a detail; but for 
him it was that stiff figure that stood up like a standing note of interro- 


u 


<c 


gation. 

Why had not Romaine moved instandy? It was the natural thing for 
a second to do, in common humanity, let alone friendship. Even if there 
were some double-dealing or darker motive not yet understood, one 
would think it would be done for the sake of appearances. Anyhow, 
when the thing was all over, it would be natural for the second to stir 
long before the other second had vanished beyond the sandhills. 

Does this man Romaine move very slowly?” he asked. 

It’s queer you should ask that,” answered Outram, with a sharp 
glance. “No, as a matter of fact he moves very quickly when he moves 
at all. But, curiously enough, I was just thinking that only this after¬ 
noon I saw him stand exactly like that, during the thunderstorm. He 
stood in that silver-clasped cape of his, and with one hand on his hip, 
exacdy and in every line as he stood on those bloody sands long ago. 
The lightning blinded us all, but he did not blink- When it was dark 
again he was standing diere still.” tt 

“I suppose he isn’t standing there now?” inquired Father Brown. 1 
mean, I suppose he moved sometime?” 

“No, he moved quite sharply when the thunder came,” rep 
other. “He seemed to have been waiting for it, for he told us the exact 

time of the interval ... is anything the matter?” 

“I’ve pricked myself with one of your pins,” said Fadier Brown. 
“1 hope I haven’t damaged it.” But his eyes had snapped and his mouth 
abrupdy shut. 
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“Are you ill?” inquired the general, staring at him. 

No, answered the priest; ‘Tm only not quite so stoical as your 
friend Romaine. I can’t help blinking when 1 see light.” 

He turned to gather up his hat and umbrella; but when he had got to 
the door he seemed to remember something and turned back. Coming 
up close to Outram, he gazed up into his face with a rather helpless 
expression, as of a dying fish, and made a motion as if to hold him by 
the waistcoat. 

General,” he almost whispered, “for God’s sake don’t let your wife 
and that other woman insist on seeing Marne again. Let sleeping dogs 
lie, or you’ll unleash all the hounds of hell.” 

The general was left alone with a look of bewilderment in his brown 
eyes, as he sat down again to play with his pins. 

Even greater, however, was the bewilderment which attended the 

successive stages of the benevolent conspiracy of the general’s wire, who 

had assembled her little group of sympathizers to storm the castle of the 

misanthrope. The first surprise she encountered was the unexplained 

absence of one of the actors in the ancient tragedy. When they assembled 

by agreement ac a quiet hotel quite near the casde, there was no sign of 

Hugo Romaine, until a belated telegram from a lawyer told them that 

the great actor had suddenly left the country. The second surprise, 

when they began the bombardment by sending up word to the castle 

with an urgent request for an interview, was the figure which came 

forth from those gloomy gates to receive the deputation in the name of 

tiic noble owner. It was no such figure as they would have conceived 

suitable to those sombre avenues or those almost feudal formalities. It 

was not some stately steward or major-domo, nor even a dignified 

butler or tall and ornamental footman. The only figure that came out 

of the cavernous castle doorway was the short and shabby figure of 
Father Brown. 


Look here, he said, in his simple, bothered fashion. “I told you 

y ou ^ muc h better leave him alone. He knows what he’s doing and it’ll 
only make everybody unhappy.” 

. Lady Outram, who was accompanied by a tall and quietly-dressed 



mic saia; tms is a very private occasion, ana i aon c 

understand what you have to do with it.’ 

r a P 1 ^* to Lave to do with a private occasion,” snarled Sir 

I 0 , n Cockspur. “Don’t you know they five behind the scenes like rats 
a wainscot burrowing their way into everybody’s private rooms, 
ee how he’s already in possession of poor Marne.” Sir John was slightly 
sulky, as his aristocratic friends had persuaded him to give up the great 
scoop of publicity in return for the privilege of being really inside a 
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Society secret. It never occurred to him to ask himself whether he was 
at all like a rat in a wainscot. 

“Oh, that’s all right,” said Father Brown, with the impatience of 
anxiety. “I’ve talked it over with the marquis and the only priest he’s 
ever had anything to do with; his clerical tastes have been much exag¬ 
gerated. I tell you he knows what he’s about; and I do implore you all 
to leave him alone.” 

“You mean to leave him to this living death of moping and going 
mad in a ruin!” cried Lady Outram, in a voice that shook a little. “And 
all because he had the bad luck to shoot a man in a duel more than a 
quarter of a century ago. Is that what you call Christian charity? 

“Yes,” answered the priest stolidly; “that is what I call Christian 
charity. 

“It’s about all the Christian charity you’ll ever get out of these priests,” 
cried Cockspur bitterly. “That’s their only idea of pardoning a poor 
fellow for a piece of folly; to wall him up alive and starve him to death 
with fasts and penances and pictures of hell-fire. And all because a bullet 
went wrong.” 

“Really, Father Brown,” said General Outram, “do you honesdy 
think he deserves this? Is that your Christianity?” 

“Surely the true Christianity,” pleaded his wife more gently, “is that 
which knows all and pardons all; the love that can remember—and 
forget.” 

“Father Brown,” said young Mallow, very earnestly, “I 
agree with what you say; but I’m hanged if I can follow you here. A 
shot in a duel, followed instantly by remorse, is not such an awful offence. 

“I admit,” said Father Brown dully, “that I take a more serious view 

of his offence.” , 

“God soften your hard heart,” said the strange lady speaking for the 

first time. “I am going to speak to my old friend. 

Almost as if her voice had raised a ghost in that great grey house, 
something stirred within and a figure stood in the dark doorway at: the 
top of the great stone flight of steps. It was clad in dead black, but there 
was something wild about the blanched hair and something in the pa e 

features that was like the wreck of a marble statue. 

Viola Grayson began calmly to move up the great flight of steps, 
and Outram muttered in his thick black moustache: “He won t cut her 

dead as he did my wife, I fancy.” 

Father Brown, who seemed in a collapse of resignation, looked up at 
him for a moment. 

“Poor Maine has enough on his conscience,” he said. “Let us acquit 
him of what we ean. At least he never cut your wife. 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“He never knew her,” said Father Brown. 
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As they spoke, the tall lady proudly mounted the last step and came 
face to face with the Marquis of Marne. His lips moved, but something 
happened before he could speak. 

ri scream rang across the open space and went wailing away in echoes 

along those hollow walls. By the abruptness and agony with which it 

broke from the womans lips it might have been a mere inarticulate 

cry. But it was an articulated word; and they all heard it with a horrible 
distinctness. 

“Maurice!” 


What is it, dear? cried Lady Outram, and began to run up the 
steps; for the other woman was swaying as if she might fall down the 
whole stone flight. Then she faced about and began to descend, all bowed 
and shrunken and shuddering. “Oh, my God,” she was saying. “Oh, 
my God ... it isn’t Jim at all, . . it’s Maurice!” 

I think, Lady Outram,” said the priest gravely, “you had better go 
with your friend.” 


/V:j they turned, a voice fell on them like a stone from the top of the 
stone stair, a voice that might have come out of an open grave. It was 
E 1 and unnatural, like the voices of men who are left alone with 

v. ihl birds on desert islands. It was the voice of the Marquis of Marne, 
and it said: “Stop!” 

Father Brown,” he said, “before your friends disperse l authorize 

you to tell them all I have told you. Whatever follows, I will hide from 
it no longer.” 

it ou ,f re a S ht ’” sa ^ the priest, “and it shall be counted to you.” 

sa ^d Father Brown quietly to the questioning company after¬ 
wards. He has given me the right to speak; but I will not tell it as he told 
me but as I found it out for myself. Well, I knew from the first that 
t e blighting monkish influence was all nonsense out of novels. Our 
P C0 P c n hght possibly, in certain cases, encourage a man to go regularly 
a rn °nastery, but certainly not to hang about in a mediaeval castle, 
n t e same way, they certainly wouldn’t want him to dress up as a monk 
W en t a monk. But it struck me that he might himself want to 

Wc \ ar a mon k s hood or even a mask. I had heard of him as a mourner, 

R I VP 0 ^ a murc ^ erer » but already I had hazy suspicions that his reason 

or n ing might not only be concerned with what he was, but with who 
ne was. 


hen came the general’s vivid description of the duel; and the most 
y iv * t ing in it to me was the figure of Mr. Romaine in the background; 

lea^ ^i. V | V ^ because it was in the background. Why did the general 
v e behind him on the sand a dead man, whose friend stood yards 

u m him like a stock or a stone? Then I heard something, a mere 
k . e> a bput a trick habit that Romaine has of standing quite still when 
c is waiting for something to happen; as he waited u>r the thunder to 
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follow the lightning. Well, that automatic trick in this case betrayed 
everything. Hugo Romaine on that old occasion, also, was waiting for 
something.” 

“But it was all over,” said the general. “What could he have been 
waiting for?” 

“He was waiting for the duel,” said Father Brown. 

“But I tell you I saw the duel!” cried the general. 

“And I tell you you didn’t see the duel,” said the priest. 

“Are you mad?” demanded the other. “Or why should you think I 
am blind?” 


“Because you were blinded—that you might not see,” said the priest. 
“Because you are a good man and God had mercy on your innocence, 
and he turned your face away from that unnatural strife. He set a wall 
of sand and silence between you and what really happened on that horrible 
red shore, abandoned to the raging spirits of Judas and of Cain.” 

“Tell us what happened!” gasped the lady impatiently. 

“I will tell it as I found it,” proceeded the priest. “The next thing I 
found was that Romaine the actor had been training Maurice Mair in 
all the tricks of the trade of acting. I once had a friend who went in for 
acting. He gave me a very amusing account of how his first week s 
training consisted entirely of falling down; of learning how to fall flat 
without a stagger, as if he were stone dead.” 

“God have mercy on us!” cried die general, and gripped the arms of 
his chair as if to rise. 

“Amen,” said Father Brown. “You told me how quickly it seemed to 
come; in fact, Maurice fell before the bullet flew, and lay perfectly still, 
waiting. And his wicked friend and teacher stood also in the background, 

waiting.” , 

“We are waiting,” said Cockspur, “and 1 feel as if I couldnt 


wait. 

“James Mair, already broken with remorse, rushed across to the 
fallen man and bent over to lift him up. He had thrown away his pistol 
like an unclean thing; but Maurice’s pistol still lay under his hand and it 
was undischarged. Then as the elder man bent over the younger, the 
younger lifted himself on his left arm and shot the elder through the 
body. He knew he was not so good a shot, but there was no question 

of missing the heart at that distance.” 

The rest of the company had risen and stood stanng down at the 
narrator with pale faces. “Are you sure of this?” asked Sir John at last, 
in a thick voice. 

“I am sure of it,” said Fadier Brown, “and now I leave Maurice Mair, 
the present Marquis of Marne, to your Christian charity. You have 
told me something to-day about Christian charity. You seemed to me 
to give it almost too large a place; but how fortunate it is for poor 
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sinners Ike tins man that you err so much on the side of mercy, and are 
ready to be reconciled to all mankind.” 

‘Hang it all,” exploded the genera!; “if you tliink I’m going to be 
reconciled to a filthy viper like that, I tell you I wouldn’t say a word to 
save him from hell. I said 1 could pardon a regular decent duel, but of all 
the treacherous assassins- M 

He ought to be lynched/’ cried Cockspur excitedly. “He ought to 
l ,uni dive like a nigger in the States. And if there is such a thing as 
burning for ever, he jolly well- M 

I wouldnt touch him with a barge-pole myself*/’ said Mallow. 

There is a limit to human charity,” said Lady Outram, trembling all 
over. 


There is, said Father Brown dryly; “and that is the real difference 
1 v ' 1 i human charity and Christian charity. You must forgive me if 
1 was not altogether crushed by your contempt tor my uncharitableness 
to-day; or by the lectures you read me about pardon for every sinner. 
^ or h see _ ms me that you only pardon the sins that you don’t really 
liJ u; sinful. You only forgive criminals when they commit what you 
aon t regard as crimes, but rather as conventions. So you tolerate a 
conventional duel, just as you tolerate a conventional divorce. You 
forgive because there isn't anything to be forgiven/’ 

But, hang it all/’ cried Mallow, “you don’t expect us to be able to 
pardon a vile thing like this?” 

No, said the priest; “but we have to be able to pardon it.” 

He stood up abruptly and looked round at them. 

^e have touc fi such men, not with a bargepole, but with a bene- 

iction, he said. “We have to say the word that will save them from 

ell. We alone are left to deliver them from despair when your human 

^ ant - dt < its them. Go on your own primrose path pardoning all your 

avourite vices and being generous to your fashionable crimes; and leave 

us in the darkness, vampires of the night, to console those who really 

uce consolation; who do tilings really indefensible, things that neither 

e world nor they themselves can defend; and none but a priest will 

par on. Leave us with the men who commit the mean and revolting 

an real crimes; mean as St. Peter when the cock crew, and yet the dawn 
came. ; 

hitJ }' 1 ' ^ awn > repeated Mallow doubtfully. “You mean hope—for 

Yes, replied the other. “Let me ask you one question. You are 
great ladies arid men of honour and secure of yourselves; you would 
never, you can tell yourselves, stoop to such squalid reason as that. But 
me this. If any of you had so stooped, which of you, years after- 
^ ar .* w ben you were old and rich and safe, would have been driven by 
conscience or confessor to tell such a story of yourself? You say you 
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could not commit so base a crime. Could you confess so base a crime?” 

The others gathered their possessions together and drifted by twos 
and threes out of the room in silence. And Father Brown, also in silence, 
went back to the melancholy castle of Marne. 


THE SECRET OF FLAMBEAU 

* 

-the sort of murders in which I played the part of the murderer,” 

said Father Brown, putting down the wineglass. The row of red pictures 
of crime had passed before him in that moment. 

It is true, he resumed, after a momentary pause, “that somebody 
else had played the part of the murderer before me and done me out of 
the actual experience. I was a sort of understudy; always in a state of 
being ready to act the assassin. I always made it my business, at least, to 
know the part thoroughly. What I mean is that, when I tried to imagine 
the stare of mind in which such a thing would be done, I always realized 
that I might have done it myself under certain mental conditions, but 
not under others; and not generally under the obvious ones. And then, 
of course, I knew who really had done it; and he was not generally the 
obvious person. 

“For instance, it seemed obvious to say that the revolutionary poet 
had killed the old judge who saw red about red revolutionaries. But 
that isn’t really a reason for the revolutionary poet killing him. It i$n t, 
if you think what it would really be like to he a revolutionary poet. 
Now I set myself conscientiously down to he a revolutionary poet. I 
mean that particular sort of pessimistic anarchiai lover of revolt, not as 
reform, but rather as destruction. I tried to clear my mind of such ele¬ 
ments of sanity and constructive common sense as I have had the luck to 
learn or inherit. I shut down and darkened all the skylights through which 
comes the good daylight out of heaven; I imagined a mind lit only by a 
red light from below; a fire rending rocks and cleaving abysses upwards. 
And even with the vision at its wildest and worst, I could not see why 
such a visionary should cut short his own career by colliding with a 
common policeman, for killing one out of a million conventional old 
fools, as he would have called them. He wouldn’t do it; however much 
he wrote songs of violence. He wouldn’t do it, because he wrote songs 
of violence. A man who can express himself in song need not express 
himself in suicide. A poem was an event to him; and he would want to 
have more of them. Then I thought of another sort of heathen; the sort 
that is not destroying the world but entirely depending on the world. I 
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thought that, save for the grace of God, I might have been a man for 
whom the world was a blaze or electric lights, with nothing but utter 
darkness beyond and around it. The worldly man, who really lives only 
for this word and believes in no other, whose worldly success and pleasure 
are all he can ever snatch out ot nothingness —that is the man who will 
really do anything, when he is in danger of losing the whole world and 
saving nothing. It is not the revolutionary man but the respectable 
man who would commit any crime—to save his respectability. Think 
what exposure would mean to a man like that fashionable barrister; and 
exposure of the one crime still really hated by his fashionable world— 
treason against patriotism. If I had been in his position, and had nothing 
better than his philosophy, heaven alone knows what I might have done. 

* slat is just where this little religious exercise is so wholesome/’ 

“Some people would think it was rather morbid/’ said Grandison 
Chace dubiously. 

‘Some people,” said Father Brown gravely, “undoubtedly do think 
'hat charity and humility are morbid. Our friend the poet probably 
would. But I’m not arguing those questions; I’m only trying to answer 
your question about how I generally go to work. Some of your country- 
men have apparently done me the honour to ask how 1 managed to 
frustrate a tew miscarriages of justice. Well, you can go back and tell 
them that I do it by morbidity. But I most certainly don’t want them to 
think I do it by magic.” 

Chace continued to look at him with a reflective frown; he was too 
intelligent not to understand the idea; he would also have said that he 
was too healthy-minded to like it. He felt as if he were talking to one 
man and yet to a hundred murderers. There was sometliing uncanny 
about that very small figure, perched like a goblin beside the goblin 
stove; and the sense that its round head had held such a universe of wild 
unreason and imaginative injustice. It was as it the vast void of dark 
behind it were a throng of dark gigantic figures, the ghosts of great 
criminals held at bay by the magic circle of the red stove, but ready to 
tear their master in pieces. 

Well, I m afraid I do think it’s morbid,” he said frankly. And I m 
not sure it isn t almost as morbid as magic. But morbidity or no, there s 
one thing to be said; it must be an interesting experience.” Then he 
added, after reflection; “I don’t know whether you would make a really 
good criminal. But you ought to make a rattling good novelist. 

t ^ only have to deal with real events,” said Father Brown. But 
rt s sometimes harder to imagine real things than unreal ones.” 

Especially,” said the other, “when they are the great crimes of the 
world.” 

It s not the great crimes but the small crimes that are really hard 
to imagine , 9 replied the priest. 
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“I don’t quite know what you mean by that,” said Chace. 

“I mean commonplace crimes like stealing jewels,” said Father Brown; 
"like that affair of the emerald necklace or the Ruby of Meru or the 
artificial goldfish. The difficulty in those cases is that you’ve got to make 
your mind small. High and mighty humbugs, who deal in big ideas, 
don’t do those obvious tilings. I was sure the Prophet hadn’t taken the 
ruby; or the Count the goldfish; though a man like Bankes might 
easily take the emeralds. For them, a jewel is a piece of glass: and they 
can see through the glass. But the litde, literal people take it at its market 
value. 

“For that you’ve got to have a small mind. It’s awfully hard to get; 
like focusing smaller and sharper in a wobbling camera. But some things 
helped; and they threw a lot of light on the mystery, too. For instance, 
the sort of man who brags about having ‘shown up’ sham magicians or 
poor quacks of any sort—he’s always got a small mind. He is the sort of 
man who ‘sees through’ tramps and trips them up in telling lies. I dare 
say it might sometimes be a painful duty. It’s an uncommonly base 
pleasure. The moment I realized what a small mind meant, I knew where 
to look for it—in the man who wanted to expose the Prophet—and it 
was he that sneaked the ruby; in the man who jeered at his sister’s psychic 
fancies—and it was he who nabbed the emeralds. Men like that always 
have their eye on jewels; they never could rise, with the higher humbugs, 
to despising jewels. Those criminals with small minds are always quite 
conventional. They become criminals out of sheer conventionality. 

“It takes you quite a long time to feel so crudely as that, though. It s 
quite a wild effort of imagination to be so conventional. To want one 
potty little object as seriously as all that. But you can do it. . . . You 
can get nearer to it. Begin by thinking of being a greedy child; of how 
you might have stolen a sweet in a shop; of how there was one particular 
sweet you wanted . . . then you must subtract the childish poetry; shut 
off the fairy light that shone on the sweet-stuff shop; imagine you really 
think you know the world and the market value of sweets . . . you 
contract your mind like the camera focus .. . the thing shapes and then 
sharpens .. . and then, suddenly, it comes!” 

He spoke like a man who had once captured a divine vision. 

Grandison Chace was still looking at him with a frown of mingled 
mystification and interest. It must be confessed that there did flash once 
beneath his heavy frown a look of something almost like alarm, .was 
as if the shock of the first strange confession of the priest still thrilled 
faintly through him like the last vibration of a thunderclap in the room. 
Under the surface he was saying to himself that the mistake had only 
been a temporary madness; that, of course, Father Brown could not 
really be the monster and murderer he had beheld for that blinding and 
bewildering instant. But was there not something wrong with the man 
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who talked in that calm way about being a murderer? Was it possible 
that the priest was a little mad? 

*‘Don't you think/' he said, abruptly; “that this notion of yours, of a 
man trying to feel like a criminal, might make him a little too tolerant 
of crime?" 

Father Brown sat up and spoke in a more staccato style. 

1 know it does just the opposite. It solves the whole problem of 
time and sin. It gives a man his remorse beforehand." 

1 here was a silence; the American looked at the high and steep roof 
1 hat stretched half across the enclosure; his host gazed into the fire with¬ 
out moving; and then the priest's voice came on a different note, as if 
from lower down. 

There are two ways of renouncing the devil," he said; “and the 
difference is perhaps the deepest chasm in modem religion. One is to 
have a horror of him because he is so far off; and the other to have it 

because he is so near. And no virtue and vice are so much divided as 
those two virtues." 

They did not answer and he went on in the same heavy tone, as if he 

were dropping words like molten lead. 

You may think a crime horrible because you could never commit 

3L 1 think it horrible because I could commit it. You think of it as 

something like an eruption of Vesuvius; but that would not really be 

so terrible as this house catching fire. If a criminal suddenly appeared in 
this room*-" 

If a criminal appeared in this room," said Chace, smiling, “I think 
you would be a good deal too favourable to him. Apparently you would 
start by telling him that you were a criminal yourself and explaining 
how perfectly natural it was that he should have picked his father’s pocket 
or cut his mother's throat. Frankly, I don't think it's practical. I think 
that the practical effect would be that no criminal would ever reform, 
t s easy enough to theorize and take hypothetical cases; but we all know 
we re only talking in the air. Sitting here in M. Duroc's nice, comfort- 
a e house, conscious of our respectability and all the rest of it, it just 
gives us a theatrical thrill to talk about thieves and murderers and the 
tnysteries of their souls. But the people who really have to deal with 
eves and murderers have to deaf with them differently. We are safe 

y the fireside; and we know the house is not on fire. We know there is 
not a criminal in the room " 

Hie M. Duroc to whom allusion had been made rose slowly from 
^ at had been called his fireside, and his huge shadow flung from the 
seemed to cover everything and darken even the very night above 

There is a criminal in this room,'' he said. “I am one. I am Flambeau, 
the police of two hemispheres are still hunting for me." 
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The American remained gazing at him with eyes of a stony brightness* 

he seemed unable to speak or move. * ’ 

There is nothing mystical, or metaphorical, or vicarious about my 
confession,” said Flambeau. “I stole for twenty years with these two hands; 
I fled from the police on these two feet. I hope you will admit that my 
activities were practical. I hope you will admit that my judges and pur¬ 
suers really had to deal with crime. Do you think I do not know all 
about their way of reprehending it? Have I not heard the sermons of the 
righteous and seen the cold stare of the respectable; have I not been lec¬ 
tured in the lofty and distant style, asked how it was possible for any¬ 
one to fall so low, told that no decent person could ever have dreamed 
ol such depravity? Do you think all that ever did anything but make me 
laugh? Only my friend told me that he knew exactly why I stole; and I 
have never stolen since.” 

Father Brown made a gesture as of deprecation; and Grandison Chace 
at last let out a long breath like a whistle. 

“I have told you the exact truth,” said Flambeau; “and it is open to you 
to hand me over to the police.” 

There was an instant ot profound stillness, in which could be faintly 
heard the belated laughter of flambeau’s children in the high, dark house 
above them, and the crunching and snorting ot the great, grey pigs in 
the twilight. And then it was cloven by a high voice, vibrant and with a 
touch of offence, almost surprising for those who do not understand 
the sensitive American spirit, and how near, in spite of commonplace 
contrasts, it can sometimes come to the chivalry of Spain. 

“Monsieur Duroc,” he said rather stiffly. “We have been friends, I 
hope, for some considerable period; and i should be pretty much pained 
to suppose you thought me capable of playing you such a trick while I 
was enjoying your hospitality and the society of your family, merely 
because you chose to tell me a little of your own autobiography of your 
own free will. And when you spoke merely in defence of your friend 
—no, sir, 1 can’t imagine any gendeman double-crossing another under 
such circumstances; it would be a damned sight better to be a dirty in¬ 
former and sell men’s blood for money. But in a case like this- • 
Could you conceive any man being such a Judas?” 

“I could try,” said Father Brown. 
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THE SCANDAL OF FATHER BROWN 

It would not be fair to record the adventures of Father Brown, without 
admitting that he was once involved in a grave scandal. There still are 
persons, perhaps even of his own community, who would say that there 
was a sort of blot upon his name. It happened in a picturesque Mexican 
road-house of rather loose repute, as appeared later; and to some it seemed 
that tor once the priest had allowed a romantic streak in him, and his 
sympathy for human weakness, to lead him into loose and unorthodox 
action. The story in itself was a simple one; and perhaps the whole 
surprise of it consisted in its simplicity. 

Burning Troy began with Helen; this disgraceful story began with the 
beauty of Hypatia Potter. Americans have a great power, which Europ¬ 
eans do not always appreciate, of creating institutions jrom below; that 
is by popular initiative. Like every other good thing, it has its lighter 
aspects; one of which, as has been remarked by Mr. Wells and others, is 
that a person may become a public institution without becoming an 
official institution. A girl of great beauty or brilliancy will be a sort of 
uncrowned queen, even if she is not a Film Star or the original of a Gibson 
Girl. Among those who had the fortune, or misfortune, to exist beauti¬ 
fully in public in this manner, was a certain Hypatia Hard, who had passed 
through the preliminary stage of receiving florid compliments in society 
paragraphs of the local press, to the position of one who is actually inter¬ 
viewed by real pressmen. On War and Peace and Patriotism and Pro¬ 
hibition and Evolution and the Bible she had made her pronouncements 
with a charming smile; and if none of them seemed very near to the real 
grounds of her own reputation, it was almost equally hard to say what the 
grounds of her reputation really were. Beauty, and being the daughter 
°f a rich man, are things not rare in her country; but to these she added 
whatever it is that attracts the wandering eye of journalism. Next to none 
of her admirers had even seen her, or even hoped to do so; and none of 
them could possible derive any sordid benefit from her father s wealth. 
It was simply a sort of popular romance, the modem substitute for 
mythology; and it laid the first foundations of the more turgid and 
tempestuous sort of romance in which she was to figure later on; and in 
which many held that the reputation of Father Brown, as well as of 
others, had been blown to‘rags. 
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It was accepted, sometimes romantically, sometimes resignedly, by 

those whom American satire has named the Sob Sisters, that she had 

a ready married a very worthy and respectable business man of the name 

oi Potter. It was even possible to regard her for a moment as Mrs. Potter, 

on the universal understanding that her husband was only the husband of 
Mrs. Potter. 

Then came the Great Scandal, by which her friends and enemies were 
horrified beyond their wildest hopes. Her name was coupled (as the 
queer phrase goes) with a literary man living in Mexico; in status an 
American, but in spirit a very Spanish American. Unfortunately his vices 
resembled her virtues, in being good copy. He was no less a person than 
the famous or infamous Rudel Romanes; the poet whose works had been 
so universally popularized by being vetoed by libraries or prosecuted by 

• i?°i? CC ' AnyIl ° Wj ^ er P ure placid star was seen in conjunction 
with this comet He was of the sort to be compared to a comet, being 

hairy and hot; the first in his portraits, the second in his poetry. He was 
also destructive; the comet s tail was a trail of divorces, which some 
called his success as a lover and some his prolonged failure as a husband. 

It was hard on Hypatia; there are disadvantages in conducting the perfect 
private life in public; like a domestic interior in a shop-window. Inter¬ 
viewers reported doubtful utterances about Love’s Larger Law of Supreme 
Sclt-Realization. The Pagans applauded. The Sob Sisterhood permitted 
themselves a note of romantic regret; some having even the hardened 
audacity to quote from the poem of Maud Mueller, to the effect that of all 
the words of tongue or pen, the saddest are “It might have been.” And 
Mr. Agar P. Rock, who hated the Sob Sisterhood with a holy and 
righteous hatred, said that in this case he thoroughly agreed with Bret 
Harte s emendation of the poem: “More sad are those we daily see; it is, 
but it hadn’t ought to be.” 

For Mr. Rock was very firmly and rightly convinced that a ve ry large 
number of things hadn t ought to be. He was a slashing and savage critic 
of national degeneration, on the Minneapolis Meteor , and a bold and honest 
man. He had perhaps come to specialize too much in the spirit of in¬ 
dignation, but it had had a healthy enough origin in his reaction against 
sloppy attempts to confuse right and wrong in modem journalism and 
gossip. He expressed it first in the form of a protest against an unholy halo 
of romance being thrown round the gunman and the gangster. Perhaps he 
was rather too much inclined to assume, in robust impatience, that all 
gangsters were Dagos and that all Dagos were gangsters. But his pre¬ 
judices, even when they were a little provincial, were rather refreshing 
after a certain sort of maudlin and unmanly hero-worship, which was 
ready to regard a professional murderer as a leader of fashion, so long as the 
pressmen reported that his smile was irresistible or his tuxedo was all right. 
Anyhow, the prejudices did not boil the less in the bosom of Mr. Rock, 
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because he was actually in the land of the Dagos when this story opens; 
striding furiously up a hill beyond the Mexican border, to the white 
hotel, fringed with ornamental palms, in which it was supposed that the 
Potters were staying and that the mysterious Hypatia now held her court. 
Agar Rock was a good specimen of a Puritan, even to look at; he might 
even have been a virile Puritan of the seventeenth century, rather than the 
softer and more sophisticated Puritan of the twentieth. If you had told 
him that his antiquated black hat and habitual black frown, and fine 
flinty features, cast a gloom over the sunny land of palms and vines, he 
would have been very much gratified. J e looked to right and left with 
eyes bright with universal suspicions. And, as he did so, he saw two 
figures on the ridge above him, outlined against the clear sub-tropical 
sunset; figures in a momentary posture which might have made even a 
k$s suspicious man suspect something. 

One ot the figures was rather remarkable in itself. It was poised at the 
exact angle of the turning road above the valley, as it by an instinct for 
the site as well as the attitude of statuary. It was wrapt in a great black 
cloak, in the Byronic manner, and the head that rose above it in swarthy 
1 ' in ) was remarkably like Byron’s. This man had the same curling hair 
and curling nostrils; and he seemed to be snorting something of the same 
scorn and indignation against the world. He grasped in his hand a rather 
long caqe or walking-stick, which having a spike of the sort used for 
mountaineering, carried at the moment a fanciful suggestion of a spear, 
t was rendered all the more fanciful by something comically contra¬ 
dictory in the figure of the other man, who carried an umbrella, it was 
indeed a new and neatly-rolled umbrella, very different, for instance, 
rom Father Brown’s umbrella: and he was neatly clad like a clerk in 
ght holiday clothes; a stumpy stoutish bearded man; but the prosaic 
umbrella was raised and even brandished at an acute angle of attack. The 
ta er man thrust back at him, but in a hasty defensive maimer; and then 
t c scene rather collapsed into comedy; for the umbrella opened of itself 
an its owner almost seemed to sink behind it, while the other man had 
t le air of pushing his spear through a great grotesque shield. But the other 
man did not push it, or the quarrel, very far; he plucked out the point, 
turned away impatiently and strode down the road; while the other, 

nsm g an< ^ carefully refolding his umbrella, turned in the opposite direc¬ 
tion towards the hotel. Rock had not heard any of the words of the 
quarrel, which must have immediately preceded this brief and rather 
\ SUr< ^ conflict; but as he went up the road in the track of the 

\ 10rt man vv ith the beard, he revolved many things. And the romantic 
c oak and rather operatic good looks of the one man, combined with the 

sturdy self-assertion of the other, fitted in with the whole story which he 

u COmc to seek; and he knew that he could have fixed those two 
strange figures with their names: Romanes and Potter. 
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His view was in every way confirmed when he entered the pillared 
porch, and heard the voice of the bearded man raised high in altercation 
or command. He was evidently speaking to the manager or staff of the 
hotel, and Rock heard enough to know that he was warning them of a 
wild and dangerous character in the neighbourhood. 

If he s really been to die hotel already/ 1 the litde man was saying, in 
answer to some murmur, “all I can say is that you’d better not let him in 
again. Your police ought to be looking after a fellow of that sort, but 
anyhow, I won t have the lady pestered with him/’ 

Rock listened in grim silence and growing conviction; then he slid 
across the vestibule to an alcove where he saw the hotel register and 
turning to the last page, saw “the fellow” had indeed been to the hotel 
already. There appeared the name of “Rudel Romanes,” that romantic 
public character in very large and florid foreign lettering; and after a 
space under it, rather close together, the names of Hypatia Potter and 
Ellis T. Potter, in a correct and quite American handwriting. 

Agar Rock looked moodily about him, and saw in the surroundings 
and even the small decorations of the hotel everything that he hated most. 

It is perhaps unreasonable to complain of oranges growing on orange- 
trees, even in small tubs; still more of their only growing on threadbare 
curtains or faded wallpapers as a formal scheme of ornament. But to him 
those red and golden moons, decoratively alternated with silver moons, 
were in a queer way the quintessence of all moonshine. He saw in them 
all that sentimental deterioration which his principles deplored in modem 
manners, and which his prejudices vaguely connected with the warmth 
and softness of the South. It annoyed him even to catch sight of a patch 
of dark canvas, half-showing a Watteau shepherd with a guitar, or a blue 
tile with a commonplace design of a Cupid on a dolphin. His common 
sense would have told him drat he might have seen these things in a 
shop-window on Fifdi Avenue; but where they were, they seemed like a 
taunting siren voice of the Paganism of the Mediterranean. And then 
suddenly, the look of all these things seemed to alter, as a still mirror will 
flicker when a figure has flashed past it for a moment; and he knew the 
whole room was full of a challenging presence. He turned almost stiffly, 
and with a sort of resistance, and knew that he was facing the famous 
Hypatia, of whom he had read and heard for so many years. 

Hypatia Potter, ttfz Hard, was one of those people to whom the word 
“radiant” really does apply definitely and derivatively. That is, she 
allowed what the papers called her Personality to go out from her in rays. 
She would have been equally beautiful, and to some tastes more attrac¬ 
tive, if she had been self-contained; but she had always been taught to 
believe that self-containment was only selfishness. She would have said 
that she had lost Self in Service; it would perhaps be truer to say that she 
had asserted Self in Service; but she was quite in good faith about the 
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service. Therefore her outstanding starry blue eyes really struck outwards, 
as in the old metaphor that made eyes like Cupid’s darts, killing at a 
distance; but with an abstract conception of conquest beyond any mere 
coquetry. Her pale fair hair, though arranged in a saintly halo, had a 
look of almost electric radiation. And when she understood that the 
stranger before her was Mr. Agar Rock, of the Minneapolis Meteor , her 

' l ( ' u - ' iJ tncinselves the range of long searchlights, sweeping the 
horizon of the States. 

But in this the lady was mistaken; as she sometimes was. For Agar 
Rock was not Agar Rock of the Minneapolis Meteor , He was at that 
moment merely Agar Rock; there had surged up in him a great and 
sincere moral impulsion, beyond the coarse courage of the interviewer. A 
ft Jjjig piofoundl mixed ot a chivalrous and national sensibility to beauty, 

; 1 ' 1 h instant itch for moral action of some definite sort, which was 
also national, nerved him to face a great scene; and to deliver a noble 
hl ^ Lt - remembered the original Hypatia, the beautiful Neo-Platonist, 
anc luW been thrilled as a boy by Kingsley’s romance in which the 

) C)U1 T J Jjjn nK denounces her for harlotries and idolatries. He confronted 
her with an iron gravity and said: 

If you 11 pardon me, Madam, I should like to have a word with you in 
private. 

Well, she said, sweeping the room with her splendid gaze, “I don’t 
know whether you consider this place private.” 

Rock also gazed round the room and could see no sign of life less 

vegetable than the orange trees, except what looked like a large black 

which he recognized as the hat of some native priest or other, 

sto dly smoking a black local cigar, and otherwise as stagnant as any 

vegetable. He looked tor a moment at the heavy, expressionless features, 

noting the rudeness of that peasant type from which priests so often come, 

jn ^ tin and especially Latin-American countries; and lowered his voice a 
kttle as he laughed. 

. I don t imagine that Mexican padre knows our language,” he said. 

atch those lumps of laziness learning any language but their own. Oh, 

can t swear he s a Mexican; he might be anything; mongrel Indian or 

I suppose. But I’ll answer for it he’s not an American. Our 
ministries don t produce that debased type.” 

ci., s a matter of fact,” said the debased type, removing his black cigar, 

m English and my name is Brown. But pray let me leave you if you 

wish to be private.” 

<l Tf » 

you re English,” said Rock warmly, “you ought to have some 
formal Nordic instinct for protesting against all this nonsense. Well, it’s 
Plough to say now that I’m in a position to testify that there’s a pretty 

gerous fellow hanging round diis pi ace; a tall fellow in a cloak, like 
those old pictures of crazy poets.” 
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“Well, you can’t go much by that,” said the priest mildly; "a lot of 
people round here use those cloaks, because the chill strikes very suddenly 
after sunset.” 

Rock darted a dark and doubtful glance at him; as if suspecting some 
evasion in the interests of all that was symbolized to him by mushroom 
hats and moonshine. “It wasn’t only the cloak,” he growled, “though 
it was partly the way he wore it. The whole look of the fellow was 
theatrical, down to his damned theatrical good looks. And if you’ll 
forgive me, Madam, I strongly advise you to have nothing to do with 
him, if he comes bothering here. Your husband has already told the hotel 
people to keep him out-” 

Hypatia sprang to her feet and, with a very unusual gesture, covered 
her face, thrusting her fingers into her hair. She seemed to be shaken, 
possibly with sobs, but by the rime she had recovered they had turned into 
a sort of wild laughter. 

“Oh, you are all too funny,” she said, and, in a way very unusual with 
her, ducked and darted to the door and disappeared. 

“Bit hysterical when they laugh like that,” said Rock uncomfortably; 
then, rather at a loss, and turning to the little priest: “as I say, if you’re 
English, you ought really to be on my side against these Dagos, anyhow. 
Oh, I’ ’m not one of those who talk tosh about Anglo-Saxons; but there is 
such a thing as history. You can always claim that America got her 
civilization from England.” 

O 4 - 

Also, to temper our pride, said Father Brown, “we must always 
admit that England got her civilization from Dagos.” 

Again there glowed in the other’s mind the exasperated sense that his 
interlocutor was fencing with him, and fencing on the wrong side, in 
some secret and evasive way; and he curtly professed a failure to compre¬ 
hend. 

“Well, there was a Dago, or possibly a Wop, called Julius Caesar, said 
Father Brown; “he was afterwards killed in a stabbing match; you know 
these Dagos always use knives. And there was another one called Augus¬ 
tine, who brought Christianity to our little island; and really, I don t 
think we should have had much civilization without those two. 

“Anyhow, that’s all ancient history,” said the somewhat irritated 
journalist, “and I’m very much interested in modern history. What I see 
is that these scoundrels are bringing Paganism to our country, and 
destroying all the Christianity there is. Also destroying all the common 
sense there is. All settled habits, all solid social order, all the way in which 
the farmers who were our fathers and grandfathers did manage to live in 
the world, melted into a hot mush by sensations and sensualities about 
film-stars who are divorced every month or so, and make every silly girl 
think that marriage is only a way of getting divorced. 

“You are quite right,” said Father Brown. “Of course 1 quite agree 
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with you there. But you must make some allowances. Perhaps these 
Southern people are a little prone to that sort of fault. You must re¬ 
member that Northern people have other kinds of faults. Perhaps these 

surroundings do encourage people to give too rich an importance to 
mere romance. . . .” 

- - ie whole integral indignation of Agar Rock’s life rose up within him 
at the word. 

1 hate Romance, he said, hitting the little table before him. “I’ve 

fought the papers I worked for for forty years about the infernal trash. 

Every blackguard bolting with a barmaid is called a romantic elopement 

or something; and now our own Hypatia 1 lard, a daughter of decent 

people, may get dragged into some rotten romantic divorce case, that 

' Ul i: trumpeted to the whole world as happily as a royal wedding. 

* 11 niac ^ P oet Romanes is hanging round her; and you bet the spotlight 

will follow him, as if he were any rotten little Dago who is called the 

(>u dl Lover on the films. I saw him outside; and he’s got the regular 

spotlight face. Now my sympathies are with decencv and common sense. 

My sympathies are with poor Potter, a plain straightforward broker 

om Pittsburg, who thinks he has a right to his own home. And he’s 

making a fight for it, too. I heard him hollering at the management, 

1 1 In g diem to keep that rascal out; and quite right too. The people here 

seem a sly and slinky lot; but I rather fancy he’s put the iear of God into 
them already.” 

a * ' 

s a matter of fact,” said Father Brown, “I rather agree with you 
^out the manager and the men in this hotel; but you mustn’t judge all 
i ^. Xlc ^ s b Y them. Also I fancy the gentleman you speak of has not only 
o ered, but handed round dollars enough to get the whole staff on his 

S1 e * ^ saw them locking doors and whispering most excitedly. By the 
your P^ ani straightforward friend seems to have a lot of money.” 
ve no doubt his business does well,” said Rock. “He’s quite the best 
‘‘If s P unc ^ business-man. What do you mean?” 

ancied it might suggest another thought to you,” said Father Brown; 
^ ’ n ^ n g with rather heavy civility, he left the room. 

ock watched the Potters very carefully that evening at dinner; and 
gained some new impressions, though none that disturbed his deep sense 

p * e ^ ron g that probably threatened the peace of the Potter home, 
otter himself proved worthy of somewhat closer study; though the 
journalist had at first accepted him as prosaic and unpretentious, there was 
a peasure in recognizing finer lines in what he considered the hero or 

fac^li a tragedy : hotter had really rather a thoughtful and distinguished 
Jice, though worried and occasionally petulant. Rock got an impression 

_ e man Was recovering from an illness; his faded hair was thin but 
er ong, as if it had been lately neglected, and his rather unusual beard 
8 ve e onlooker the same notion. Certainly he spoke once or twice to 
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his wife in a rather sharp and acid manner, fussing about tablets or some 
detail of digestive science; but his real worry was doubtless concerned 
with the danger from without. His wife played up to him in the splendid 
if somewhat condescending manner of a Patient Griselda; but her eyes also 
roamed continually to the doors and shutters, as if in half-hearted fear of 
an invasion. Rock had only too good reason to dread, after her curious 
outbreak, the fact that her fear might turn out to be only half-hearted. 

It was in the middle of that night that the extraordinary event occurred. 
Rock, imagining himself to be the last to go up to bed, was surprised to 
hnd Father Brown still tucked obscurely under an orange-tree in the hall, 
and placidly reading a book. He returned the other’s farewell without 
further words, and the journalist had his foot on the lowest step of the 
stair, when suddenly the outer door sprang on its hinges and shook and 
rattled under the shock of blows planted from without; and a great voice 
louder than the blows was heard violently demanding admission. Some¬ 
how the journalist was certain that the blows had been struck with a 
pointed stick like an alpenstock. He looked back at the darkened lower 
floor, and saw the servants of the hotel sliding here and there to see that 
the doors were locked; and not unlocking them. Then he slowly mounted 
to his room, and sat down furiously to write his report. 

He described the siege of the hotel; the evil atmosphere; the shabby 
luxury of the place; the shifty evasions of the priest; above all, that terrible 
voice crying without, like a wolf prowling round the house. Then, as he 
wrote, he heard a new sound and sat up suddenly. It was a long repeated 
whistle, and in his mood he hated it doubly, because it was like the signal 
of a conspirator and like the love-call of a bird. There followed an utter 
silence, in which he sat rigid; then he rose abruptly; for he had heard yet 
another noise. It was a faint swish followed by a sharp rap or rattle; and 
he was almost certain that somebody was throwing something at a win¬ 
dow. He walked stiffly downstairs, to the floor which was now dark and 
deserted; or nearly deserted. For the little priest was still sitting under the 
orange shrub, lit by a low lamp; and still reading his book. 

“You seem to be sitting up late,” he said harshly. 

“Quite a dissipated character,” said Father Brown, looking up with a 
broad smile, “reading Economics of Usury at all wild hours of the night. 

“The place is locked up,” said Rock. 

“Very thoroughly locked up,” replied the other. “Your friend with 
the beard seems to have taken every precaution. By the way, your friend 
with the beard is a little rattled; I thought he was rather cross at dinner. 

“Natural enough,” growled the other, “if he thinks savages in this 

savage place are out to wreck his home life.” 

“Wouldn’t it be better,” said Father Brown, “if a man tried to make his 
home life nice inside, while he was protecting it from the things outside. 

“Oh, I know you will work up all the casuistical excuses,” said the 
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other, perhaps he was rather s iappy with his wife; but he's got the right 

on his side. Look here, you seem to me to be rather a deep dog. I believe 

you know more about this than you say. What the devil is going on in 

dm infernal place? Why are you sitting up all night to see it through?” 

Well, said Father Brown patiently, “I rather thought my bedroom 
might be wanted.” 

“Wanted by whom?” 

|| * 

a matter of fact, Mrs. Potter wanted another room,” explained 
Father Brown with limpid clearness. "I gave her mine, because I could 
u ( l , K window. Go and see, if you like/* 

IM see to something else first/’ said Rock grinding his teeth. ‘‘You 
can p ay your monkey tricks in this Spanish monkey-house, but I’m still 
n touc wi civilization. He strode into the telephone-booth and rang 
i * paper; pouring out the whole tale of the wicked priest who helped 

? j poet. Then he ran upstairs into the priest’s room, in which the 
! 1 ! lla J lht 1 ^ K)rt candle, showing the windows beyond wide 

He was just in time to see a sort of rude rope-ladder unhooked from the 
wmdow-sdl and rolled up by a laughing gentleman on the lawn below. 
e u g«ing gentleman was a t ill and swarthy gentleman, and was 
compamed by a blonde but equally laughing lady. This time, Mr. Rock 

tnn K n °iJ Ven comk)rt himselt by calling her laughter hysterical. It was 
■ i 0m y genuine; and rang down the rambling garden-paths as she 
and her troubadour disappeared into the dark thickets. 

I;i ,>, OC turne d 0n Ins companion a lace of final and awful justice; 

like the Day of Judgment. J 

vo ,S ^America is going to hear of this,” he said. “In plain words, 
youhelped her to bolt with that curly-haired lover.” 

lairecUover 1 ” ® rown > 1 helped her to bolt with that curly- 

koasTof 1 ° fjeSUS Christ ’” Crkcl Rock * “ and y ou 

1 



en mixed up with several crimes,” said the priest gently, 
idvlf •it' -once this is a story without a crime. This is a simple fireside 

“A A Wlth a glow of domesticity” 
a marri j* 1 S ^ rope-ladder instead of a rope,” said Rock. “Isn’t she 

<1 marned woman? r 

..^ h ‘ y cs . sa id Father Brown. 

“cl^ •’ ou 8^rn t she to be with her husband?” demanded Rock, 

XC u her husband,” said Father Brown. 

man is stilU^ sta . rtl ^d into anger. “You lie,” he said. “The poor little 
„Y stm snoring m bed. 

plaintivelv em “v kn ° W a kt a ^ out private affain,” said Father Brown 

/• You could almost write a life of the Man with a Beard. 
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The only thing you don’t seem ever to have found out about him is his 

name.” 

Nonsense,” said Rock. “His name is in the hotel book.” 

I know it is,” answered the priest, nodding gravely, “in very large 
letters; the name of Rudel Romanes. Hypatia Potter, who met him here, 
put her name boldly under his, when she meant to elope with him; and 
her husband put his name under that, when he pursued them to this place. 
He put it very close under hers, by way of protest. Then Romanes 
has pots of money, as a popular misanthrope despising men) bribed the 
brutes in this hotel to bar and bolt it and keep the lawful husband out. 
And I, as you truly say, helped him to get in.” 

When a man is told something that turns things upside-down; that the 
tail wags the dog; that the fish has caught the fisherman; that the earth 
goes round the moon; he takes some little time before he even asks 
seriously if it is true. He is still content with the consciousness that it is the 
opposite of the obvious truth. Rock said at last: “You don’t mean that 
little fellow is the romantic Rudel we’re always reading about; and that 
curly-haired fellow is Mr. Potter of Pittsburgh.” 

“Yes,” said Father Brown. “I knew it the moment I clapped eyes on 
both of them. But I verified it afterwards.” 

Rock ruminated for a time and said at last: “I suppose it’s barely possible 
you’re right. But how did you come to have such a notion, in the face of 
the facts?” 

Father Brown looked rather abashed; subsided into a chair, and stared 
into vacancy, until a faint smile began to dawn on his round and rather 
foolish face. 


“Well,” he said, “you see—the truth is, I’m not romantic.” 

“I don’t know what the devil you are,” said Rock roughly. 

“Now you are romantic,” said Father Brown helpfully. “For instance, 
you see somebody looking poetical, and you assume he is a poet. Doyou 
know what the majority of poets look like? What a wild confusion was 
created by that coincidence of three good-looking aristocrats at the 
beginning of the nineteenth century: Byron and Goethe and Shelley! 
Believe me, in the common way, a man may write: ‘Beauty has laid her 
flaming lips on mine,’ or whatever that chap wrote, without being him¬ 
self particularly beautiful. Besides, do you realize how old a man generally 
is by the time his fame has filled the world? Watts painted Swinburne 
with a halo of hair; but Swinburne was bald before most of his last 
American or Australian admirers had heard of his hyacinthine locks. So 
was D’Annunzio. As a fact, Romanes still has rather a fine head, as you 
will see if you look at it closely; he looks like an intellectual man; and he is. 
Unfortunately, like a good many other intellectual men, he’s a fool. He s 
let himself go to seed with selfishness and fussing about his digestion. So 
that the ambitious American lady, who thought it would be like soanng 
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to Olympus with the Nine Muses to elope with a poet, found that a day 

or so of it was about enough for her. So that when her husband came 

after her, and stormed the place, she was delighted to go back to him.” 

But her husband? queried Rock. “1 am still rather puzzled about her 
husband.” 

Ah, you ve been reading too many of your erotic modern novels,” 
said Father Brown; and partly closed his eyes in answer to the protesting 
glare of the other. I know a lot of stories start with a wildly beautiful 
woman wedded to some elderly swine in the stock market. But why ? 
In that, as in most tilings, modem novels are the very reverse of modem. 

, Gon 1 ' v u ncvcr happens; but it hardly ever happens now except by 
er own fault. Girls nowadays marry whom they like; especially spoilt 
gir like Hypatia. And whom do they marry? A beautiful wealthy girl 
e t at would have a ring of admirers; and whom would she choose? 

, 11 " !,A > jU i hundred to one that she’d marry very young and choose 
tne handsomest man she met at a dance or a tennis-party. Well, ordinary 
business men are sometimes handsome. A young god appeared (called 
otter) and she wouldn’t care if he was a broker ora burglar. But, given 
| C env , lr °nment, you will admit it’s more likely he would be a broker; 
? *li S ^ u * te l^ely that he’d be called Potter. You see, you are so 
cura y romantic that your whole case was founded on the idea that a 
roan ooking like a young god, couldn’t be called Potter. Believe me, 
vp» n0t 50 appropriately distributed.” 

happened a ^ ter a short pause, “and what do you suppose 

®f own g ot U P rather abruptly from the seat in which he had 
i?P SC j * ne can <dle-light threw the shadow of his short figure across the 

had been ^lt ltt ^d 311 0C ^ iropression that the balance of the room 

worths ^ { nUt ! e , red * ,“ that ’ s the devil of i^ That’s the real devil. Much 
malon an ^ e ^ Indian demons in this jungle. You thought I was only 

aiirpr 4c* Ut a 1 case ^ or l° os e ways of these Latin Americans—well, the 
his soe f 11 ? a — anc ^ he blinked owlishly at the other through 

right C C CS t lC c l ueerest thing about you is that in a way you’re 

(Jj e ^° U Sa y down with romance. I say I’d take my chance in fighting 

outsid en T e r r0mailCeS — ad dle more because they are precious few, 
Frien/Ir C . i ^ ei T da Y s youth. I say—take away the Intellectual 
of Self f ?ri ta ^ C aWa ^ dle Platonic Unions; take away the Higher Laws 
Takp U * ,n ? en J a - nd the rest, and I’ll risk the normal dangers of the job. 

Publieir^ j 6 , 0Ve dut i sn ’t love, but only pride and vainglory and 
love th \ ar \ ma ki n g a splash; and we’ll take our chance of fighting the 
ajyj ) C( ^ e 1S w l len it has to be fought, as well as the love that is lust 
er y- Priests know young people will have passions, as doctors 
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know they will have measles. But Hypatia Potter is forty if she is a day, 
and she cares no more for that little poet than if he were her publisher or 
her publicity man. That’s just die point—he was her publicity man. It’s 
your newspapers that have ruined her; it’s living in the limelight; it’s 
wanting to see herself in the headlines, even in a scandal if it were only 
sufficiently psychic and superior. It’s wanting to be George Sand, her 
name immortally linked with Alfred de Musset. When her real romance 
of youth was over, it was the sin of middle age that got hold of her; the 
sin of intellectual ambition. She hasn’t got any intellect to speak of; but 
you don’t need any intellect to be an intellectual.” 

“I should say she was pretty brainy in one sense,” observed Rock 

reflectively. 

“Yes; in one sense,” said Father Brown. “In only one sense. In a 
business sense. Not in any sense that has anything to do with these poor 
lounging Dagos down here. You curse the Film Stars and tell me you 
hate romance. Do you suppose the Film Star, who is married for the 
fifth time, is misled by any romance? Such people are very practical; 
more practical than you are. You say you admire the simple solid Business 
Man. Do you suppose that Rudel Romanes isn’t a Business Man? Can t 
you see he knew, quite as well as she did, the advertising advantages of 
this last grand affair with a famous beauty. He also knew very well that 
his hold on it was pretty insecure; hence his fussing about and bribing 
servants to lock doors. But what I mean to say, first and last, is that there d 
be a lot less scandal if people didn’t idealize sin and pose as sinners. These 
poor Mexicans may seem sometimes to live like beasts, or rather sin like 
men; but they don’t go in for Ideals. You must at least give them ere t 

for that.” , 

He sat down again, as abruptly as he had risen, and laughed apo o- 
getically. “Well, Mr. Rock,” he said, “that is my complete confession; 
the whole horrible story of how I helped a romantic elopement. You can 

do what you like with it.” , 

“In that case,” said Rock, rising, “I will go to my room and make a 

few alterations in my report. But, first of all, I must ring up my paper 
and tell them I’ve been telling them a pack of lies.” 

Not much more than half an hour had passed, between the time when 


Rock had telephoned to say the pnest was helping tne poet ro.iuu 
with the lady, and the time when he telephoned to say that the 
prevented the poet from doing precisely the same thing. But in that s o 
interval of time was bom and enlarged and scattered upon win , , 
Scandal of Father Brown. The truth is still half an hour behind » 
slander; and nobody can be certain when or where it will catch up ^ 
The garrulity of pressmen and the eagerness of enemies had sprea^ . 
first story through the city, even before it appeared in the fits* P nn 
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version. It was instantly corrected and contradicted by Rock himself, it; 
a second message stating how the story had really ended; but it was by no 
mcans certain that the first story was killed. A positively incredible num¬ 
ber of people seemed to have read the first issue of the paper and not the 
second. Again and again, in every corner of the world, like a flame 
bursting from blackened ashes, there would appear the oh! tale of the 
Brown Scandal, or Priest Ruins j ’otter Home. Tireless apologists of the 
P ru 7 c '' P art y watched for it, and patiently tagged after it with contra- 
*«jons and exposures and letters of protest. Sometimes the letters were 
published in the papers; and sometimes they were not. But still nobody 
knew how many people had heard the story without hearing the contra- 
iction. It was possible to find whole blocks ot blameless and innocent 
people who thought the Mexican Scandal was an ordinary recorded 
historical incident like the Gunpowder Plot. Then somebody would 
enlighten these simple people, only to discover that the old story had 
started afresh among a few quite educated people, who would seem the 
ast people on earth to be duped by it. And so the two Father Browns 
chase each other round the world for ever; the first a shameless criminal 
H«mg from justice; the second a martyr broken by slander, in a halo of 
rehabilitation. But neither of them is very like the real Father Brown, 

10 ", u ' r ' Jr ' ' n at ad; but goes stumping with his stout umbrella 
t rough life, liking most of the people in it; accepting the world as his 
companion, but never as his judge. 
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stran S e . story of the incongruous strangers is still remembered along 
mat stnp of the Sussex coast, where the large and quiet hotel called the 
ypole and Garland looks across its own gardens to the sea. Two 
quaint y assorted figures did, indeed, enter that quiet hotel on that sunny 
aitcrnoon; one being conspicuous in the sunlight, and visible over the 
, 1 ° e s 10 / e> by the fact of wearing a lustrous green turban, surroundine 
JT 1 a black beard; the other would have seemed to some 

m, n .r e ., d ^ weird, by reason of his wearing a soft black clerey- 
tt_ _. I 1 a yellow moustache and yellow hair of leonine length, 
feast had often been seen preaching on the sands or conducting Band 
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of Hope services with a little wooden spade; only he had certainly never 
been seen going into the bar of an hotel. The arrival of these quaint 
companions was the climax of the story, but not the beginning of it; and, 
in order to nuke a rather mysterious story as clear as possible, it is better 
to begin at the beginning. 

Half an hour before those two conspicuous figures entered the hotel, 
and were noticed by everybody, two other very inconspicuous figures 
had also entered it, and been noticed by nobody. One was a large man, 
and handsome in a heavy style, but he had a knack of taking up very little 
room, like a background; only an almost morbidly suspicious examina¬ 
tion of his boots would have told anybody that he was an Inspector of 
Police in plain clothes; in very plain clothes. The other was a drab and 
insignificant little man, also in plain clothes, only that they happened to 
be clerical clothes; but nobody had ever seen him preaching on the sands. 

These travellers also found themselves in a sort of large smoking-room 
with a bar, for a reason which determined all the events of that tragic 
afternoon. The truth is that the respectable hotel called the Maypole and 
Garland was being “done-up.” Those who had liked it in the past were 
moved to say that it was being done down; or possibly done in. This was 
the opinion of the local grumbler, Mr. Raggley, the eccentric old gende- 
man who drank cherry brandy in a comer and cursed. Anyhow, it was 
being carefully stripped of all the stray indications that it had once been 
an English inn; and being busily turned, yard by yard and room by 
room, into something resembling the sham palace of a Levantine usurer 
in an American film. It was, in short, being “decorated ; but the only 
part where the decoration was complete, and where customers could yet 
be made comfortable, was this large room leading out of the hall. It had 
once been honourably known as a Bar Parlour and was now mysterious y 
known as a Saloon Lounge, and was newly “decorated,” in the manner 
of an Asiatic Divan. For Oriental ornament pervaded the new scheme, 
and where there had once been a gun hung on hooks, and sporting prints 
and a stuffed fish in a glass case, there were now festoons of Eastern drapery 
and trophies of scimitars, tulwars and yataghans, as if in unconscious pre¬ 
paration for the coming of the gentleman with the turban. The P rac f* c 



point was, however, that the few guests who did arrive had to be 
herded into this lounge, now swept and garnished, because all the more 
regular and refined parts of the hotel were still in a state of transition. 
Perhaps that was also the reason why even those few guests were some 
what neglected, the manager and others being occupied with explanatio ^ 
or exhortations elsewhere. Anyhow, the first two travellers w 10 arnv 

had to kick their heels for some time unattended. i 

The bar was at the moment entirely empty', and the Inspector rang ^ 
rapped impatiently on the counter; but the little clergyman had rea y 
dropped into a lounge seat and seemed in no hurry for anything. 
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his fnend the policeman, turning his head, saw that the round face of the 
little cleric had gone quite blank, as it had a way of doing sometimes; he 

decorated 0 all Stanng t ^ lrou ^ 1 his moonlike spectacles at the newly 

I may as well offer you a penny for your thoughts,” said Inspector 
Greenwood, turning from the counter with a sigh, ‘‘as nobody seems to 
want my pennies tor anything else. This seems to be the only room in the 
house that isn t full of ladders and wlutewash; and this is so empty that 
there isn t even a potboy to give me a pot of beer.” 

Oh . my thoughts are not worth a penny, let alone a pot of beer ” 
answered the cleric, wiping his spectacles, “I don’t know why . . but I 
was thinkmg how easy it would be to commit a murder here.’” 

Us ail very weU for you, Father Brown,” said the Inspector good- 
ioure y. You ve had a lot more murders than your fair share; and 
vc poor policemen sit starving all our lives, even for a little one. But why 

ft _ 3“ y0 J ”1 ,• • • 0h [ see > you’re looking at all those Turkish daggers 
on the wall. There are plenty of things to commit a murder with, if that’s 

• y °£ mean - But n °t more than there are in any ordinary- kitchen¬ 
carving-knives or pokers or what not. That isn’t where the snag of a 

murder, comes in. ' 5 

J: ther Brown seemed to recall his rambling thoughts in some bewilder¬ 
ment, and said that he supposed so. 

nowtfllv eas y» Inspector Greenwood. “There can’t 

. y e an yt ung more easy than murder. I could murder vou at this 

AiZV m0te CaS - y - than 1 can g et a drink in this damned bar/ The only 
derrr ip ^.^^^tting a murder without committing oneself as a mur- 

ofmrnvl/, 1S L yneS i S a ^ OUt ownin 8 U P t0 a murder; it’s this silly modesty 
will stirW n ; b ° Ut the,r , own masterpieces, that makes the trouble. They 

found our ° 5 n/l! Xt * ra0I i^ lnary ^‘ Xe< * ^ ea hiding people without being 
Otherwise &v 1 ^ ] w ,f* a [ restrauis them, even in a room full of daggers, 
the wav #»Y CU l Cr $ S H° P Would he piled with corpses. And that, by 
Whicl/k l ainS c C C ° nC ^ 1IH murdcr that really can’t be prevented, 
preventing course > wc P 00r bobbies are always blamed for not 

oreven v W - 3 madman murders a Kin S or a President, it can’t be 
Presidpnr ; ° U C f? 1 ma ^ e a ^' n 8 hve in a coal-cellar, or carry about a 
beine a mnri ^ ^? X ' . An yhody can murder him who does not mind 
bevond tU- Cre /j ^ at s w h ere the madman is like the martyr—sort of 

Before ll! WOrd ' A , r f al fanatic can a,vva y s kil1 anybody he likes.” 
room like * C r U ^ rC ^ y ’ a j°y° us hand of bagmen rolled into the 
beaminLl Sh °. ° f P or P° lscs i and the magnificent bellow of a big 
and obfemd n> W ' 411 e ^ ua,1 y and beaming tie-pin, brought the eager 

a . d ° 6 10 ,hc wi* a 

‘TiJ p 1 e P° JCe in P laln clothes had failed to inspire 

SUre 1 m VCf y socry, Mr. jukes,” said the manager, who wore a 
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rather agitated smile and a wave or curl of very varnished hair across his 

forehead. We re rather understaffed at present; and I had to attend to 
something in the hotel, Mr. Jukes.” 

Mr. Jukes was magnanimous, but in a noisy way; and ordered drinks all 
round, conceding one even to the almost cringing manager. Mr. Jukes 
was a traveller for a very famous and fashionable wine and spirits firm; 
and may have conceived himself as lawfully the leader in such a place. 
Anyhow, he began a boisterous monologue, rather tending to tell the 
manager how to manage his hotel; and the others seemed to accept him 
as an authority. The policeman and the priest had retired to a low bench 
and small table in the background, from which they watched events, up 
to that rather remarkable moment when the policeman had very 
decisively to intervene. 

For the next thing that happened, as already narrated, was the astonish¬ 
ing apparition of a brown Asiatic in a green turban, accompanied by the 
(if possible) more astonishing apparition of a Nonconformist minister; 
omens such as appear before a doom. In this case there was no doubt 
about evidence for the portent. A taciturn but observant boy cleaning the 
steps for the last hour (being a leisurely worker), the dark, fat, bulky bar- 
attendant, even the diplomatic but distracted manager, all bore witness 
to the miracle. 

The apparitions, as the sceptics say, were due to perfectly natural causes. 
The man with the mane of yellow hair and the semi-clerical clothes 
was not only familiar as a preacher on the sands, but as a propagandist 
throughout the modem world. He was no less a person than the Rev. 
David Pryce-Jones, whose far-resounding slogan was Prohibition ana 
Purification for Our Land and the Britains Overseas. He was an excellent 
public speaker and organizer; and an idea had occurred to him that ought 
to have occurred to Prohibitionists long ago. It was the simple idea that, 
if Prohibition is right, some honour is due to the Prophet who was perhaps 
the first Prohibitionist. He had corresponded with the leaders ot 
Mahommedan religious thought, and had finally induced a distinguishe 
Moslem (one of whose names was Akbar and the rest an untranslata ^e 
ululation of Allah with attributes) to come and lecture in England on c 
ancient Moslem veto on wine. Neither of them certainly had been in a 
public-house bar before; but they had come there by the process alre y 
described; driven from the genteel tea-rooms, shepherded into the new y 
decorated saloon. Probably all would have been well, if the g re ^ 
Prohibitionist, in his innocence, had not advanced to the counter an 

asked for a glass of milk. . 

The commercial travellers, though a kindly race, emitted invo 
noises of pain; a murmur of suppressed jests was heard, as un , 
bowl/* or “Better bring out the cow.” But the magnificent Mr* J c * 
feeling it due to his wealth and tie-pin to produce more refined humou , 
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fanned himself as one about to faint, and said pathetically: “They know 
they can knock me down with a feather. They know a breath will blow 
me away. They know my doctor says' ’m not to have these shocks. And 
they come and drink cold milk in cold blood, before my very eyes.” 

The Rev. David Pryce-Jones, accustomed to deal with hecklers at 
public meetings, was so unwise as to venture on remonstrance and re¬ 
crimination, in this very different and much more popular atmosphere. 
Ihe Oriental total abstainer abstained from speech as well as spirits- and 
certainly earned m dignity by doing so. In fact, so far as he was con¬ 
cerned, the Moslem culture certainly scored a silent victory; he was 
0 vious y so much more of a gentlei. an than the commercial gentlemen, 
at a faint irritation began to arise against his aristocratic aloofness; and 

en Mr. Pryce-Jones began to refer in argument to something of the 
Kina, the tension became very acute indeed. 

I 011 ; Pn f nds ’ ^id Mr Pryce-Jones, with expansive platform 
gotures why does our fnend here set an example to us Christians in 
truly Christian self-control and brotherhood? Why does he stand here as 

I ° . e 0 Christianity, of real refinement, of genuine gentlemanly 
laviour amid all die quarrels and riots of such places as these? Because 

1 V 5 r e oc trinal differences between us, at least in liis soil the evil 
plant, the accursed hop or vine, has never_” 

At t 's crucial moment of the controversy it was that John Ragglev 
1 J S i 01 ?^ P etrc °^ a hundred storms of controversy, red-faced, white- 
iju C ’ 1 , S aiUiC i ua ted top-hat on the back of liis head, his stick swinging 
T h * ^?^ ed the house like an invading army, 
ohn Raggky was generally regarded as a crank. He was the sort of 

in t-U ° Wntcs ^ etters to the newspaper, wliich generally do not appear 

for misniTnJ .T^’ u Ut wIllch do a PP ear a f tcnA ' ar ds as pamphlets, printed 
Daoer , C u 1 j Wn ex P cnse ! ai] d circulated to a hundred waste- 

Radical Ct> V, n ad c l uarrc htd alike witli the Tory squires and the 
ihina 4,,* . unt ^ 9 0u . ncds ’ hated Jews; and he distrusted nearly every- 
factsVh? J sold m shops or even in hotels. But there was a backing of 

detail- h i he knew the county in every comer and curious 

, 4, u he was a s harp observer. Even the manager, a Mr. Wills, had 

SJ37 4 PeCt ° f Mr Raggle y’ llavin g a nose for the sort of lunacy 
for th * • 1 C n °t indeed the prostrate reverence wliich he had 

but 3 X feast 1 ^ gluf ! cence of Mr. Jukes, who was really good for trade, 
nart-K, 1 a c l> P osl tion to avoid quarrelling with the old grumbler 
Pady perhaps out of fear of the old grumbler’s tongue. 

across die^ounter ^ ^° Ur USU ^’ S ‘ r ’" sa ' d Mr - w 'lh. leaning and leering 

slaDoinJ^rt^^- deCCnt stl ! ff y° u ’ ve stiU g ot «” snor ted Mr. Raggley, 
the P onlv Ena? h, q . Uee f and antiquated hat. “Damn it, I sometimesAhi 
7 g sh thing left in England is cherry brandy. Cherry brandy 
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does taste of cherries. Can you find me any beer that tastes of hops, or 
any cider that tastes of apples, or any wine that has the remotest indication 
of being made out of grapes? There’s an infernal swindle going on now 
in every inn in the country, that would have raised a revolution in any 
other country. I’ve found out a thing or two about it, I can tell you. You 
wait till I can get it printed, and people will sit up. If I could stop our 

people being poisoned with all this bad drink-” 

Here again the Rev. David Pryce-Jones showed a certain failure in 
tact; though it was a virtue he almost worshipped. He was so unwise as to 
attempt to establish an alliance with Mr. Raggley, by a fine confusion 
between the idea of bad drink and the idea that drink is bad. Once more 


he endeavoured to drag his stiffand stately Eastern friend into the argument, 
as a refined foreigner superior to our rough English ways. He was even so 
foolish as to talk of a broad theological outlook; and ultimately to mention 
the name of Mahomet, which was echoed in a sort of explosion. 

“God damn your soul!” roared Mr. Raggley, with a less broad 
theological outlook. “Do you mean that Englishmen mustn’t drink 
English beer, because wine was forbidden in a damned desert by that 
dirty old humbug Mahomet?” 

In an instant, the Inspector of Police had reached the middle of the 
room with a stride. For, the instant before that, a remarkable change had 
taken place in the demeanour of the Oriental gentleman, who had hitherto 
stood perfectly still, with steady and shining eyes. He now proceeded, as 
his friend had said, to set an example in truly Christian self-control an 
brotherhood by reaching the wall with the bound of a tiger, tearing down 
one of the heavy knives hanging there and sending it smack like a stone 
from a sling, so that it stuck quivering in the wall exactly half an inc 
above Mr. Raggley’s ear. It would undoubtedly have stuck quivering in 
Mr. Raggley, if Inspector Greenwood had not been just in time t° J er 
the arm and deflect the aim. Father Brown continued in his seat, watching 
the scene with screwed-up eyes and a screw of something almost 1 e 3 
smile at the corners of his mouth, as if he saw something beyond t e 

mere momentary violence of the quarrel. . 

And then the quarrel took a curious turn; which may not be uiu ^ 

stood by everybody, until men like Mr. John Raggley are better un e 
stood than they are. For the red-faced old fanatic was standing up „ 
laughing uproariously as if it were the best joke he had ever car 
his snapping vituperation and bitterness seemed to have gone out o > 
and he regarded the other fanatic, who had just tried to murder nun. 

a sort of boisterous benevolence. . ,„,_ nrv 

“Blast your eyes,” he said, “you’re the first man I ve met in 

“Do you charge this man, Sir?” said the Inspector, looking douh^.. 

“Charge him, of course not,” said Raggley. “I’d stand him a ri 
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,^ erc allowed any drinks. I hadn’t any business to insult his religion- 
and I wish to God all you skunks had the guts to kill a man, I won’t say for 
insulting your religion, because you haven’t got any, but for insulting 

anything—even your beer.” S 

„ Now calle(1 os all skunks,” said Father Brown to Greenwood, 

peace and harmony seem to be restored. I wish that teetotal lecturer 

could get himself impaled on his friend’s knife; it was he who made all 
the mischief. 


As he spoke the odd groups in the room were already beginning to 

break up; it had been found possible to clear the commercial room for the 

loinmeraal travellers, and they adjourned to it, the potboy carrying a 

new round of drinks after them on a tray. Father Brown stood for a 

moment gazing at the glasses left on the counter; recognizing at once the 

-omene guss of milk, and another which smelt of whisky; and then 

turned just in time to see the parting between those two quaint figures 

anatics of the East and West. Raggley was still ferociously genial; there 

was still something a little darkling and sinister about the Moslem, which 

was perhaps natural; but he bowed himself out with grave gestures of 

•g ie reconciliation; and there was every indication that the trouble 
was really over. 

Some importance, howevei, continued attached, in the mind of Father 
rown at least, to the memory and interpretation of those last courteous 

UUs ,Uv ‘ ccn tllc combatants. Because, curiously enough, when Father 
xirown came down very early next morning, to perform his religious 

es 111 the neighbourhood, he found the long saloon bar, with its 
S ' at ,' C ^ ecorat 'on, hlled with a dead white light of daybreak in 
, i'r l C Xf ry ^. ctai | was distinct; and one of the details was the dead body 
lJ° , f 8 e Y , cnt 311(1 crushed into a comer of the room, with the 

vy-Julted crooked dagger rammed through his heart. 


t i, a ^ ler Hcown went very softly upstairs again and summoned his friend 

P e , c or ’ 311(1 two stood beside the corpse, in a house in which 
no one else was as yet stirring. 

afn*r e .jnustn t eltller assume or avoid the obvious,” said Greenwood 
rer a silence, but it is well to remember, I think, what I was saying to 

sairl' y eSter a y 3 ^temoon. It s rather odd, by the way, that I should have 

said it—yesterday afternoon.” 

“I i Sa ^^ tlle P rlest » nodding with an owhsh stare. 

stem - Said ’ ? , rved Greenwood, “that the one sort of murder we can’t 

Broker by somebody like a rehgious fanatic. That brown fellow 

defend ^ at ^ be’s hanged, he’ll go straight to Paradise for 

deiendmg the honour of the Prophet.” 

reason C M 1S ^ at ’ coursc »’’ sa id Father Brown. “It would be very 

Ci so to speak, of our Moslem friend to have stabbed him. And 
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you may say we don t know of anybody else yet, who could at all reason¬ 
ably have stabbed him. But... but I was thinking... And his round 
face suddenly went blank again and all speech died on his lips. 

“What’s the matter now?” asked the other. 

ell, I know it sounds funny, ’ said Father Brown in a forlorn voice. 

But I was thinking ... I was thinking, in a way, it doesn’t much matter 
who stabbed him.” 

Is this the New Morality?” asked his friend. “Or the old Casuistry, 
perhaps. Are the Jesuits really going in for murder?” 

“I didn’t say it didn’t matter who murdered him,” said Father Brown. 

Of course the man who stabbed him might possibly be the man who 
murdered him. But it might be quite a different man. Anyhow, it was 
done at quite a different time. I suppose you’ll want to work on the hilt 
for finger-prints; but don’t take too much notice of them. I can imagine 
other reasons for other people sticking this knife in the poor old boy. Not 
very edifying reasons, of course, but quite distinct from the murder. 
You’ll have to put some more knives into him, before you find out about 
that.” 

“You mean-” began the other, watching him keenly. 

“I mean the autopsy,” said the priest, “to find the real cause of death. 

“You’re quite right, I believe,” said the Inspector, “about the stabbing, 
anyhow. We must wait for the doctor; but I’m pretty sure he’ll say you re 
right. There isn’t blood enough. This knife was stuck in the corpse 
when it had been cold for hours. But why?” 

“Possibly to put the blame on the Mahommedan,” answered Father 
Brown. “Pretty mean, I admit, but not necessarily murder. I fancy there 
are people in this place trying to keep secrets, who are not necessarily the 

murderers.” 

“I haven’t speculated on that line yet,” said Greenwood. “What makes 
you think so?” 

“What I said yesterday, when we first came into this horrible room, 
said it would be easy to commit a murder here. But I wasn t thinking 
about all those stupid weapons, though you thought I was. About 
something quite different.” 

For the next few hours the Inspector and his friend conducted a close 
and thorough investigation into the goings and comings of everybody for 
the last twenty-four hours, the way the drinks had been distributed, c 
glasses that were washed or unwashed, and every detail about every 
individual involved, or apparently not involved. One might have sup¬ 
posed they thought that thirty people had been poisoned, as we 

as one. , 1 

It seemed certain that nobody had entered the building except t»y 
big entrance that adjoined the bar; all the others were blocked in one way 
or another by the repairs. A boy had been cleaning the steps outside 
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entrance; but he had nothing very clear to report. Until the amazing 
entry of the Turk in the Turban, with his teetotal lecturer, there did not 
seem to have been much custom of any kind, except for the commercial 
travellers who came in to take what they called “quick ones”; and they 

j *r * uve moved together, like Wordsworth’s Cloud; there was a 
sjjht difference of opinion between the boy outside and the men inside 
bout whether one of them had not been abnormally quick in obtaining 

u ° ne > “d come out on the doorstep by himself; but the manager 
and the barman had no memory of any such independent individual. The 
manager and the barman knew all the travellers quite well, and there was 
no doubt about their movements as a whole. They had stood at the bar 
c ^ mg ana drinking; they had been involved, through their lordly 
leader, Mr. jukes, in a not very serious altercation with Mr. Pryce-Jones; 

m aff ^ witnessed the sudden and very serious altercation between 

Mr. Akbar and Mr. Raggley. Then they were told they could adjourn to 

e ommercial Ro< >m, and did so, their drinks being borne after them 
like a trophy. 

There s precious little to go on, said Inspector Greenwood. “Of 
course a lot of officious servants must do their duty as usual, and wash out 
. \ C §~ ses; including old Raggley’s glass. If it weren’t for everybody 
C «j S p ae M C Y: We detectives might be quite efficient.” 

•i sa *d Father Brown, ana his mouth took on again the twisted 

sm e. . I sometimes think criminals invented hygiene. Or perhaps 
ygiernc reformers invented crime; they look like it, some of them. 

r' V f-^U ° about foul dens and filthy slums in which crime can run 

> ut it s just the other way. They are called foul, not because crimes 
e committed, but because crimes are discovered. It’s in the neat, spotless, 

<• can aiu tu y places that crime can run riot; no mud to make footprints; 

regs to contain poison; kind servants washing out all traces of the 
want ^ | e mur derer killing and cremating six wives and all for 

WarmS, I?? ^ . Pefha P S 1 express myself with too much 

tTT u , 00 ^ ^ ere * h happens, I do remember one glass, which 
ess ^ een cleaned since, but I should like to know more about it.” 
<< M °y° u mcan R^ggley’s glass?” asked Greenwood. 

o ^ ean Nobody s glass,” replied the priest. “It stood near that 

ndiH ^ i an ^ 11 a11 ^ nC k or two wllisk y- Well, you and I 

Hi n ° ^ ka ppen to remember that the manager, when treated by 

m A 0V1 J ukes » had a drop of gin.’ I hope you don’t suggest that our 
- s em was a whisky-drinker disguised in a green turban; or that the 

wii-k* aV • ^ r y ce *"J ones managed to drink whisky and milk together, 
wicnout noticing it. M 

u Tk ° St commercial travellers took whisky,” said the Inspector 

They generally do.” 

es ; and they generally see they get it too,” answered Father Brown. 
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“In this case, they had it all carefully carted after them to their own room. 
But this glass was left behind.” 

“An accident, I suppose,” said Greenwood, doubtfully. “The man 
could easily get another in the Commercial Room afterwards.” 

Father Brown shook his head. “You’ve got to see people as they are. 
Now these sort of men—well, some call them vulgar and some common; 
but that s all likes and dislikes. I’d be content to say that they are mostly 
simple men. Lots of them very good men, very glad to go back to the 
missus and the kids; some of them might be blackguards; might have had 
several missuses; or even murdered several missuses. But most of them are 
simple men; and, mark you, just the least tiny little bit drunk. Not much; 
there’s many a duke or don at Oxford drunker; but when that sort of 
man is at that stage of conviviality, he simply can’t help noticing things, 
and noticing them very loud. Don’t you observe that the least little 
incident jerks them into speech; if the beer froths over, they froth over 
with it, and have to say, ‘Whoa, Emma,’ or, ‘Doing me proud, aren t 
you?’ Now I should say it’s flatly impossible for five of these festive 
beings to sit round a table in the Commercial Room, and have only four 
glasses set before them, the fifth man being left out, without making a 
shout about it. Probably they would all make a shout about it. Certainly 
he would make a shout about it. He wouldn’t wait, like an Englishman 
of another class, till he could get a drink quietly later. The air would 
resound with things like, ‘And what about little me?’ or, ‘Here, George, 
have I joined the Band of Hope?’ or, ‘Do you see any green in my turban, 
George?’ But the barman heard no such complaints. I take it as certain 
that the glass of whisky left behind had been nearly emptied by somebody 
else; somebody we haven’t thought about yet. 

“But can you think of any such person?” asked the other. 

“It’s because the manager and the barman won’t hear of any such 
person, that you dismiss the one really independent piece of evidence; 
the evidence of that boy outside cleaning the steps. He says that a man, 
who may well have been a bagman, but who did not, in fact, stick to c 
other bagmen, went in and came out again almost immediately. The 
manager and the barman never saw him; or say they never saw him. 
But he got a glass of whisky from the bar somehow. Let us call him, for 
the sake of argument, The Quick One. Now you know I don t o ten 
interfere with your business, which 1 know you do better than I s o 
do it, or should want to do it. I’ve never had anything to do with setting 
police machinery at work, or running down criminals, or anything e 
that. But, for the first time in my life, I want to do it now. I want you to 
find The Quick One; to follow The Quick One to the ends of the ear , 
to set the whole infernal official machinery at work like a drag-net across 
the nations, and jolly well recapture The Quick One. Because he is t e 
man we want.” 
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Greenwood made a despairing gesture. “Has he face or form or anv 
visible quality except quickness?” he inquired. 

“He was wearing a sort of Inverness cape,” said Father Brown, “and 
e told the boy outside he must reach Edinburgh by next morning. 

1 at s all the boy outside remembers. But I know your organization 
has got on to people with less clue than that.” 

You seem very keen on this,” said the Inspector, a little puzzled 
i he pnest looked puzzled also, as if at his own thoughts; he sat with 

knotted brow and then said abruptly: 

You see, it s so easy to be misunderstood. All men matter. You 
master. I matter. It s the hardest tiling in theology to believe.” 

“•w nspector stare ^ at him without comprehension; but he proceeded. 

Possible Vf 1 tG G °/r God 0nJy knows wh y- But tkat’s the onlv 
psible justification of the existence of poheemen.” The policeman did 

the hu m Jl| lghtene L “ t0 his ° Wn cosm ic justification. “Don’t you see, 

matter Th 7 Way ’ a ^ ter . a ^' ^ ^ men matter, all murders 

to he mvcf • W , IC j e ^ *° mysteriously created, we must not suffer 
to be mysteriously destroyed. But_” 

^ St W ? rc ^ shar P Iy . kke one taking a new step in derision. 

d,ar f Cn ° nce Step r ^ at mystical l eve l equality, I don’t see 
aj w ii° your ^POttant murders are particularly important. You are 

man of ^ CaSe ^ that is important. As a plam, practical 

bem m A W j )r a’ n j USt rca ^ 2e fi^at it is the Prime Minister who has 
the Prir! 11 • S 3 P a i n> practical man of the world, I don’t think that 

I shni,U 1C i US !f r r jj atters at a ^- As a merc matter of human importance, 

Public e exists at all. Do you suppose if he and the other 

to Stan^ WC J C S ^ 0t ) ^ ea< ^ to_morrow « C i ierc Wouldn’t be other people 

Govemm^nflk 11 A $ i 7 t]U eVerY avenue was bein g explored, or that the 
of the mnA ^ t ^, matte , r unc * er gravest consideration? The masters 

much HarrM* WOr M j 0n 1 matter - Even the real masters don’t matter 
a ]j ” ^ anybody you ever read about in a newspaper matters at 

^is voice ^ a sma ^ ra P : one of his rare gestures; and 

i i r\ o a gain, 

doze gg i^ C ^ • , n ? atter - He was one of a great line of some half a 

like disre^Tl A ° Ug ^ t ^ aVC savccl En g lanB - They stand up stark and dark 
lias • i“ sl S n ~P osts . down all that smooth descending road which 

Dr TnD m < ’ j S r: am P merel y commercial collapse. Dean Swift and 

name of k” ^ ° 7 WlPiam Cobbett; they had all without exception the 

and thev oimF SUr y ,° r sava g e . and they were all loved by dieir frieiids, 

heart o/a r ^ eservec | to ^ e - Didn’t you sec how that old man, with die 

give? ij p • ‘?, n ’ St0 ,?'^ “P and Por g avc llis enemy as only fighters can for- 

set an pv T WC ^ ^ . w 7 at t ^ iac temperance lecturer talked about; he 

am p e to us Christians and was a model of Christianity. And 
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when there is foul and secret murder of a man like that—then I do think 
it matters, matters so much that even the modem machinery of police 
will be a tiling that any respectable person may make use of.... Oh, don’t 
mention it. And so, for once in a way, I really do want to make use of 

7 y 

you. 

And so, for some stretch of those strange days and nights, we might 
almost say that the little figure of Father Brown drove before him into 
action all the armies and engines of the police forces of the Crown, as the 
little figure of Napoleon drove the batteries and the battle-lines of the 
vast strategy that covered Europe. Police stations and post offices worked 
all night; traffic was stopped, correspondence was intercepted, inquiries 
were made in a hundred places, in order to track the flying trail of that 
ghostly figure, without face or name, with an Inverness cape and an 
Edinburgh ticket. 


Meanwhile, of course, the other lines of investigation were not neg¬ 
lected. The full report of the post-mortem had not yet come in; but 
everybody seemed certain that it was a case of poisoning. This naturally 
threw the primary suspicion upon the cherry brandy; and this again 

naturally threw die primary suspicion on the hotel. 

“Most probably on the manager of the hotel,” said Greenwood 
gruffly. “He looks a nasty little worm to me. Of course it might be 
something to do with some servant, like the barman; he seems rather a 
sulky specimen, and Raggley might have cursed him a bit, having a 
flaming temper, though he was generally generous enough afterwar 
But, after all, as I say, the primary responsibility, and therefore the 

primary suspicion, rests on the manager. „ ., 

“Oh, I knew the primary suspicion would rest on the manager, sai 

Father Brown. “That was why I didn’t suspect him. You see, I ra er 
fancied somebody else must have known that the primary suspicion wo 
rest on the manager; or the servants of the hotel. That is why I sai 1 
would be easy to kill anybody in die hotel.. .. But you d better go an 

have it out with him, I suppose.” . . , 

The Inspector went; but came back again after a surprisingly s 
interview, and found his clerical friend turning over some papers 
seemed to be a sort of dossier of the stormy career of John Raggley. 

“This is a rum go,” said the Inspector. “I thought I should spend 0 
cross-examining that slippery little toad there, for we haven t eg y 
a thing against him. And instead of that, he went to pieces all at once, 

I really think he’s told me all he knows in sheer funk.’ ’ 

“I know,” said Father Brown. “That’s the way he went to F* 
when he found Raggley’s corpse apparendy poisoned in his hote . 
why he lost his head enough to do such a clumsy thing as decorate 
corpse with a Turkish knife, to put the blame on die nigger, as e wo 
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say. There never is anything the matter with him but funk; he’s the very 
last man mat ever would really stick a knife into a live person. I bet he had 
to nerve himself to stick it into a dead one. But he’s the very first person 
o be frightened of being charged with what he didn’t do; and to make a 

fool of himself, as he did 

il su PPo$e I must see the barman too, observed Greenwood. 

( , sl jPP 0 s e S °’ ^ nswere< ^ the oilier. I don t believe myself it was any 
O die . lOfd people—well, because it was made to look as if it must be the 
o people-But look here, have you seen any of this stuff they’ve got 

Mvon^ r ^^ ad a J°^f interesting life; I wonder whether 
snyone will write his biography.’* 

. . Jr 1 ? of '^ ver ything likely to affect an affair like this,” answered 

“ ,. He was a widower; but he did once have a row with a man 

seems m * Scotc ’ Iancl " a 8 ent thc n in these parts; and Ragglev 

£T <Zt L r “ n o r ty vi0 oh nt , t They “I, he ha ‘ cd ****** p" : 

i a o i ' * * I know what you are smiling grimly 
about. A Scotchman . . . Perhaps an Edinburgh man.” * § 7 

dis!ik/sentrbm ^ Father Brown. “it’s quite likely, though, that he did 

that tribe nfT n, D P j rt ? 0m pnvate rcasons - Ic ’ s an odd tiling, but all 
Whio ‘m -? r y ^dtcals, or whatever you call them, who resisted the 

lid' Dr e movement, all of them did dislike Scotchmen. Cobbett 
Passaaec^ °?u d J d; Swi ^ ^ escr ^ed their accent in one of his deadliest 
Dreiudirec V f D Shakes P eare has bee n accused of the prejudice. But the 
And rViAr ° ® reat men g en erally have something to do with principles. 

r"a T r 1 reiSOn ' 1 flnc y- The S “> cam. from a poor agricultural 

C,kk, u - a . rich . Wustril1 ™ able and active; he 

didn i l- W3 l b"! 1 ? 111 ? industrial civilization from the north; he simply 

“u"h hZ at th Tc h r ad . bcen f0r Civilization in the 

Well wefl i' 1 ' ^ ran lth c r ' land war highly rural but not civilized. .. . 

«t i. _ ii * » ose can onl Y wa ’ f ^ or more news.” 

Johnson ^ ^ atest n ews out of Shakespeare and Dr. 

Scotchmen “ WhaI SUt "P'”e thought of 

him '•m r0Wn CCfdced an eyebrow, as if a new thought had surprised 

evidence <“vA?° W r??? t0 oP It >” be said, “there might be better 

But he woe L ^akespeare. He doesn’t often mention Scotchmen. 

ut he ^ rather fond ofmalang fun of Welshmen >. 

nized an aErmeL^b.S^ 5 1115 friend s ^ f ° r he fanded he recog ' 
way, liyhow .” 6 Siid ' “ N ° bod y thought of 1 

I| | y 

talking a , u_f a j <d r ^ atPler ® rown * with broad-minded calm, “you started by 

suppose weK jL 11 ?’ how a fanadc could do anything. Well, I 

ad ^ honour of entertaining, in this bar-parlour yesterday. 


Nobody thought of turning the suspicions that 
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about the biggest and loudest and most fat-headed fanatic in the modem 
world. If being a pig-headed idiot with one idea is the way to murder, I 
put in a claim for my reverend brother Pryce-Jones, the Prohibitionist, in 
preference to all the fakirs in Asia, and it’s perfectly true, as I told you, that 
his horrible glass of milk was standing side by side on the counter with the 
mysterious glass of whisky.” 

“Which you think was mixed up with the murder,” said Greenwood 
staring. “Look here, I don’t know whether you’re really serious or not. 

Even as he was looking steadily in his friend’s face, finding something 
still inscrutable in its expression, the telephone rang stridently behind the 
bar. Lifting the flap in the counter Inspector Greenwood passed rapidly 
inside, unhooked the receiver, listened for an instant, and then uttered a 
shout; not addressed to his interlocutor, but to the universe in general. 
Then he listened still more attentively and said explosively at intervals, 
“Yes, yes. . . . Come round at once; bring him round if possible. . . • 
Good piece of work. . . . Congratulate you.” 

Then Inspector Greenwood came back into the outer lounge, 
man who has renewed his youth, sat down squarely on his seat, with his 

hands planted on his knees, stared at his friend, and said: 

“Father Brown, I don’t know how you do it. You seem to have known 
he was a murderer before anybody else knew he was a man. He was 
nobody; he was nothing; he was a slight confusion in the evidence, no¬ 
body in the hotel saw him; the boy on the steps could hardly swear to him, 

he was just a fine shade of doubt founded on an extra dirty glass. But 

we’ve got him, and he’s the man we want. . .. 

Father Brown had risen with the sense of the crisis, mechanica y 

clutching the papers destined to be so valuable to the biographer o • 
Raggley; and stood staring at his friend. Perhaps this gesture jerke s 

friend’s mind to fresh confirmations. . , 

“Yes, we’ve got The Quick One. And very quick he was, like 9 ulcJc ' 
silver, in making his get-away; we only just stopped him—off on ansnmg 
trip to Orkney, he said. But he’s the man, all right; he’s the Scotch land- 
agent who made love to Raggley’s wife; he’s the man who drank Scotcn 
whisky in this bar and then took a train for Edinburgh. And nobody 

would have known it but for you. , < ... 

“Well, what I meant,” began Father Brown, in a rather daze > 

and at that instant there was a rattle and rumble of heavy vehicles I ° U , tS1 h 

the hotel; and two or three other and subordinate policemen blocice 

bar with their presence. One of them, invited by his superior to sit o > 

did so in an expansive manner, like one at once happy and iadgue 

he also regarded Father Brown with admiring eyes. A^r 

“Got the murderer, sir, oh yes,” he said; ”1 know he s a murderer 

’cause he bally nearly murdered me. I’ve captured some . . 

now! but never one like this—hit me in the stomac c 
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of a torse and nearly got away from five men. Oh, you’ve got a real 
killer this time, Inspector.” 0 

^Where is he? asked Father Brown, staring. 

Outside in the van, in handcuffs,” replied the policeman, “and, if 
you re wise, you 11 leave him there—For the present/* 

Father Brown sank into a chair in a sort of soft collapse; and the papers 
he had been nervously clutching were shed around him, shooting and 
sliding about the floor like sheets of breaking snow. Not only his face, but 
his whole body,, conveyed the impression of a punctured balloon. 

“r«. ”''t.' , " e re P eatec t ^ if any further oath would be inadequate 

Uh ... 1 ve done it again.” 

^‘‘If you mean you’ve caught the criminal again,” began Greenwood, 
soda-water*^ ^ Wlth a feeble ex P Iosion ’ like chat of expiring 

i i 1 ? Can ’ saad F at h er Brown, that it’s always happening; and really, I 
m " ^y- 1 alwa ys try to say what I mean. But everybody else 

means such a lot by what I say.” 7 y 

exasperated 1 ^ W ° rld ^ nUttCr n0W? ” Crkd Greeriw0od > suddenly 

I ^ say things, said Father Brown in a weak voice, which could 

C t °™ e y the weakness of the words. “1 say things, but everybody 

mirrn ° j f e y mean mor e than they say. Once I saw a broken 
)r an sai Something has happened,’ and they all answered, ‘Yes, 

so on y °j U j 7 sa y- two men wrestled and one ran into the garden,’ and 

wrml^ * a ° n > 1 Utl( ^ ers tand it, ‘Something happened,’ and ‘Two men 

of loJ/’ at/° n 1t0 ! ne at ^ the same > but 1 t!are sa y 1 t ead old books 
murrW if * S ^ cre * ^ ou seem t0 be all certain this man is a 

want utI T nevcrsa idhe was a murderer. I said he was the man we 
him ac n, C IS ’ L . Want him ve ry much. I want him frightfully. I want 
witness!” C ° nC * we h aven t got in the whole of tliis horrible case—a 

follow/ / starc d at him, but in a frowning fashion, like men trying to 
argument ' n ° W tUr ° tbe ar g u ment; and it was he who resumed the 

due :r thc Ur f nuiuuc i enter ed that big empty bar or saloon, 1 knew 
too man dlC P latter with all this business was emptiness; sohtude; 
witnesses^ ^ ,^ nces 1 f° r anybody to be alone. In a word, the absence of 
barman We kne w was that when we came in, the manager and the 
was th 1 \ CT r n0t . m t h e har. But when were they in the bar? What chance 
where? ^l? m . ak * n § an Y sort of time-table of when anybody was any- 
l he bar 1C W10 C tb ‘ n S was blank for want of witnesses. I rather fancy 
how th,’* or somebody was in the bar just before we came; and that’s 

after we C ° tcbman 8 0t his Scotch whisky. He certainly didn’t get it 

came. But we can’t begin to inquire whether anybody in the 
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hotel poisoned poor Raggley’s cherry brandy, till we really know who 
\\ as m the bar anu when. Now I want you to do me another favour, in 
spite of this stupid muddle, which is probably all my fault. I want you to 
collect all the people involved in this room—I think they’re all still avail- 
aole, unless the Asiatic has gone back to Asia—and then take the poor 
Scotchman out of his handcuffs, and bring him in here, and let him tell us 
who did serve him with whisky, and who was in the bar, and who else 
was in the room, and all the rest. He’s the only man whose evidence can 
cover just that period when the crime was done. I don’t see the slightest 
reason for doubting his word.” 

“But look here,’' said Greenwood. “This brings it all back to the hotel 
authorities; and I thought you agreed that the manager isn’t the murderer. 
Is it the barman, or what?” 

“I don t know,” said the priest blankly. “I don’t know for certain even 
about the manager. I don’t know anything about the barman. I fancy 
the manager might be a bit of a conspirator, even if he wasn’t a murderer. 
But I do know there’s one solitary witness on earth who may have seen 
something; and that’s why I set all your police dogs on his trail to the 
ends of the earth.” 

The mysterious Scotchman, when he finally appeared before the com¬ 
pany thus assembled, was certainly a formidable figure; tall, with a hulk¬ 
ing stride and a long sardonic hatchet face, with tufts of red hair; and 
wearing not only an Inverness cape but a Glengarry bonnet. He might 
well be excused for a somewhat acrid attitude; but anybody could see he 
was of the sort to resist arrest, even with violence. It was not surprising 
that he had come to blows with a fighting fellow like Raggley. It was not 
even surprising that the police had been convinced, by the mere details of 
capture, that he was a tough and a typical killer. But he claimed to be a 
perfecdy respectable farmer, in Aberdeenshire, his name being James 
Grant; and somehow not only Father Brown, but Inspector Greenwood, a 
shrewd man with a great deal of experience, was pretty soon convinced 
that the Scot’s ferocity was the fury of innocence rather than guilt. 

“Now what we want from you, Mr. Grant,” said the Inspector gravely, 
dropping widiout further parley into tones of courtesy, “is simply your 
evidence on one very important fact. I am gready grieved at the mis¬ 
understanding by which you have suffered, but I am sure you wish to 
serve the ends of justice. I believe you came into this bar just after it 
opened, at half-past five, and were served with a glass of whisky. We are 
not certain what servant of the hotel, whether the barman or the manager 
or some subordinate, was in the bar at that time. Will you look round the 
room, and tell me whether the bar-attendant who served you is present 

here.” 

“Aye, he’s present,” said Mr. Grant, grimly smiling, having swept die 
group with a shrewd glance. “I’d know him anywhere; and ye 11 ag rcc 
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he’s bigenough to be seen. Do ye have all your inn-servants as grand 
as yon?” 

The Inspector’s eye remained hard and steady, and his voice colourless 
and continuous; the face of Father Brown was a blank; but on many other 
faces there was a cloud; die !>arnian was not pardcularly big and not at 
all grand; and the manager was decidedly small. 

(< “We only want the barman identified,” said the Inspector calmly. 

Oi course we know hun; but we should like you to verify it indepen- 
dendy. You mean ... ?” And he stopped suddenly. 

“Weel, there he is plain enough,” said the Scotchman wearily; and 
made a gesture, and with that gesture the gigantic Jukes, the prince of 
commercial ravellers, rose like a trumpeting elephant; and in a flash 
had direr policemen fastened on him like hounds on a wild beast. 

“Well, all that was simple enough,” said Father Brown to his friend 
afterwards. As I told you, the instant I entered the empty bar-room, 
my first thought was that, if die barman left the bar unguarded like 
| at, there was nothing in the world to stop you or me or anybody else 
lifting the flap and walking in, and putting poison in any of the bottles 
standing waiting for customers. Of course, a practical poisoner would 
probably do it as Jukes did, by substituting a poisoned bottle for the 
ordinary bottle; that could be done in a flash. It was easy enough for him, 
as he travelled in bottles, co carry a flask of cherry brandy prepared and 
of the same pattern. Of course, it requires one condition; but it’s a fairly 
common condition. It would hardly do to start poisoning the beer or 
whisky that scores of people drink; it would cause a massacre. But when 
a mm is well blown as drinking only one special thing, like cherry 
brandy, that isn’t very widely drunk, it’s just like poisoning him in his 
own home. Only it s a jolly sight safer. For practically the whole 
suspicion instantly falls on die hotel, or somebody to do with the hotel; 
and there s no earthly argument to show that it was done by anyone out 
°t a hundred customers that might come into the bar; even if people 
realized that a customer could do it. It was about as absolutely anonymous 
and irresponsible a murder as a man could commit.” 

“And why exactly did the murderer commit it?” asked his friend. 

Father Brown rose and gravely gathered the papers which he had 
previously scattered in a moment of distraction. 

^ a y 1 recall your attention,” he said smiling, “to the materials of 
the forthcoming Life and Letters of the Late John Ragglcy? Or for 

t matter, to his own spoken words? He said in this very bar that he 
was g°mg to expose a scandal about the management of hotels; and 
the scandal was the pretty common one of a corrupt agreement between 
T7 fopnetors and a salesman who took and gave secret commissions, 
so that his business had a monopoly of all the drink sold in the place. It 
wasn t even an open slavery like an ordinary tied house; it was a swindle 
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at the expense of everybody the manager was supposed to serve. It was a 
legal offence. So the ingenious Jukes, taking the first moment when 
the bar was empty, as it often was, stepped inside and made the exchange 
of bottles; unfortunately at that very moment a Scotchman in an Inver¬ 
ness cape came in harshly demanding whisky. Jukes saw his only chance 
was to pretend to be the barman and serve the customer. He was very 
much relieved that the customer was a Quick One.” 

“1 think you’re rather a Quick One yourself,” observed Greenwood; 
“if you say you smelt something at the start, in the mere air of an empty 
room. Did you suspect jukes at all at the start?” 

“Well, he sounded rather rich somehow,” answered Father Brown 
vaguely. “You know when a man has a rich voice. And I did sort of 
ask myself why he should have such a disgustingly rich voice, when all 
those honest fellows were fairly poor. But I think I knew he was a sham 
when I saw that big shining breast-pin.” 

“You mean because it was sham?” asked Greenwood doubtfully. 

“Oh, no; because it was genuine,” said Father Brown. 


Ill 


THE BLAST OF THE BOOK 

Professor Openshaw always lost his temper, with a loud bang, if any¬ 
body called him a Spiritualist; or a believer in Spiritualism. This, how¬ 
ever, did not exhaust liis explosive elements; for he also lost his temper 1 
anybody called him a disbeliever in Spiritualism. It was his pride to have 
given his whole life to investigating Psychic Phenomena; it was also 
pride never to have given a hint of whether he thought they were really 
psychic or merely phenomenal. Fie enjoyed nothing so much as to sit in 
a circle of devout Spiritualists and give devastating descriptions or ow 
he had exposed medium after medium and detected fraud after frau 
for indeed he was a man of much detective talent and insight, when once 
he had fixed his eye on an object, and he always fixed his eye on a medium, 
as a highly suspicious object. There was a story of his having spotted tn 
same Spiritualistic mountebank under three different disguises: dresse 
as a woman, a white-bearded old man, and a Brahmin of a rich choco 
brown. These recitals made the true believers rather restless, as in ee ^ 
they were intended to do; but they could hardly complain, to ? n 
Spiritualist denies the existence of fraudulent mediums; only the Pro- 
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fessor’s flowing narrative might well seem to indicate that all mediums 
were fraudulent. 


But woe to the simple-minded and innocent Materialist (and Material¬ 
ists as a race axe rattier innocent and simple-minded] who, presuming on 
this narrative tendency, should advance the thesis that ghosts were against 
the laws of nature, or that such things were only old superstitions; or 
that it was all tosh, or, alternately, bunk. Him would the Professor, 
suddenly reversing ill his scientific batteries, sweep from the field with a 
cannonade of unquestionable cases and unexplained phenomena, of which 
the wretched rationalist had never heard in his life, giving all the dates 
and details, stating all the attempted and abandoned natural explanations; 
stating everything, indeed, except whether he, John Oliver Gpenshaw,’ 

did or did not believe in Spirits; and that neither Spiritualist nor Material- 
i 1 could ever boast of finding out. 

Professor Openshaw, a lean figure with pale leonine hair and hypnotic 
b ue eyes, stood exchanging a few words with Father Brown, who was a 
friend of his, on t he steps outside the hotel where both had been breakfast¬ 
ing that morning and sleeping the night before. The Professor had come 
back rather late from one of his grand experiments, in general exaspera¬ 
tion, and was still tingling with the fight that he always waged alone and 
against both sides. 


X)] l\\ don>t ™nd you,” he said laughing. “You don’t believe in it 
even if it s true. But all these people are perpetually asking me what I’m 

trying to prove. They don’t seem to understand that I’m a man of 
science. A man of science isn’t trying to prove anything. He’s trying 

to find out what will prove itself” 

din li ii i, 11 t found out yet,” said Father Brown. 

Well, I have some little notions ot my own, that are not quite so 

negative as most people think,” answered the Professor, after an instant 

ot frowning silence; “anyhow, I’ve begun to fancy that if there is some- 

nng to be found, they re looking for it along the wrong line. It’s all too 

theatrical; it s showing off, all their shiny ectoplasm and trumpets and 

voices and the rest; all on the model of old melodramas and mouldy 

historical novels about the Family Ghost. If they’d go to history instead 

ot historical novels, I’m beginning to think they’d really find something. 
But not Apparitions.” & 

After all, said Father Brown, “Apparitions arc only Appearances. I 

suppose you d say the Family Ghost is only keeping up appearances.” 

The Professor s gaze, which had commonly a fine abstracted character 

suddenly fixed and focussed itself as it did on a dubious medium. It had 

rather the air of a man screwing a strong magnifying-glass into his eve. 

Not that he thought the priest was in the least like a dubious medium- 

but he was startled into attention by his friend’s thought foliowine so 
closely on liis own. 6 
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“Appearances!” he muttered, “crikey, but it’s odd you should say 
that just now. The more I learn, the more I fancy they lose by merely 
looking for appearances. Now if they’d look a little into Disappear- 

* J 


ances 


Yes,” said Father Brown, “after all, the real fairy legends weren’t so 
very much about the appearance of famous fairies; calling up Titania or 
exhibiting Oberon by moonlight. But there were no end of legends 
about people disappearing, because they were stolen by the fairies. Are 
you on the track of Kilmeny or Thomas the Rhymer?” 

“I’m on the track of ordinary modern people you’ve read of in the 
newspapers,” answered Openshaw. “You may well stare; but that’s my 
game just now; and I’ve been on it for a long time. Frankly, I think a lot 
of psychic appearances could be explained away. It’s the disappearances 
I can’t explain, unless they’re psychic. These people in the newspapers 
who vanish and are never found—if you knew the details as I do ... and 
now only this morning I got confirmation; an extraordinary letter from 
an old missionary, quite a respectable old boy. He’s coming to see me at 
my office this morning. Perhaps you’d lunch with me or something; 

and I’d tell the results—in confidence.” 

“Thanks; I will—unless,” said Father Brown modestly, the fairies 

have stolen me by then.” 

With that they parted and Openshaw walked round the comer to a 
small office he rented in the neighbourhood; chiefly for the publication 
of a small periodical, of psychical and psychological notes of the driest 
and most agnostic sort. He had only one clerk, who sat at a desk in the 
outer office, totting up figures and facts for the purposes of the ‘printe 
report; and the Professor paused to ask if Mr. Pringle had called. T e 
clerk answered mechanically in the negative and went on mechanically 
adding up figures; and the Professor turned towards the inner room that 
was his study. “Oh, by the way, Berridge,” he added, without turning 
round, “if Mr. Pringle comes, send him straight in to me. You needn t 
interrupt your work; I rather want those notes finished to-night if possible. 
You might leave them on my desk to-morrow, if I am late. 

And he went into his private office, still brooding on the pr° 
which the name of Pringle had raised; or rather, perhaps, had ratified an 
confirmed in his mind. Even the most perfectly balanced of agnostics 
partially human; and it is possible that the missionary’s letterseeme o 
have greater weight as promising to support his private and soil tenta 
hypothesis. He sat down in his large and comfortable chair, opposi 
the engraving of Montaigne; and read once more the short letter ffom 
Rev. Luke Pringle, making the appointment for that morning. ° m 
knew better than Professor Openshaw the marks of die letter of the cr . 
the crowded details; the spidery handwriting; the unnecessary pn(r 
and repetition. There were none of these things in this case, but 
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and businesslike typewritten statement that the writer had encountered 
some curious cases of Disappearance, which seemed to fall within the 
province of the Professor as a student of psychic problems. The Pro¬ 
fessor was favourably impressed; nor had he any unfavourable impression, 
in spite of a slight movement of surprise, when he looked up and saw 
that the Rev. Luke Pringle was already in die room. 

Your clerk told me I was to come straight in,” said Mr. Pringle 
apologetically, but with a broad and rather agreeable grin. The grin was 
part y masked by masses of reddish-grey beard and whiskers; a perfect 
jungle of a beard, such as is sometimes grown by white men living in 
V e J un gles; but the eyes above the snub nose had nothing about them in 
" lc * ' ■! ; . outlandish. Openshaw had instantly turned on them that 

concentrated spotlight or burning-glass of sceptical scrutiny which he 
turned on many men to see if they were mountebanks or maniacs; and, 
in this case, he had a rather unusual sense of reassurance. The wild beard 

1 ve belonged to a crank, but the eyes completely contradicted 
the beard; they were full of that quite frank and friendly laughter which 
is never found in the faces of those who are serious frauds or serious 
unatics. He would have expected a man with those eyes to be a Philistine, 
JO y sceptic, a man who shouted out shallow but hearty contempt for 
g osts an spirits, but anyhow, no professional humbug could afford to 
look a, frivolous as that. The man was buttoned up to the throat in a 
s a y old cape, and only his broad limp hat suggested the cleric; but 
missionaries from wild places do not always bother to dress like clerics. 

You probably think all this is another hoax, Professor,” said Mr. 
^nng e, wit a sort of abstract enjoyment, “and I hope you will forgive 
y aug mg at your very natural air of disapproval. All the same, I’ve 

fll • u- my St °^ t0 somebod y knows, because it’s true. And 
ail joking apart, it s tragic as well as true. Well, to cut it short, I was’ 

ssionary in Nya-Nya, a station in West Africa, in the thick of the 

1 °“' where almor. ** only other white man war the officer in com- 

1' 1 °.J J lstnct ’ Captain Wales; and he and I grew rather thick. Not 

of C missions, he was, if I may say so, thick in many ways; one 

_! square-headed, square-shouldered men of action who hardly 

a ,° tbjrdc ’ alone believe. That’s what makes it all the queerer. 

■ fi a 7 , e came back to his tent in the forest, after a short leave, and 

tal k g0n T e I tllrou ? h a j° U y rum experience, and didn’t know what 
ao about it. He was holding a rusty old book in a leather binding, and 

lo>r£ Ut U L °iT n 0n a tab k beside revolver and an old Arab sword he 
tlJS t 3 curiosic y- He said this book had belonged to a man on 

the KaaU 1 J , USt C °, me off; 1116 maI1 sworc that nobody must open 
or A ° r 00 ^ inSide . It; or e ^ se the y would be carried off bv the devil 

anrl 1 rt aPP k ar j ° r somcdl,n g* Wales said this was all nonsense, of course’ 

ey had a quarrel; and the upshot seems to have been that this man* 
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taunted with cowardice or superstition, actually did look into the book; 
and instantly dropped it; walked to the side of the boat-” 

“One moment,” said the Professor, who had made one or two notes. 
“Before you tell me anything else. Did this man tell Wales where he 
had got the book, or who it originally belonged to?” 

“Yes,” replied Pringle, now entirely grave. “It seems he said he was 
bringing it back to Dr. Hankey, the Oriental traveller now in England, 
to whom it originally belonged, and who had warned him of its strange 
properties. Well, Hankey is an able man and a rather crabbed and sneer¬ 
ing sort of man; which makes it queerer still. But the point of Wales’s 
story is much simpler. It is that the man who had looked into the book 
walked straight over the side of the ship, and was never seen again.” 

“Do you believe it yourself?” asked Openshaw after a pause. 

“Well, I do,” replied Pringle. “I believe it for two reasons. First, that 
Wales was an entirely unimaginative man; and he added one touch that 
only an imaginative man could have added. He said that the man walked 
straight over the side on a still and calm day; but there was no splash. 

The Professor looked at his notes for some seconds in silence; and then 
said: “And your other reason for believing it?” 

“My other reason,” answered the Rev. Luke Pringle, “is what I saw 
myself.” 

There was another silence; until he continued in the same matter-of- 
fact way. Whatever he had, he had nothing of the eagerness with which 
the crank, or even the believer, tried to convince others. 

“I told you that Wales put down the book on the table beside the 
sword. There was only one entrance to the tent; and it happened that 
I was standing in it, looking out into the forest, with my back to my 
companion. He was standing by the table grumbling and growling about 
the whole business; saying it was tomfoolery in the twentieth century to 
be frightened of opening a book; asking why the devil he siiouldn t open 
it himself. Then some instinct stirred in me and I said that he had better 
not do that, it had better be returned to Dr. Hankey. ‘What harm could 
it do?’ he said restlessly. ‘What harm did it do?’ I answered obstinately. 
‘What happened to your friend on the boat?’ He didn’t answer, indeed 
I didn’t know what he could answer; but I pressed my logical advantage 
in mere vanity. ‘If it comes to that, I said, what is your version o w at 
really happened on the boat?’ Still he didn’t answer; and I looked round 

and saw that he wasn’t there. 

“The tent was empty. The book was lying on the table; open, but on 
its face, as if he had turned it downwards. But the sword was lying on 
the ground near the other side of the tent; and the canvas of the tent 
showed a great slash, as if somebody had hacked his way out with t e 
sword. The gash in the tent gaped at me; but showed only the dar 
glimmer of the forest outside. And when I went across and looke 
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through the rent I could not be certain whether die tangle of the tall 
plants and the undergrowth had been bent or broken; at least not farther 
than a few feet. I have never seen or heard of Captain Wales from that 

_ ■} the boo k up in brown paper, taking good care not to look 

it, and I brought it back to England, intending at first to return it to 
UT. Hankey. Then I saw some notes in your paper suggesting a hypo¬ 
thesis about such things; and I decided to stop on the wav and put the 

matter before you; as you have a name for being balanced and having 
an open mind. ® 

Professor Openshaw laid down his pen and looked steadily at the man 
n the other side ot the table; concentrating in that single stare all his long 

cccST °I ^ d ' fferent of humbug, and even some 

t-uitnc and extraordinary types of honest men. In the ordinary way 

nick of i n bC r L W, , th L the J ^Totbesis that the story was a 

•• A j ‘ P n the whole he did mchne to assume that it was a pack of 

ro ,1 A ; et e COuld n0 'P the man mto his story; if it were only that he 

trvina m l Se Vu at SOrt ° f , iar teUmg that sort of he. The man was not 
' f ° ?° 0n ^ St ,? n , tbe sur ^ace, as most quacks and impostors do; 

ofsnrrwl’- 11 Se f mC L ad 0t ^ er wa >” 33 the man was honest, in spite 
fm« ?“ g eke that was nier ely on the surface. He thought of a good 

"2.^ ° nC mn ° Cem delusi0n; . but agam the s y m ptoms were not the 
care € ^ cn a sort virile indifference; as if the man did not 

? ab ,° U . t . hlS delusi ° n ’ ifit was a Elusion. 

“»he,e isSboo^r/SX'?^' * 

during °" dl ' bc '" dc<J ,a “ whicl ’ ha<1 S r °'™ g«ve 

a risk C nV t | ° UCS 'l C ’ ^ r ' Cringle. “I mean in the outer office. Jt was 

but che le « risk of the two.” 

bring iher“" d ' m!inded ^ Pr °‘ iSS ° r ' ‘' Why didn '' y0U 

it iW^ USe ’ ^ 1SW L r e d tbe m ' ss ionary, “I knew that as soon as you saw 

you mieht*rt n L~ ePore y ou had heard the story. I thought it possible 
TheiAfi- 1 tW1C ^ about opening it—after you’d heard the story.” 

clerk lfr I" tT hea d dc<J: “ There was nob °dy out there but your 
calculations ” °°^ ed 3 St ° ,d stead y-going specimen, immersed in business 

niaeFcmt aW laUg r ed unaffected, y- “Oh, Babbage,” he cried, “your 
-but FS CS are n S i fe CnOUgh with him * 1 assure you. His name’s Berridge 
Machine M ^ lim ? abbagc; because be ’ s s o exactly like a Calculating 
be less lit, 1 ° buman bei , n 8- y° u can call him a human being, would 

may X wcll^raXTh 0th " pe ° pk s paf * r Well, we 

g and bring it in now; though I assure you I will consider 
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seriously the course to be taken with it. Indeed, I tell you frankly," and 
he stared at the man again, “that I’m not quite sure whether we ought to 
open it here and now, or send it to this Dr. Hankey.” 

The two had passed together out of the inner into the outer office; and 
even as they did so, Mr. Pringle gave a cry and ran forward towards the 
clerk's desk. For the clerk’s desk was there; but not the clerk. On the 
clerk’s desk lay a faded old leather book, tom out of its brown-paper 
wrappings, and lying closed, but as if it had just been opened. The clerk’s 
desk stood against the wide window that looked out into the street; and 
the window was shattered with a huge ragged hole in the glass; as if a 

human body had been shot through it into the world without. There 
was no other trace of Mr. Berridge. 

Both die two men left in the office stood as still as statues; and then it 
was the Professor who slowly came to life. He looked even more judical 
than he had ever looked in his life, as he slowly turned and held out his 
hand to the missionary. 

“Mr. Pringle,’’ he said, “I beg your pardon. I beg your pardon only 
for thoughts that I have had; and half-thoughts at that. But nobody 
could call himself a scientific man and not face a fact like this.” 

“I suppose,” said Pringle doubtfully, “that we ought to make some 
inquiries. Can you ring up his house and find out if he has gone home? 

“I don’t know chat he’s on the telephone,” answered Openshaw, 
rather absently; “he lives somewhere up Hampstead way, I think. But 
I suppose somebody will inquire here, if his friends or family miss 
him.” 

“Could we furnish a description/* asked the other, “if the police want 


“The police!” said the Professor, starting from his reverie. “A 
tion, . . . Well, he looked awfully like everybody else, f m afraid, except 
for goggles. One of those clean-shaven chaps. But the police , . . look 
here, what are we to do about this mad business?” 

“I know what I ought to do,” said the Rev. Mr. Pringle firmly, I 
am going to take this book straight to the only original Dr. Hankey, and 
ask him what the devil it’s all about. He lives not very far from here, 
and m come straight back and tell you what he says.” 

“Oh, very well,” said the Professor at last, as he sat down rather wearily; 
perhaps relieved for the moment to be rid of the responsibility. But long 
after the brisk and ringing footsteps of the little missionary had died away 
down the street, the Professor sat in the same posture, staring into 
vacancy like a man in a trance. 

He was still in the same seat and almost in the same attitude, when the 
same brisk footsteps were heard on the pavement without and the mis¬ 
sionary entered, this time, as a glance assured him, with empty hands. 

“Dr. Hankey,” said Pringle gravely, “wants to keep the book for an 
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hour and consider the point. Then he asks us botli to call, and he will give 

US his decision. He specially desired, Professor, that you should accom- 
pany me on the second visit. 

Openshaw continued to stare in silence; then he said, suddenly 
“Who the devil is Dr. Hankey?” ) 

You sound rather as if you meant he was the devil,” said Pringle 
smiling, and I fanfcy some people have thought so. He had quite a 
reputation in your own line; but he gained it mostly in India, studying 
local magic and so on, so perhaps he’s not so well known here. He is a 
ye ow skinny little devil with a lame leg, and a doubtful temper but he 
seems to have set up in an ordinary respectable practice in thes’e pars 
and I dont know anything definitely wrong about him—unless it’s 

dTcfazy affair ”° n y PerS ° n wh ° ““ P ° SSibl> ' kn ° W abouC aP 

Professor Qpenshaw rose heavily and went to the telephone; he rang 

hd^an doctor; after that he sat down again, lit a cigar and sank once more 
into his own unfathomable thoughts. 

kicke t dHfrTr WenC r ° Und C ° tHe restaurant appointed for dinner, and 

pots- he had K ° f S f ^ a vestlbule of mirrors and palms in 

p ts he had been informed of Openshaw’s afternoon engagement, and, 

plants C , 0Sed ' 1 [ 1 j ark and stormy round the glass and the green 

prolonged ^l( 1 K Ud P rod , u "d something unexpected and unduly 

would mm , H e ^ n won dered for a moment whether the Professor 

that his own P 31 a ^ bUt T hCU ^Professor eventually did, it was clear 

wild-eved and ^ ^ ene , r f 8 aes * es had been justified. For it was a very 

with Mr Prinafjp 1 W1 d" baire d Professor who eventually drove back 

suburbs are stiller' th f expedition to the North of London, where 
mor so , widi tieatliy wastes and scraps of common, looking 

had annarenrlvT ^ r f t lCr tllunder storm sunset. Nevertheless, they 

K; m “ M R y c S ’ o‘ , , ed t ^ r f • p T }* *4™* 1 1. 

consciouslv n ^ fou , nd , OIll y what a nightmare whisper had already sub- 
accursed vo, prep , arcd to find: a commonplace parlour with the 

UP Siena^ ?{ 3 ^ tr31 ' ° f that ™ a ^ way 

th P ere w § as rL B u W “ 3 3me man who had run ^ for in those few steps 
then two ™V n “jkp cn mark of some sort of surgical boot; 

then nothhS rkS Tf ^ b ° 0t 3 ° ne ( f lf the creature had ho Pped) and 

g. There was uotliing further to be learnt from Dr. J. I. 
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hankey, except that he had made his decision. He had read the oracle 
and received the doom. 

When the two came into the entrance under the palms, Pringle put the 
book down suddenly on a small table, as if it burned his fingers. The 
priest glanced at it curiously; there was only some rude lettering on the 
front with a couplet: 

They that looked into this book 
Them the Flying Terror took; 

and underneath, as he afterwards discovered, similar warnings in Greek, 
Latin and French. The other two had turned away with a natural im¬ 
pulsion towards drinks, after their exhausion and bewilderment; and 
Openshaw had called to the waiter, who brought cocktails on a tray. 

“You will dine with us, I hope,” said the Professor to the missionary; 
but Mr. Pringle amiably shook his head. 

“If you’ll forgive me,” he said, “I’m going off to wrestle with this book 
and this business by myself somewhere. I suppose I couldn’t use your 
office for an hour or so?” 

“I suppose—I’m afraid it’s locked,” said Openshaw in some surprise. 

“You forget there’s a hole in the window.” The Rev. Luke Pringle 
gave the very broadest of all his broad grins and vanished into the dark¬ 
ness without. 

“A rather odd fellow, that, after all,” said the Professor, frowning. 

He was rather surprised to find Father Brown talking to the waiter 
who had brought the cocktails, apparendy about the waiter’s most 
private affairs; for there was some mention of a baby who was now out of 
danger. He commented on the fact with some surprise, wondering how 
the priest came to know the man; but the former only said, “Oh, I dine 
here every two or three months, and I’ve talked to him now and then. 

The Professor, who himself dined there about five times a week, was 
conscious diat he had never thought of talking to the man; but his 
thoughts were interrupted by a strident ringing and a summons to the 
telephone. The voice on the telephone said it was Pringle; it was rather a 
muffled voice, but it might well be muffled in all those bushes of beard 
and whisker. Its message was enough to establish identity. 

“Professor,” said the voice, “I can’t stand it any longer. I’m going to 
look for myself. I’m speaking from your office and the book is in front 
of me. If anything happens to me, this is to say good-bye. No—it s no 
good trying to stop me. You wouldn’t be in time anyhow. I m opening 
the book now. I...” 

Openshaw thought he heard something like a sort of thrilling or 
shivering yet almost soundless crash; then he shouted the name of Pringle 
again and again; but he heard no more. He hung up the receiver, and, 


the blast of the book 


629 


restored to a superb academic calm, rather like the calm of despair went 
back and quietly took his seat at the dinner-table. Then, as coolly as if 

dieTri^ CSCnbin / ^ f r u rC 0) S ° me SmaI1 Silly trick at a s ^ ance . he told 
the pnest every detail of this monstrous mystery 

one hextrin 'T “ thlS im P ossib,e wa y>” he said. “Every 

'' ucemft c'if’’' $ JU$t bCCaUSe He WaS the ^ ietcst creatuVe that he’s the 

Yes, replied Father Brown, “it was a queer tiling for Berridge to do 
Xep'alhheTff-^l ’ C ° mcientl0u ^ He was always so jolly careful 
har% anybody knew he was quite a humorist at home and—’’ 7 ’ 

Di/you tt h^r ' Pr0,e!S0r ' “ WWt “bo u « ? 

wZ h "iv if 'ff BrOWn " onI y “ y°“ ay I know che 

I r#»m tbe tlme ofday Wltb P 00r Berridge. He was rather a card 

collectoTs b did h rb °T ^ ^ like t0 C ° UeCC Value,ess » 

story ,houtie he ^ *7 th °, U 8 ht va,uable - You know the old 

oty about the woman who collected valueless things ” 

“But^venif Ure I , kn L ° W What >’° u ’ re talkm g abou °.” said Openshaw. 
have thoiKrbr? 7 C K rkwas e ccentnc (and I never knew a man 1 should 

wh “ bfp£ned - ^ ^ 

T f hat °then?” asked the priest. 

at to™ ^d spoke distinctly, as if to a child: 

“ y dear Father Brown, Five Men have disappeared.” 

FathlrR Professor Openshaw, no men have disappeared.” 

with enmldi^f gaZed back ;it llls ll0st witb ec l ua ^ steadiness and spoke 

^pttTitr 01655 - Nevertheless > Professor required the words 
repeated, and they were repeated as distinctly. 

t say that no men have disappeared.” 

convince" SyWy^’ cSTo + O + $ 0 P °M t0 

things ifth™ , • • u + 0 + ° = 0. Men believe the oddest 

of the thrrl rC3 Se , nes ’ ^ at 1S wb y Macbeth beheved the diree words 
and the last c WltC T\ s: tb °ugh the first was something he knew himself; 

case the n^lT^ ¥ COuJd onJy brin g about ^eif. But in your 
“w/u , e term ls rhe weakest of all.” 1 

What do you mean?” 

boat ° vaidsb . You did not see the man vanish from the 

the word of m n D C See , the ^ an vanish from tbe tenf - Ab ^at rests on 

admit this- von’J"^ C ’ whl< i h 1 wdI not discuss just now. But you’ll 

had seen it l r W ° U , d , never have taken his word yourself, unless you 
cen 11 confirmed bv vm.r rU’. A; _ _ ‘ / , 
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would never have believed he would be king, if he had not been con¬ 
firmed in believing he would be Cawdor/’ 

That may be true, said the Professor, nodding slowly. “But when 
it was confirmed, I knew it was the truth. You say I saw nothing myself. 
But I did; I saw my own clerk disappear. Berridge did disappear.” 

“Berridge did not disappear,” said Father Brown. “On the contrary.” 

What the devil do you mean by ‘on die contrary’? ” 

i mean, said Father Brown, “that he never disappeared. He ap¬ 
peared.” 


Openshaw stared across at his friend, but the eyes had already altered in 
his head, as they did when they concentrated on a new presentation of a 
problem. The priest went on; 

He appeared in your study, disguised in a bushy red beard and 
buttoned up in a clumsy cape, and announced himself as the Rev. Luke 
Pringle. And you had never noticed your own clerk enough to know 
him again, when he was in so rough-and-ready a disguise.” 

“But surely,” began the Professor. 

“Could you describe him for the police?” asked Father Brown. “Not 
you. You probably knew he was clean-shaven and wore tinted glasses; 
and merely taking off those glasses was a better disguise than putting on 
anything else. You had never seen his eyes any more than his soul; jolly 
laughing eyes. He had planted his absurd book and all the properties; 
then he calmly smashed the window, put on the beard and cape and walked 
into your study; knowing that you had never looked at him in your life. 

“But why should he play me such an insane trick?” demanded Open¬ 
shaw. 


“Why, because you had never looked at him in your life,” said Father 
Brown; and his hand slightly curled and clinched, as if he might have 
struck the table, if he had been given to gesture. “You called him the 
Calculating Machine, because that was all you ever used him for. You 
never found out even what a stranger strolling into your office could find 
out, in five minutes’ chat; that he was a character; that he was full of antics; 
that he had all sorts of views on you and your theories and your reputa¬ 
tion for ‘spotting’ people. Can’t you understand his itching to prove that 
you couldn’t spot your own clerk? He has nonsense notions of all sorts. 
About collecting useless things, for instance. Don’t you know the story 
of the woman who bought the two most useless things; an old doctor s 
brass-plate and a wooden leg? With those your ingenious clerk created 
the character of the remarkable Dr. Hankey; as easily as the visionary 
Captain Wales. Planting them in his own house-” f 

“Do you mean that place we visited beyond Hampstead was Berridge s 
own house?” asked Openshaw. 

“Did you know his house—or even his address?” retorted the priest. 
“Look here, don’t think I’m speaking disrespectfully of you or your 
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work. You are a great servant of truth and you know I could never be 
disrespectful to that. You’ve seen through a lot of liars, when you put 

your mind to it. But don t only look at liars. Do, just occasionally, look 
at honest men—like the waiter.” 

is Berridge now?” asked the Professor, after a long silence 
I haven t the least doubt,” said Father Brown, “that he is back in your 

°, „ , he . cai ? e back int0 y° ur office at the exact moment when 

e ev. Luke Pringle read the awful volume and faded into the void.” 

Inere was another long silence and then Professor Openshaw laughed; 
he said abruptl °* 2 man wb ° ^ £ rcat enougb t0 l°°k sina H- Then 

“I suppose I do deserve it; for not noticing the nearest helpers I have. 
But you must admit the accumulation of incidents was rather formidable. 
Ui y, ou " ev Z fficl just a momentary awe of the awful volume?” 

.1 r» a ii 1 > , ^ atber Brown. “I opened it as soon as 1 saw it lying 
ere. t s ail blank pages, You see, I am not superstitious.” 
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Dlav!^ 0 n- an * n knickerbockers, with an eager sanguine profile, was 

a ^ am , S . t ffi mse lf °n the links that lay paiallcl to the sand and 

knorkin C "iTu ^l. gro 'y m 8 8 re >' wicl1 twilight. He was not carelessly 
, ® . ° ut * but rat h er practising particular strokes with a 

, ° ln 1L roscopic fury; like a neat and tidy whirlwind. He had learned 

V c]dy ' ^ ut ‘ lc 3 disposition to learn them a little more 
tin* ^ ^ they can be learnt. He was rather prone to be a victim of 

Six f femar a ^ e invitations by which a man may learn the V'olin in 

a P ef ffi ct F renc h accent by a Correspondence 
and d C 1VC<a * n t " C breez y atmos phere of such hopeful advertisement 
MirK r" tUre ' Was at P resent the private secretary of Admiral Sir 
the l^t u VCn ’ wb ° ovvnc d the big house behind the park abutting on 
1 ‘ r 36 Was ambitious, and had no intention of continuing inde- 

and h V° ° e f r ' vate secr ctary to anybody. But he was also reasonable; 
secreta t lat tbe beSt wa y ceasing to be a secretary was to be a good 
ever-nr^ < ~nnsequently he was a very good secretary; dealing with the 
cumu ating arrears of the Admiral’s correspondence with the same 


632 THE FATHER BROWN STORIES 

swift centripetal concentration with which he addressed the golf-ball 
He had to struggle with the correspondence alone and at his own dis¬ 
cretion at present; for the Admiral had been with his ship for the last six 

months; and, though now returning, was not expected for hours, or 
possibly days. 

With an athletic stride, the young man, whose name was Harold 
Harker, crested the rise of turf that was the rampart of the links and, 
looking out across the sands to die sea, saw a strange sight. He did not see 
it very clearly; for the dusk was darkening every minute under stormy 
clouds; but it seemed to him, by a sort of momentary illusion, like a 

dream of days long past or a drama played by ghosts, out of another 
age in history. 

The last of the sunset lay in long bars of copper and gold above the 
last dark strip of sea that seemed rather black than blue. But blacker still 
against this gleam in the west, there passed in sharp outline, like figures 
in a shadow pantomime, two men with three-cornered cocked hats 
and swords; as if they had just landed from one of the. wooden ships of 
Nelson. It was not at all the sort of hallucination that would have come 
natural to Mr. Harker, had he been prone to hallucinations. He was of 
the type diat is at once sanguine and scientific; and would be more likely 
to fancy the flying-ships of the future than the fighting-ships of the past. 
He therefore very sensibly came to the conclusion that even a futurist 
can believe his eyes. 

His illusion did not last more than a moment. On the second glance, 
what he saw was unusual but not incredible. The two men who were 
striding in single file across the sands, one some fifteen yards behind the 
other, were ordinary modem naval officers; but naval officers wearing 
that almost extravagant full-dress uniform which naval officers never do 
wear if diey can possibly help it; only on great ceremonial occasions such 
as the visits of Royalty. In die man walking in front, who seemed more 
or less unconscious of the man walking behind, Harker recognized at 
once the high-bridged nose and spike-shaped beard of his own employer 
the Admiral. The other man following in his tracks he did not know. 
But he did know something about the circumstances connected with the 
ceremonial occasion. He knew that when the Admiral’s ship put in at the 
adjacent port, it was to be formally visited by a Great Personage; which 
was enough, in that sense, to explain the officers being in tull dress. But 
he did also know the officers; or at any rate the Admiral. And what 
could have possessed the Admiral to come on shore in that rig-out, when 
one could swear he would seize five minutes to change into mufti or at 
least into undress uniform, was more than his secretary could conceive. 

It seemed somehow to be the very last thing he would do. It was indeed 
to remain for many weeks one of the chief mysteries of this mysterious 
business. As it was, the outline of these fantastic court uniforms against 
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the empty scenery, striped with dark sea and sand, had somethin? 
suggestive of comic opera; and reminded the spectator o (Pinafore. ? 

e second figure was much more singular; somewhat singular in 
.'•} pearance, despite his correct lieutenant’s uniform, and still more 
extraordinary in behaviour. He walked in a strangely irregular and 

not^aE^h- 501116 ^ 16 ^! 1 ^ 17 3nd SOmetimes sIowl y; as if he could 
not make up his mind whether to overtake the Admiral or not The 

the^Mi^ ra ? C k ^ CCrtam L y heard n ° footste P s behind Ihm on 

dance Th d r glVCU " Se t0 , twent y con jcctures from a limp to a 
aXvelT UianS /r T SWafthy aS Wdl 35 darkened with shadow 

his aSon n k Cn k t ie “ k Sh / ted 3,1(1 Sh ° nc > 35 if t0 a «*nt 
g . nce bc be B an t0 run and then abruptly relapsed into a 

Mt S h2 1 ? S °u neSS and u Carclessness ' Tben b e did something which 

Britannic Ma ^*7^ ha% j COnce,ved an y nornial naval officer in His 

his sword. J ' SCrV ' Ce d ° ing ’ CVeU m 3 limatlc He drew 

Ji™* atd f hnrstmg-point of the prodigy that the two passmg figures 

to have 1 ^ ?“/ With ,us glittering blade. He seemed then 

rumW r beCame VCr y dl0 ughtful indeed; and he stood diere 
the road^a^ S ° mC T° beforc be g^vely took himself inland, towards 

tZtt s" P “' ,hC 8 “ S ° f the grMt h0U! ' “ d " b y a curve 

be exuerre^ ctirvm ^ r °n from the coavc that tbe Admiral might 
wall'in? an A ° C n. me ’ considering the direction in which he had been 

own dfor Tk naLn u g i he T ral aSSum P tion that be wa s bound for his 

Ctlven Ifl e'1 “ d ?* soli a? fying itself into a tuad, temtned towida 

witli chararf • ‘ down ^ roac l> therefore, diat the secretary darted, 
But the n CnStlC lm P e tuosity, to meet his patron returning home. 

more pecKY^ not returnin g home - What was still 

many hours lat ^ Swa ? not “turning home either; at least until 

cation at Craven Hous? <3UUC ° ng en ° Ugh t0 3rouse alarm and m ysdfi- 

ind L ::.!i ln :! dlC pdl3rs and P^ms Of that rather too palatial country house, 
butler^, W3S , e . x P ectancy gradually changing to uneasiness. Gryce 
stairs shm^,! * g • US m , 3n a b n<)r mally silent below as well as above 
»nd occasion a U f stlessness 35 he moved about die main front-hall 

white road th V °° ked ° Ut °/ tbc Sldc win <lows of the porch, on the 

who k°\ r We , pt tOW3rds tbe sea - The Admiral’s sister Marion 
P ouse for him, had her brother’s high nose with a more sniffy 
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expression, she was voluble, rather rambling, not without humour, 
and capable of sudden emphasis as shrill as a cockatoo. The Admiral’s 
daughter Olive was dark, dreamy, and as a rule abstractedly silent, 
perhaps melancholy; so that her aunt generally conducted most of the 
conversation, and that without reluctance. But the girl also had a 
of sudden laughter that was very engaging. 

u can’t think why they’re not here already,” said the elder lady. 

The postman distinctly told me he d seen the Admiral coming along the 
beach; along with that dreadful creature Rook. Why in the world they 
call him Lieutenant Rook-” 

Perhaps, suggested the melancholy young lady, with a momentary 
brightness, perhaps they call him Lieutenant because he is a Lieutenant. ’ 

I can t think why the Admiral keeps him,” snorted her aunt, as if 
she were talking of a housemaid. She was very proud of her brother 
and always called him the Admiral; but her notions of a commission in 
the Senior Service were inexact. 

Well, Roger Rook is sulky and unsociable and all that,” replied Olive, 

but of course that wouldn’t prevent him being a capable sailor.” 

“Sailor!” cried her aunt with one of her rather startling cockatoo notes, 

* he isn’t my notion of a sailor. The Lass that Loved a Sailor, as they used 
to sing when I was young. . . . Just think of it! He’s not gay and free 
and whatsitsname. He doesn’t sing chanties or dance a hornpipe.” 

“Well,” observed her niece with gravity. “The Admiral doesn’t 
very often dance a hornpipe.” 

“Oh, you know what I mean—he isn’t bright or breezy or anything,” 
replied the old lady. “Why, that secretary fellow could do better than 
that.” 

Olive’s rather tragic face was transfigured by one of her good and 
rejuvenating waves of laughter. 

“I’m sure Mr. Harker would dance a hornpipe for you,” she said, 
“and say he had learnt it in half an hour from the book of instructions. 
He’s always learning things of that sort.” 

She stopped laughing suddenly and looked at her aunt’s rather strained 
face. 

“I can’t think why Mr. Harker doesn’t come,” she added. 

“I don’t care about Mr. Harker,” replied the aunt, and rose and looked 
out of the window. 

The evening light had long turned from yellow to grey and was 
now turning almost to white under the widening moonlight, over the 
large flat landscape by the coast; unbroken by any features save a clump 
of sea-twisted trees round a pool and beyond, rather gaunt and dark 
against the horizon, the shabby fishermen’s tavern on the shore that bore 
the name of the Green Man. And all that road and landscape was empty of 
any living thing. Nobody had seen the figure in the cocked hat that 



THE GREEN MAN <5 3J 

Had been observed, earlier in the evening, walking by the sea; or the other 

and stranger figure that had been seen trailing after him. Nobody had 
even seen the secretary who saw them. 1 

U was after midnight when the secretary at last burst in and aroused 

l , he household; and his face white as a ghost, looked all the paler against 

die background of the stolid face and figure of a big Inspector of Police. 

Somehow that red heavy, indifferent face looked, even more than the 

w ite and harassed one, like a mask of doom. The news was broken 

to the two women with such consideration or concealments as were 

possible Hut the news was that the body of Admiral Craven had been 

eventually fished out of the foul weeds and scum of the pool under the 
trees; and that he was drowned and dead. 


, " y 7 y m . . Wltil M r- Harold Harker, secretary, will realize 

at, w atever his agitation, he was by morning in a mood to be tre- 

k U r^ ° n C ^ e , S P 0t ' ^ ust ^ C( ^ the Inspector, whom he had met the 
night before on the road down by the Green Man, into another room 

or private and practical consultation. He questioned the Inspector 
p 110 :ii the inspector might have questioned a yokel. But Inspector 
urns was a stolid character; and was either too stupid or too clever to 

t r “ en , bUC i tr / e ?' It soon began to look as if he were by no means so 
pi as e looked; for he disposed of Harker’s eager questions in a 
t ,, at was s l°w but methodical and rational. 

« n e ’ sa ^ Harker (his head full of many manuals with titles like 

Be a Detective in Ten Days”). “Well, it’s the old triangle, I suppose. 
Accident, Suicide or Murder/* 

I don t see how it could be accident,” answered the policeman “It 
wasn t even dark yet and the pool’s fifty yards from the straight road 

n l ' l own doorstep. He’d no more have got into that 

* r ■ . j 6 . carefully lie down in a puddle in the street. 

D L°ji SU1C1 e ’ i^, s rat h er a responsibility to suggest it, and rather im- 
Lo f f, t0 °'. Hhe Admiral was a pretty spry and successful man and 

nrn U ^ u- nearf y a m ^I° na > re hi fact; though of course that doesn’t 
j • VC . He seemed to be pretty normal and comfortable in 

sc jp?» nvate “ e t00 > he s the last man I should suspect of drowning him- 

t L We cona e, said the secretary, lowering his voice with the 

«! * suppose we come to the third possibility/* 

} VV e u on 1 m t0 ° much of a hurry about that,” said the Inspector 
e annoyance of Harker, who was in a hurry about everything. “But 

iji ra y mere are one or two things one would like to know. One would 

lilc 1 *° ^° W a ^ oul property, for instance. Do you know who’s 
thin^ C h C0I T . m ^ or ^ You*re his private secretary; do you know any- 
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“I’m not so private a secretary as all that,” answered the young ma n 
“His solicitors are Messrs. Willis, Hardman and Dyke, over in Suttford 
High Street; and I believe the will is in their custody.” 

‘Well, I d better get round and see them pretty soon,” said the In¬ 
spector. 

Let s get round and see them at once,” said the impatient secretary. 

He took a turn or two restlessly up and down the room and then 
exploded in a fresh place. 

“What have you done about the body, Inspector?” he asked. 

“Dr. Straker is examining it now at the Police Station. His report 
ought to be ready in an hour or so.” 

It can t be ready too soon,” said Harker. “It would save time if we 
could meet him at the lawyer’s.” Then he stopped and his impetuous 
tone changed abruptly to one of some embarassment. 

“Look here,” he said, “I want ... we want to consider the young 
lady, the poor Admiral’s daughter, as much as possible just now. She’s 
got a notion that may be all nonsense; but I wouldn’t like to disappoint 
her. There’s some friend of hers she wants to consult, staying in the town 
at present. Man of die name of Brown; priest or parson of some sort; 
she’s given me his address. I don’t take much stock in priests or parsons, 
but ’ ’ 

The Inspector nodded. “I don’t take any stock in priests or parsons; 
but I take a lot of stock in Father Brown,” he said. “I happened to have 
to do with him in a queer sort of society jewel case. He ought to have 
been a policeman instead of a parson.” 

“Oh, all right,” said the breathless secretary as he vanished from the 
room. “Let him come to the lawyer’s too.” 

Thus it happened that, when they hurried across to the neighbouring 
town to meet Dr. Straker at the solicitor’s office, they found Father 
Brown already seated there, with his hands folded on his heavy umbrella, 
chatting pleasandy to the only available member of the firm. Dr. Straker 
also had arrived, but apparently only at that moment, as he was carefully 
placing his gloves in his top-hat and his top-hat on a side-table. And the 
mild and beaming expression of the priest’s moonlike face and spectacles, 
together with the silent chuckles of the jolly old grizzled lawyer, to whom 
he was talking, were enough to show that the doctor had not yet opened 
his mouth to bring the news of death. 

“A beautiful morning after all,” Father Brown was saying. “That 
storm seems to have passed over us. There were some big black clouds, 
but I notice that not a drop of rain fell.” 

“Not a drop,” agreed the solicitor toying with a pen; he was the third 
partner, Mr. Dyke; “there’s not a cloud in the sky now. It’s the sort of 
day for a holiday.” Then he realized the newcomers and looked up, 
laying down the pen and rising. “Ah, Mr. Harker, how are you? I hear 
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the Admiral is expected home soon.” Then Harker spoke, and his voice 
rang hollow in the room. 

I am sorry to say we are the bearers of bad news. Admiral Craven 
was drowned before reaching home.” 

There was a change in the very air of the still office, though not in the 
attitudes of the motionless figures; both were staring at die speaker as if 
a joke had been frozen on their lips. Both repeated the word “drowned” 

and looked at each other, and then again at their informant. Then there 
was a small hubbub of questions. 

“When did this happen?” asked the priest. 

^ Where was he found?” asked the lawyer. 

He wasvfound,” said the Inspector, “in that pool by the coast, not far 
1 ! y die Green Man, and dragged out all covered with green scum and 

weeds so as to be almost unrecognizable. But Dr. Straker here has_ 

What is the matter, Father Brown? Are you ill?” 

Green Man, said Father Brown with a shudder, “finsosorrv... 

^ : :: your pardon for being upset.” 

( Upset by what? asked the staring officer. 

By his being covered with green scum, ! suppose/’ said the pnesr, 

Wl . , er shaky laugh. Then he added radier more firmly, “I thought 

it might have been seaweed.” 

By this time everybody was looking at the priest, with a not unnatural 

suspicion that he was mad; and yet the next crucial surprise was 

not to come from him. After a dead silence, it was the doctor who 
spoke. 

Dr. Straker was a remarkable man, even to look at. He was very tall 

fk [° rrna ^ professional in his dress; yet retaining a fashion 

t as hardly been known since Mid-Victorian rimes. Though com¬ 
parative y young, he wore his brown beard very long and spreading 
over is waistcoat; in contrast with it, his features, which were both 
narsh and handsome, looked singularly pale. His good looks were also 
. ,miIlls j c by something in his deep eyes that was not squinting, but like 
lc s ia o\\ of a squint. Everybody noticed these things about him, 
uecause the moment he spoke, he gave forth an indescribable air of 
authority. But all h e said was: 

jl i . c F e ^ onc more thing to be said, if you come to details, about 
rrur Craven being drowned.” Then he added reflectively, “Admiral 

Graven was not drowned/* 

at him^ nS ^ eCt0r turne( ^ w **h a new promptitude and shot a question 

1 ^ v ^j u st examined the body, said Dr. Straker, “the cause of death 
^ t “^ )u gb the heart with some pointed blade like a stiletto. It 
inldie ^ ail< ^ evcn some httle rime after, that the body was hidden 
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Father Brown was regarding Dr. Straker with a very lively eye, such 
as he seldom turned upon anybody; and when the group in the office 
began to break up, he managed to attach himself to the medical man for 
a little further conversation, as they went back down the street. There 
nad not been very much else to detain them except the rather formal 
question of the will. The impatience of the young secretary had been 
somewuat tried by the professional etiquette of the old lawyer. But the 
latter was ultimately induced, rather by the tact of the priest than the 
authority of the policeman, to refrain from making a mystery where 
there was no mystery at all. Mr. Dyke admitted, with a smile, that the 
Admiral s will was a very normal and ordinary document, leaving every¬ 
thing to his only child Olive; and that there really was no particular 
reason for concealing tire fact. 

The doctor and the priest walked slowly down the street that struck 
out of tne town in the direction of Craven House. Harker had plunged 
on ahead of him with all his native eagerness to get somewhere; but the 
two behind seemed more interested in their discussion than their direc¬ 
tion. It was in rather an enigmatic tone that the tall doctor said to the 
short cleric beside him: 

Well, Father Brown, what do you think of a thing like this?” 

Father Brown looked at him rather intently for an instant and then 
said: Well, I’ve begun to think of one or two things; but my chief 
difficulty is that I only knew the Admiral slightly; though I’ve seen some¬ 
thing of his daughter.” 

* The Admiral,” said the doctor with a grim immobility of feature, 
“was the sort of man of whom it is said that he had not an enemy in 
the world.” 

“I suppose you mean,” answered the priest, “that there’s something 
else that will not be said.” 

“Oh, it’s no affair of mine,” said Straker hastily but rather harshly. 
“He had his moods, I suppose. He once threatened me with a legal action 
about an operation; but I think he thought better of it. I can imagine 
his being rather rough with a subordinate.” 

Father Brown’s eyes were fixed on the figure of the secretary striding 
far ahead; and as he gazed he realized the special cause of his hurry. 
Some fifty yards farther ahead the Admiral’s daughter was dawdling 
along the road towards the Admiral’s house. The secretary soon came 
abreast of her; and for the remainder of the time Father Brown watched 
the silent drama of two human backs as they diminished into the distance. 
The secretary was evidently very much excited about something; but 
if the priest guessed what it was, he kept it to himself. When he came to 
the comer leading to the doctor’s house, he only said briefly: “I don t 
know if you have anything more to tell us.” 

Why should I?” answered the doctor very abruptly; and striding off, 
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aiking why hc should have an >' thi ”*» 
T' stum P in S on “lone, in the track of the two vouno 

£j \ the rr of ,he *“• 

wth some new and as yet nameless emotion. } g 

33 ^ $oon 

the rime!“wh« sUlTe go a“d“Sk?” ! gU " er ' b ° y U asked hlm 

in rhnrP’* a ; random to one of the rather tumbledown arbours 

St P° mds ’ “ d thoy-at down behind a screen of large ragged leVvef 

Terrible Ihin””’“' ^ “ haS be ' n tllkin « t0 me ab out things. 

Ttoyotfknow abotnRoger?’^* 1 ' 0 " haS ' ily ' “ Abou ' Ro S« R ook. 

Jolly Romt” be!- 1 !’ h n anSWCred| ! !llt hn f'Uow-seamen call him The 
WcroSes '^ “ " CVer j0lly; mi ,00b “ kc tk ' Pete’s skull 

ve^oul?Zt a 'h WayS n‘ Use Said 0live in a low VOK o- "Something 
and aW Xi°fe V? d 'f S 1 ands ' Hc w “ h «um-scarum 

thing Poetical in hk f** readm g shockers; but there was some- 

Sng aT m ' W “ f 'f b c° y e Wh ° ke P‘ “P tb = “Id legend 'of rely 
N^TwT. " ^ “ d “* ^ fainiIy had 10 agree to his joining the 

“W S |1 ” Sa k ^ a j^ er ® rown patiently. 

“I suppose : o C or a r tted r Cau / ht one . of her rare moments of mirth, 

»nd dumb, like a “ l^" 1 - stiffe ned; grew dull 

that doesn’t m** i waJ h>ng about. He always avoids me; but 

mine had broken hi SUpp . 0S ' d some g r ^ t .g rief th at’s no business of 
the grief is neid Up ‘ ^? d now—wc h> if what Harold says is true, 
a devil.” F m ° re DOr ,css than g° in g mad i or being possessed of 

And what does Harold say?” asked the priest. 

Rogercreedna/ S L ay it> ” she answered - “ H c swears he saw 

his sword * “La? my fathcr , that ,d 8 ht : hesitating and then drawing 

• • • and tlie doctor says fadier was stabbed with a steel point 


* m 
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1; a(1 ^believe Roger Rook had anything to do with it. His sulks and my 
father’s temper sometimes led to quarrels; but what are quarrels? I 
can t exactly say I m standing up for an old friend; because he isn’t even 
friendly. But you can t help feeling sure of some doings, even about 

an old acquaintance. And yet Harold swears that he_” 

Harolc seems to swear a great deal,” said Father Brown. 

There was a sudden silence; after which she said in a different tone; 

Well, he does swear other things too. Harold Harker proposed to 
me just now.” 

t ^m I to congratulate you, or rather him?” inquired her companion. 

I told him he must wait. He isn’t good at waiting.” She was caught 
again in a ripple of her incongruous sense of the comic: “He said I was 
liis ideal and his ambition and so on. He has lived in the States; but some¬ 
how I never remember it when he is talking about dollars; only when 
he is talking about ideals.” 

And I suppose, said Father Brown very sofdy, “that it is because 

you have to decide about Harold that you want to know the truth 
about Roger.” 

She stiffened and frowned, and then equally abrupdy smiled, saying: 
“Oh, you know too much.” 

I know very little, especially in this affair,” said the priest gravely. 

I only know who murdered your father.” She started up and stood 
staring down at him stricken white. Father Brown made a wry face as 
he went on: “I made a fool of myself when I first realized it; when they’d 
just been asking where he was found, and went on talking about green 
scum and the Green Man.” 

Then he also rose; clutching his clumsy umbrella with a new resolution, 
he addressed the girl with a new gravity. 

There is something else that I know, which is die key to all these 
riddles of yours; but I won’t tell you yet. I suppose it’s bad news; but 
it’s nothing like so bad as the things you have been fancying.” He 
buttoned up his coat and turned towards the gate. “I’m going to see this 
Mr. Rook of yours. In a shed by the shore, near where Mr. Harker saw 
him walking. I rather think he lives there.” And he went bustling off 
in the direction of the beach. 

Olive was an imaginative person; perhaps too imaginative to be safely 
left to brood over such hints as her friend had thrown out; but he was in 
rather a hurry to find the best relief for her broodings. The mysterious 
connexion between Father Brown’s first shock of enlightenment and the 
chance language about the pool and die inn, hag-rode her fancy in a 
hundred forms of ugly symbolism. The Green Man became a ghost 
trailing loathsome weeds and walking the countryside under the moon; 
the sign of the Green Man became a human figure hanging as from a 
gibbet; and the tarn itself became a tavern, a dark subaqueous tavern 
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for foe dead sailors. And yet he had taken the most rapid method to 
overthrow all such nightmares, with a bunt of blinding daylight which 
seemed more mysterious than the night. g Xg W11Jcl1 

the , su . n had s , et > something had come back into her life 

t'l?’ a d "?j n * ° U and famiJlar ’ 311(1 remained incomTef 
ensible and incredible. For Roger Rook had come striding across^the 

sanch and even when he was a dot in the distance, she knew he was 

t ansf gurcd; and as he came nearer and nearer, she saw that his dark face 

as if thlt IT d* k Ugllter ^ exultation. He came straight towards her, 

1 c neve ^ P ar ted, and seized her shoulders saying- “Now I 
can look after you, thank God.” y S 

rather wildlt ^^7'‘^ she , answe 1 red: but shc beard herself questioning 
rather wildly whv he seemed so changed and so happy. * 

ecause I am happy,” he answered. “I have heard the bad news.” 
found C ? nCemed ’ “f^ng som e who seemed rather unconcerned, 

House tT, £ f em led ° n 46 garden P 3th “ng to Craven 

mot dil i Stan l entary d0C r Ument ’ dlere W3S 1116 lns P ector ®n .cd with 
disguised t0 —h ! 1 g die cnme, and Lieutenant Rook in un¬ 

tile 8 tall 7 nd r n i C °, n tbe ad y ; some werc ratlier mystified on seeing 
figure of d!! 16 ° 1 \a° C t? T \ SOnK smded a on seeing the dumpy 

foe lodge tr? 1 ' Mf ‘ I ? a^keI i , i ha L Hying Mercur y> had sh °t down to 

would bthi the ? t0 P re P are 4eir rece P rion - He said he 
could well heli m aj f y ’ a f nd fy° nc observ >ng Ins piston-rod of energy 

moment ' t,,ey were kft nthCT sm " a ' a 

tenant mindS ^ ° f SOmebod y makin S nms at cricket,” said foe Lieu- 

caniulf^r/ 01111 ^ 1 ^ an ’ Said tllL law y er ’ * t s rather annoyed foat foe law 

understands qWC c S0 . ^ ckl y as he does. Fortunately Miss Craven 

me that h ° U ii ? rofess, ° n 1 al difficulties and delays. She has kindly assured 
me that she still has confidence in my slowness.” X 

a ° C,M - SUddenly ’ " im 1 Wd 

vou^lmt ? a,d0 i y0U mcan? ” ailed Rook, knitttog his brows; “do 
you mean that Harker is too quick?” 

fashion° »r*L k ^ t0 ° slovvr >” sai d Dr. Straker, in his rather cryptic 

know one occasion at least when he was not so very quick. 


as much confidence 
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Why was he hanging about half the night by the pond and the Green 

Man, before the Inspector came down and found die body? Why did 

he meet the Inspector? Why should he expect to meet the Inspector 
outside the Green Man?” 

I don t understand you, said Rook. "Do you mean that Harker 
wasn t telling the truth?” 


Dr. Straker was silent. The grizzled lawyer laughed with grim good 
humour. 6 6 6 


(t 1 ^ ave n °thing more serious to say against the young man,” he said, 

than that lie made a prompt and praiseworthy attempt to teach me my 
own business.” 


For that matter, he made an attempt to teach me mine,” said the 

Inspector, who had just joined the group in front. "But that doesn’t 

matter. If Dr. Straker means anything by his hints, they do matter. I 

must ask you to speak plainly, doctor. It may be my duty to question 
him at once.” 


Well, here he comes/ said Rook, as the alert figure of the secretary 
appeared once more in the doorway. 

At this point Father Brown, who had remained silent and incon¬ 
spicuous at the tail of the procession, astonished everybody very much; 
perhaps especially those who knew him. He not only walked rapidly 
to the front, but turned facing the whole group with an arresting and 

almost threatening expression, like a sergeant bringing soldiers to the 
halt. 


Stop] he said almost sternly. “I apologize to everybody; but it’s 
absolutely necessary that I should see Mr. Harker first. I’ve got to tell 
him something I know; and I don’t think anybody else knows; something 

he s got to hear. It may save a very tragic misunderstanding with some¬ 
body later on.” 

"What on earth do you mean?” asked old Dyke the lawyer. 

"I mean the bad news,” said Father Brown. 

"Here, I say,” began the Inspector indignantly; and then suddenly 
caught the priest’s eye and remembered strange things he had seen in 
other days. "Well, if it were anyone in the world but you I should say 
of all the infernal cheek-” 

But Father Brown was already out of hearing, and a moment afterwards 
was plunged in talk with Harker in the porch. They walked to and fro 
together for a few paces and then disappeared into the dark interior. 
It was about twelve minutes afterwards that Father Brown came out 
alone. 

To their surprise he showed no disposition to re-enter the house, now 
that the whole company were at last about to enter it. He threw himself 
down on the rather rickety seat in the leafy arbour, and as the pro¬ 
cession disappeared through the doorway, lit a pipe and proceeded to 
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stare vacantly it the long ragged leaves about his head and to listen to the 

fordoing nothin ^ ^ ^ 3 hearty and enclunri g appetite 

He was apparently in a cloud of smoke and a dream of abstraction 
whence front-doors were once more flung open and two or three 
gures came out helter-skelter, running towards him, the daughter of 

6 her y°ung admirer Mr. Rook being easily winners in the 

race, Dieir faces were alight with astonishment; and the face of In- 

spector urns, who advanced more heavily behind them, like an elephant 
S “w! C 8 a „ n > Was inflamed with some indignation as well. 

“»T > at Ca !!, mean ? cried Olive, as she came panting to a halt 

Me s gone! r 0 

m !> - Sa ’ d ^ , Li ? utenant explosively. “Harker’s just managed 

0 pack a suitcase and bolted! Gone clean out of the back door and over 
the garden-wafl to God knows where. What did you say to him?” 

rnnrc° nt e IJL-' sa ^ Ohve, with a more worried expression. “Of 
miil/l/ 011 l°i- btm you d found him out, and now he’s gone. I never 

"w nr be 1CVed he was wicked 1,kc that! ” 

L. eU ’ g a: 'P cd the Inspector, bursting into their midst. “What 

What have you let me down like this for?” 

«Y e ’ re P ea ted Father Brown, “what have I done?” 

wac 1;t U a I e j a ^urdcrer escape,” cried Bums, witli a decision that 
to Mra^ 3 1 T u , erc * a P ‘u t^ e fl ulct garden; “you have helped a murderer 

away”^ * kC 3 ^°° * ' Ct y0U Warn now ke * s m ^ es 

BrnJn 3 ^ lx, i pcd ;\ te , w . murderers in my time, it is true,” said Father 

| lc ] n j ’ l en C a ed> ' n ireful distinction, “not, you will understand, 
wiped them to commit the murder.” 

first kncw tke time, insisted Olive. “You guessed from the 

the bnsin * 11 ff t ,5 ke ; That s what you meant about being upset by 
mv fir I CSS ° ? n , din ? tle body. That’s what die doctor meant by saying 

my father might be disliked by a subordinate.” 7 7 S 

ev^n tU t S V l lat i * com P^ am °f* said the official indignantly. “You knew 

even then that he was the_ M 7 

Fafh U ^ eW even then, insisted Ohve, “that the murderer was-” 

that t\^ T r °j Wn no ^ c d gravely. “Yes, M he said. “I knew even then 
that the murderer was old Dyke.” 

Diinrt, aS > tl j’°* i r fP eatc d tlic Inspector and stopped amid a dead silence; 
Punctuated only by the occasional pipe of birds 

exDlain^ 11 *}y ke ' solicitor,” explained Father Brown, like one 

with or 8 u SOniC '! lm g c l erncn tary to an infant class. “That gentleman 

The C ^ll 311 j -° S SU PP 0SCC ^ to g°^ n g to read the will.” 

y stood like statues staring at him, as he carefully filled his pipe 
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again and struck a match. At last Bums talked his vocal powers to break 
the strangling silence with an effort resembling violence. 

“But, in the name of heaven, why?" 

Ah, why? said the priest and rose thoughtfully, puffing at his pipe. 

As to why he did it... . Well, I suppose the time has come to tell you, 

or those of you who don’t know, the fact that is the key of all this business. 

It s a great calamity; and it s a great crime; but it’s not the murder of 
Admiral Craven.” 

He looked Olive full in the face and said very seriously: 

I teil you the bad news bluntly and in few words; because I think 
you are brave enough, and perhaps happy enough, to take it well. You 
have the chance, and I think the power, to be something like a great 
woman. You are not a great heiress.” 

Amid the silence that followed it was he who resumed his explanation. 

Most of your father’s money, I am sorry to say, has gone. It went 
by the financial dexterity of the grey-haired gentleman named Dyke, 
who is (I grieve to say) a swindler. Admiral Craven was murdered to 
silence him about the way in which he was swindled. The fact that he 
was ruined and you were disinherited is the single simple clue, not only 
to the murder, but to all the other mysteries in this business,” He took 
a puff or two and then continued. 

“I told Mr. Rook you were disinherited and he rushed back to help 
you. Mr. Rook is a rather remarkable person.” 

“Oh, chuck it,” said Mr. Rook with a hostile air. 

“Mr. Rook is a monster,” said Father Brown with scientific calm. 
“He is an anachronism, an atavism, a brute survival of the Stone Age. 

If there was one barbarous superstition we all supposed to be utterly 
extinct and dead in these days, it was that notion about honour and inde¬ 
pendence. But then I get mixed up with so many dead superstitions. 
Mr. Rook is an extinct animal. He is a plesiosaurus. He did not want 
to live on his wife or have a wife who could call him a fortune-hunter. 
Therefore he sulked in a grotesque manner and only came to life again 
when I brought him the good news that you were ruined. He wanted 
to work for his wife and not be kept by her. Disgusting, isn’t it? Let us 
turn to the brighter topic of Mr. Harker. 

“I told Mr. Harker you were disinherited and he rushed away in a 
sort of panic. Do not be too hard on Mr. Harker. He really had better 
as well as worse enthusiasms; but he had them all mixed up. There is no 
harm in having ambitions; but he had ambitions and called them ideals. 
The old sense of honour taught men to suspect success; to say, ‘This is a 
benefit; it may be a bribe.* The new nine-times-accursed nonsense about 
Making Good teaches men to identify being good with making money. 
That was all that was the matter with him; in every other way he was a 
thoroughly good fellow, and there are thousands like him. Gazing at the 
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stan and rising in the world were all Uplift. Marrying a good wife a 1 

marrying a rich wife were all Making Good. But he was not a cynical 

scoundrel; or he would simply have come back and jilted or cut you as 

the case might be. He could not face you; while you were there, half 
of his broken ideal was left. 

1 ; !|d not tel1 Admiral; but somebody did. Word came to him 
somehow, during the last grand parade on board, that his friend the 
faintly lawyer had betrayed him. He was in such a towering passion 
that he did what he could never have done in his senses; came straight 

on m,lv !;1 i:ls cocked hat and gold lace to catch the criminal; he wired 
to the police station, and diat was why the Inspector was wandering 
round.the Green Man. Lieutenant Rook followed him on shore because 
he suspected some family trouble and had half a hope he might help and 
put himself right. Hence his hesitating behaviour. As for his drawing 
his sword when he dropped behind and thought he was alone, well 
1 « ' a matter of imagination. He was a romantic person who had 

l j' amc . 0 sv/ o rds anc - ru n away to sea; and found himself in a service 
where he wasn t even allowed to wear a sword except about once in 

ree years. He thought he was quite alone on the sands where he played 
as a boy. If you don’t understand what he did, I can only say, like Steven- 
son, you will never be^a pirate. Also you will never be a poet; and you 


stand. 


think 


Almost every man,” continued the priest musing, “will play with 
anything shaped like a sword or dagger, even if it is a paper-knife. 

“yvyl W j ^ t ^ ou 8^ t h so °dd when the lawyer didn’t.” 

JlJ" d .° 7 ou mean ?” asked Burns, “didn’t what?” 

in a £ d ‘ l 7 ° U n0tice >” answere d Brown, “at that first meeting 
.1 C i°, Cl V , e law Y er P la 7 cd w ith a pen and not with a paper-knife; 

stSi!> a beautif " 1 bri g ht steel paper-knife in the pattern of a 

• , ' , e P e . ns werc ,iusl T and splashed with ink; but the knife had 

ironv^f C Cai - e ’» be d * d not P la y w ith it. There are limits to the 
irony ot assassins. 

“Look SllCnCC T ? C , In ?P cctor said > one waking from a dream: 

don’t know' ‘l^ V™ 11 kn0 J r . wbether 1>m on ™y head or my heels; I 
go" o rh A Whether y°“ , think y° u vc got to the end; but I haven’t 
Wlnt shrt , c S mmn g- Where do you get all this lawyer stuff from? 

Father Brown laughed curtly and without mirth. 

whv noS!! rde r r made ? . $lip at Ae start >” he said > I can’t think 
death tn t\J ebe noticed it. When you brought the first news of the 

there C S ? bcit ° r s °, fflce » nobody was supposed to know anything 
> xcept that the Admiral was expected home. When you said he 
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was drowned, I asked when it happened and Mr. Dyke asked where the 
corpse was found.” 

He paused a moment to knock out his pipe and resumed reflectively: 

“Now when you are simply told of a seaman, returning from the sea, 
that he has been drowned, it is natural to assume that he has been drowned 
at sea. At any rate, to allow that he may have been drowned at sea. 
If he had been washed overboard, or gone down with his ship, or had 
his body ‘committed to the deep,’ there would be no reason to expect 
his body to be found at all. The moment that man asked where it was 
found, I was sure he knew where it was found. Because he had put it 
there. Nobody but the murderer need have thought of anything so 
unlikely as a seaman being drowned in a land-locked pool a few hundred 
yards from the sea. That is why I suddenly felt sick and turned green, 

I dare say; as green as the Green Man. I never can get used to finding 
myself suddenly sitting beside a murderer. So I had to turn it off by 
talking in parables; but the parable meant something, after all. I said that 
the body was covered with green scum, but it might just as well have 
been seaweed.” 

It is fortunate that tragedy can never kill comedy and that the two can 
run side by side; and that while the only acting partner of the business 
of Messrs. Willis, Hardman and Dyke blew his brains out when the 
Inspector entered the house to arrest him, Olive and Roger were calling 
to each other across the sands at evening, as they did when diey were 
children together. 


V 

THE PURSUIT OF MR. BLUE 


Along a seaside parade on a sunny afternoon, a person with the de¬ 
pressing name of Muggleton was moving with suitable gloom. There 
was a horseshoe of worry in his forehead, and the numerous groups an 
strings of entertainers stretched along the beach below looked up to uirn 
in vain for applause. Pierrots turned up their pale moon faces, like the 
white bellies of dead fish, without improving his spirits; niggers with 
faces entirely grey with a sort of grimy soot were equally unsuccessful 
in filling his fancy with brighter things. He was as; 
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max. His other features, besides the bald brow with its furrow 
retiring and almost sunken; and a certain dingy refinement about’ rbY 

ft ^ I 

way, and the cloud on his . Ugg tton ' va5 3 P n '' ate detective in a small 

° Ud , 0n hls brow was due to a big blunder in his nro- 

Ae mere ™ W “ Was c onnected with something darker Ln 

Z!y Wrbl S " Ch T?r- He mi > ht dm “<-» obscure 
decent NoLnfcmis, people who ST ^ ^ ° f P °° r bllt 

courage ,o a7pe“ ’ man L who had W the 

Tb^ rZ J ! h that name in human hl 'story. 

explained it) wK'She'ha?-^ h S “ n<>ya " ce <« ltast “ he himself 

be^n e„± d 0U a S t «■ “ «« •> prevent it, though he had 

explain the fact that lve pounds a week to do so. Thus we may 

“Won’t You Be Mv f^Y “ ii ^ j U ? r ° US S !^ in S of the son g entitled, 
joy of life. y ^ oda h Doodah Day? failed to fill him with the 

more^sympathv'with^iis Were , others ° n th e beach, who might have had 
SeasideYsortsYe i^h^ 11 ^' 0 !; 5 thCmC an . d Mu gS lctonian tradition. 

the amorous emoriom w T P 1 ?' 5 ’ n L 0t onJ y of P lcrrots appealing to 
in a correspondingly sn ^ ° °I pr . ca ^ ers w ^° ° Pten seem to specialize 

were the cries not to sa V «b H C ° r hardly help noticing, so piercing 

ad the banjos ’and the castanets This 6 glOUS ,^prophecy that rang above 
man, dressed in T, was a lon g> loose . shambling old 

equipped with a nair of tb 3 fis,K rman ’ s jersey; but inappropriately 

Wneverbeen Len 1 l ^ l0ng dr °° ping ^hkersYliich 
Victorian dandies A« Y tbe disappearance of certain sportive Mid- 

beach to display som^rb' tbe , custoni Por all mountebanks on the 

spread out invitinY^ten-locking fisherman s net, which he generally 
occasionally whirfed wUdlv sands * “ 15 were a carpet for queens; but 

trident. Indeed he' . R ° man R ctiarius, ready to impale people on a 
trident. S w^ \ *** Peoplef if he had had a 

^e same Tool m ? ** h ? dy ,° T the SOul; hc was 50 fa r in 

Mr. Muggleton, that he might almost have been a 
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mad hangman addressing a crowd of murderers. The boys called him 
Old Brimstone; but he had other eccentricities besides the purely theo¬ 
logical. One of his eccentricities was to climb up into the nest of iron 
girders under the pier and trail his net in the water, declaring that he got 
nis living by fishing; though it is doubtful whether anybody had ever 
seen him catching fish. Worldly trippers, however, would sometimes 
start at a voice in their ear, threatening judgment as from a thunder¬ 
cloud, but really coming from the perch under the iron roof where the 
old monomaniac sat glaring, his fantastic whiskers hanging like grey 
seaweed. 


The detective, however, could have put up with Old Brimstone much 
better than with the other parson he was destined to meet. To explain 
this second and more momentous meeting, it must be pointed out that 
Muggleton, after his remarkable experience in the matter of the murder, 
had very properly put all his cards on the table. He told his story to the 
police and to the only available representative of Braham Bruce, the 
dead millionaire; that is, to his very dapper secretary, a Mr. Anthony 
Taylor. The Inspector was more sympathetic than the secretary; but the 
sequel of his sympathy was the last thing Muggleton would normally 
have associated with police advice. The Inspector, after some reflection, 
very much surprised Mr. Muggleton by advising him to consult an able 
amateur whom he knew to be staying in the town. Mr. Muggleton 
had read reports and romances about the Great Criminologist, who sits 
in his library like an intellectual spider, and throws out theoretical 
filaments of a web as large as the world. He was prepared to be led to 
the lonely chateau where the expert wore a purple dressing-gown, 
to the attic where he lived on opium and acrostics, to the vast laboratory 
or the lonely tower. To his astonishment he was led to the very edge 
of the crowded beach by the pier to meet a dumpy little clergyman, 
with a broad hat and a broad grin, who was at that moment hopping 
about on the sands with a crowd of poor children; and excitedly waving 


a very little wooden spade. , 

When the criminological clergyman, whose name appeared to be 

Brown, had at last been detached from the children, though not from 
the spade, he seemed to Muggleton to grow more and more unsatis¬ 
factory. He hung about helplessly among the idiotic side-shows of tne 
seashore, talking about random topics and particularly attaching himsei 
to those rows of automatic machines which are set up in such places, 
solemnly spending penny after penny in order to play vicarious gam es 
of golf, football, cricket, conducted by clockwork figures; and finally 
contenting himself with the miniature exhibition of a race, in which one 
metal doll appeared merely to run and jump after the other. And yet 
all the time he was listening very carefully to the story which the de¬ 
feated detective poured out to him. Only his way of not letting us 
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right hand know what his left hand was doing, with pennies, got very 
much on the detective’s nerves. 

Can we go and sit down somewhere,” said Muggleton impatiently. 

I ve got a letter you ought to see, if you’re to know anything at all of 
this business.” 

Father Brown turned away with a sigh from the jumping dolls, and 

went sat down with his companion on an iron seat on the shore; 

Ins companion had already unfolded the letter and handed it silently to 
him. 1 


It was an abrupt and queer sort of letter, Father Brown thought. 
He knew that millionaires did not always specialize in manners, especially 
in dealing with dependants like detectives; but there seemed to be some¬ 
thing more in the letter than mere brusquerie. 


“Dear Muggleton, 

I never thought I should come down to wanting help of this sort; 
ut I m about through with things. It s been getting more and more 
intolerable for the last two years. I guess all you need to know about 
the story is this. There is a dirty rascal who is a cousin of mine, I’m 
ashamed to say. He s been a tout, a tramp, a quack doctor, an actor, 
and all that; even has the brass to act under our name and call himself 
Bertrand Bruce. I believe he’s either got some potty job at the theatre 
here, or is looking for one. But you may take it from me that the 
job isn t his real job. His real job is running me down and knocking 
me out for good, if he can. It’s an old story and no business of any¬ 
body s; there was a time when we started neck and neck and ran a 
race ambition—and what they call love as well. Was it my fault 

^at he was a rotter and I was a man who succeeds in things? But 
e dirty devil swears he 11 succeed yet, shoot me and run off with my— 

never mind. I suppose he’s a sort of madman, but he’ll jolly soon try 
to be some sort of murderer. 

i u give you a week if you’ll meet me at the lodge at the end 

P* er > j ust after the pier closes to-night—and take on my job. 
t s the only safe place to meet—if anything is safe by this time. 

“T. Braham Bruce.” 


Dear me, said Father Brown mildly. 


letter. 


“Dear me. A rather hurried 


uggleton nodded; and after a pause began his own story; in an oddly 

^ 1I L V0 ^ ce contrasting with his clumsy appearance. The priest knew 
j hobbies of concealed culture hidden in many dingy lower and 
C ^ SS men * but even he was startled by the excellent choice of 
on, y a s ^ a de too pedantic; the man talked like a book, 
arrived at the little round-house at the end of the pier before there 
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was any sign of my distinguished client. I opened the door and went 
inside, feeling that he might prefer me, as well as himself, to be as in¬ 
conspicuous as possible. Not that it mattered very much; for the pier 
was too long for anybody to have seen us from the beach or the parade, 
and, on glancing at my watch, I saw by the time that the pier entrance 
must have already closed. It was flattering, after a fashion, that he should 
thus ensure that we should be alone together at the rendezvous, as 
showing that he did really rely on my assistance or protection. Anyhow, 
it was his idea that we should meet on the pier after closing time, so I 
fell in with it readily enough. There were two chairs inside the little 
round pavilion, or whatever you call it; so I simply took one of them and 
waited. I did not have to wait long. He was famous for his punctuality, 
and sure enough, as I looked up at the one little round window opposite 

me, I saw him pass slowly, as if making a preliminary circuit of the 
place. 

I had only seen portraits of him, and that a long time ago; and 
naturally he was rather older than the portraits, but there was no mistaking 
the likeness. The profde that passed the window was of the sort called 
aquiline, after the beak of the eagle; but he rather suggested a grey and 
venerable- eagle; an eagle in repose; an eagle that has long folded its 
wings. There was no mistaking, however, that look of authority, or 
silent pride in the habit of command, that has always marked men who, 
like him, have organized great systems and been obeyed. He was quietly 
dressed, what I could see of him; especially as compared with the crowd 
of seaside trippers which had filled so much of my day; but I fancied his 
overcoat was of that extra elegant sort that is cut to follow the line of the 
figure, and it had a strip of astrakhan lining showing on the lapels. All 
this, of course, I took in at a glance, for I had already got to my feet and 
gone to the door. I put out my hand and received the first shock of that 
terrible evening. The door was locked. Somebody had locked me in. 

For a moment I stood stunned, and still staring at the round window 
from which, of course, the moving profile had already passed; and 
then I suddenly saw the explanation. Another profile, pointed like that 
of a pursuing hound, flashed into the circle of vision, as into a round 
mirror. The moment I saw it, I knew who it was. It was the Avenger; 
the murderer or would-be murderer, who had trailed the old millionaire 
for so long across land and sea, and had now tracked him to this blind- 
alley of an iron pier that hung between sea and land. And I knew, of 
course, that it was the murderer who had locked the door. 

“The man I saw first had been tall, but his pursuer was even taller; an 
effect that was only lessened by his carrying his shoulders hunched very 
high and his neck and head thrust forward like a true beast of the chase. 
The effect of the combination gave him rather the look of a gigantic 
hunchback. But something of the blood relationship that connected 
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this ruffian with his famous kinsman showed in the two profiles as they 
passed across the circle of glass. The pursuer also had a nose rather like 
the beak of a bird; though his general air of ragged degradation suggested 
the vulture rather than the eagie. He was unshaven to the point of being 
bearded, and the humped look of his shoulders was increased by the coils 
of a coarse woollen scarf. All these are trivialities, and can give no im¬ 
pression of the ugly energy of that outline, or the sense of avenging 
doom in that stooping and striding figure. Have you ever seen William 
J 3 lake’s design, sometimes called with some levity, ‘The Ghost of a Flea,’ 
but also called, with somewhat greater lucidity, ‘A Vision of Blood 
Guilt,’ or something of that kind? That is iust such a nightmare of a 
stealthy giant, with high shoulders, carrying a knife and bowl This 
man carried neither, but as he passed the window the second time, I saw 
with my own eyes that he loosened a revolver from the folds of the scarf 
and held it gripped and poised in his hand. The eyes in his head shifted 
and shone in the moonlight, and that in a very creepy way; they shot 
forward and back with lightning leaps; almost as if he could shoot them 
out like luminous horns, as do certain reptiles. 

1 hree times tiie pursued and the pursuer passed in succession outside 
the window, treading their narrow circle, before I fully awoke to the 
need of some action, however desperate. I shook the door with rattling 
violence; when next I saw the face of the unconscious victim 1 beat 
furiously on the window; then I tried to break the window. But it was 
a double window of exceptionally thick glass, and so deep was the 
embrasure that I doubted if I could properly reach the outer window at 
all. Anyhow, my dignified client took no notice of my noise or signals; 
and the revolving shadow-pantomime of those two masks of doom 
continued to turn round and round me, till I felt almost dizzy as well 
as sick. Then they suddenly ceased to reappear. I waited; and I knew 
that they would not come again. 1 knew that the crisis had come. 

1 need not tell you more. You can almost imagine the rest; even as 
1 sat there helpless, trying to imagine it; or trying not to imagine it. It 
is enough to say that in that awful silence, in which all sounds of footsteps 
had died away, there were only two other noises besides the rumbling 
undertones of die sea. The first was the loud noise of a shot and the 
second the duller noise of a splash. 

My client had been murdered within a few yards of me, and I could 

make no sign. I will not trouble you with what I felt about that. But 

even if I could recover from the murder, I am still confronted with the 
mystery.” 

^Yes, said Father Brown very gendy, “which mystery?” 

« m y ster y of how the murderer got away,” answered the other. 

j c distant people were admitted to the pier next morning, I was 
released from my prison and went racing back to the entrance gates, 
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to inquire who had left the pier since they were opened, w miuui 
bothering you with details, I may explain that they were, by a rather 
unusual arrangement, real full-size iron doors that would keep anybody 
out (or in) until they were opened. The officials there had seen nobody 
in the least resembling the assassin returning that way. And he was a 
rather unmistakable person. Even if he had disguised himself somehow, 
he could hardly have disguised his extraordinary height or got rid of the 
family nose. It is extraordinarily unlikely that he tried to swim ashore, 
for the sea was very rough; and there are certainly no traces of any land¬ 
ing. And, somehow, having seen the face of that fiend even once, let 
alone about six times, something gives me an overwhelming conviction 
that he did not simply drown himself in the hour of triumph.” 

I quite understand what you mean by that,” replied Father Brown. 
Besides, it would be very inconsistent with the tone of his original 
threatening letter, in which he promised himself all sorts of benefits 
after the crime ... there s another point it might be well to verify. What 
about the structure of the pier underneath? Piers are very often made 
with a whole network of iron supports, which a man might climb 
through as a monkey climbs through a forest.” 

Yes, I thought of that, replied the private investigator; ‘but un¬ 
fortunately this pier is oddly constructed in more ways than one. It s 
quite unusually long, and there are iron columns with all that tangle of 
iron girders; only they re very far apart and I can’t see any way a man 
could climb from one to the other.” 

I only mentioned it,” said Father Brown thoughtfully, “because 
that queer fish with the long whiskers, the old man who preaches on the 
sand, often climbs up on to the nearest girder. I believe he sits there fishing 
when the tide comes up. And he’s a very queer fish to go fishing.” 

“Why, what do you mean?” 

“Well,” said Father Brown very slowly, twiddling with a button 
and gazing abstractedly out to the great green waters glittering in the 
last evening light after the sunset. “Well.... I tried to talk to him in a 
friendly sort of way; friendly and not too funny, if you understand, 
about his combining the ancient trades of fishing and preaching; I think 
I made the obvious reference; the text that refers to fishing for living 
souls. And he said quite queerly and harshly, as he jumped back on to his 
iron perch, ‘Well, at least I fish for dead bodies.’ ” 

“Good God!” exclaimed the detective, staring at him. 

“Yes,” said the priest. “It seemed to me an odd remark to make in a 
chatty way, to a stranger playing with children on the sands.” 

After another staring silence, his companion eventually ejaculated: 
‘You don’t mean you think he had any tiring to do with the death.” 

I think, answered Father Brnwn h#» micrht throw some 


on it. 
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“Well it’s beyond me now,” said the detective. “It’s beyond me to 

believe that anybody can throw any light on it. It’s like a welter of 

Wild waters in the pitch dark; the sort of waters that he . . . that he fell 

into. It s simply stark staring unreason; a big man vanishing like a bubble- 

nobody could possibly . . . Look here!” He stopped suddenly, staring 

at the priest, who had not moved, but was still twiddling with the 

button and staring at the breakers. “What do you mean? What are you 

looking like that for? You don’t mean to say that you . . . that vou can 
make any sense of it?” 

“It would be much better if it remained nonsense,” said Father Brown 

in a low voice. Well, ii you ask me right out—yes, I think I can make 
some sense of it. 

There was a long silence, and then the inquiry agent said with a 

rather singular abruptness: “Oh, here comes the old man’s secretary 

from the hotel I must be off. I think I’ll go and talk to that mad fisher¬ 
man of yours. 

“vi? 1 11» P T 0 P ter h° c ?" asked the priest with a smile. 

j i / , otker, with jerky candour, “the secretary don’t like 
me an . dont think I like him. He’s been poking round with a lot 
o questions that didn t seem to me to get us any further, except towards 
■i quarrel. Perhaps he’s jealous because the old man called in somebody 

C A a ? < 7 wasn 1 conte nt with his elegant secretary’s advice. See you later.” 

d he turned away, ploughing through the sand to the place where 
tne eccentric preacher had already mounted his marine nest; and looked 

fj- C ^ e . en gloaming rather like some huge polyp or stinging jelly-fish 
rathng his poisonous filaments in the phosphorescent sea. 

eanw e the priest was serenely watching the serene approach of 

1 . sc< j reta ry. conspicuous even from afar, in that popular crowd, by the 

fi. C r j neatnes , s and sobriety of his top-hat and tail-coat. Without 
ieeung disposed to take part in any feud between the secretary and the 

a g e ° t > Father Brown had a faint feeling of irrational sympathy 
t ie preju ices of the latter. Mr. Anthony Taylor, the secretary, was 

arw-f*!*" 61116 ^ P resen ^ a l ) l e young man,-in countenance as well as costume; 

1 , . e countenance was firm and intellectual as well as merely good- 

1 ° 1 m ^'. f e . was P a l e » with dark hair coming down on the sides of his 

mo ' ^ Yrr* towards possible whiskers; he kept his lips compressed 
ore tig n.y than most people. The only thing that Father Brown’s 

H u° U itself in justification sounded queerer than it really looked. 
c a a notion that the man talked with his nostrils. Anyhow, the 

com P^ ss i° n of his mouth brought out something abnormally 
itive and flexible in these movements at the sides of his nose, so that 

* emcd , l< ? communicating and conducting life by snuffling and 
1 ^ Wldl bis head up, as does a dog. It somehow fitted in with the 

er eatures that, when he did speak, it was with a sudden rattling 
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rapidity like a gatling-gun, which sounded almost ugly from so smooth 
and polished a figure. 

For once he opened the conversation, by saying: “No bodies washed 
ashore, I imagine.” 

^ None have been announced, certainly,” said Father Brown. 

“No gigantic body of the murderer with the woollen scarf,” said Mr 
Taylor. 

“No,” said Father Brown. 

Mr. Taylor s mouth did not move any more for the moment; but his 
nostrils spoke for him with such quick and quivering scorn, that they 
might almost have been called talkative. 

When he did speak again, after some pohte commonplaces from the 
the priest, it was to say curtly: “Here comes the Inspector; I suppose 
they ve been scouring England for the scarf.” 

Inspector Grinstead, a brown-faced man with a grey pointed beard, 

addressed Father Brown rather more respectfully than the secretary had 
done. 


I thought you would like to know, sir,” he said, “that there is abso¬ 
lutely no trace of the man described as having escaped from the pier.” 

Or rather not described as having escaped from the pier,” said 
Taylor. ‘The pier officials, the only people who could have described 
him, have never seen anybody to describe.” 

“Well,” said the Inspector, “we’ve telephoned all the stations and 
watched all the roads, and it will be almost impossible for him to escape 
from England. It really seems to me as if he couldn’t have got out that 
way. He doesn’t seem to be anywhere.” 

“He never was anywhere,” said the secretary, with an abrupt grating 
voice, that sounded like a gun going off on that lonely shore. 

The Inspector looked blank; but a light dawned gradually on the face 
of the priest, who said at last with almost ostentatious unconcern: 


“Do you mean that the man was a myth? Or possibly a lie?” 
“Ah,” said the secretary, inhaling through his haughty nostrils, “ 
thought of that at last.” 




“I thought of that at first,” said Father Brown. “It’s the first thing 
anybody would think of, isn’t it, hearing an unsupported story from a 
stranger about a strange murderer on a lonely pier. In plain words, you 
mean that little Muggleton never heard anybody murdering the million¬ 
aire. Possibly you mean that little Muggleton murdered him* himself. 

“Well,” said the secretary, “Muggleton looks a dingy do\vn-and-out- 
sort of cove to me. There’s no story but his about what happened on 
the pier, and his story consists of a giant who vanished; quite a fairy-tale. 
It isn’t a very creditable tale, even as he tells it. By his own account, 
he bungled his case and let his patron be killed a few yards away. He s a 
pretty rotten fool and failure, on his own confession.” 
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Sa ' d Fa , ther Brown - “I’m rather fond of people who are fools 
and rail ares on their own confession.” 

[ d° n f - know what you mean,” snapped the other. 

Perhaps, said Father Brown, wistfully, “it’s because so many people 
are tools and failures without any confession.” 

Then, after a pause, he went on: “But even if he is a fool and a failure, 

' ! ! 1 he is a far and a murderer. And you’ve forgotten 

that there is one piece of external evidence that does really support his 

story. I mean the letter from the millionaire, telling the whole tale 

ot his cousin and his vendetta. Unless you can prove that the document 

itse is actually a forgery, you have to admit there was some probability 

' > -bHjre being pursued by somebody who had a real motive. Or rather, 

should say, the one actually admitted and recorded motive.” 

I m not quite sure that I understand you,” said the Inspector, “about 
the motive. 

My dear fellow,” said Father Brown, for the first time stung by im¬ 
patience into familiarity, “everybody’s got a motive in a way. Con¬ 
sidering the way that Bruce made his money, considering the wav that 
most millionaires make their money, almost anybody in the world 
mig t have done such a perfectly natural thing as throw him into the 
sea. In many, one might almost fancy, it would be almost automatic. 

o a most all it must have occurred at some time or other. Mr. Taylor 
might have done it.” 

What s that? snapped Mr. Taylor, and his nostrils swelled visibly. 

. have done it,” went on Father Brown, “nisi me constrinoeret 

ecc esta auctoritas. Anybody, but for the one true morality, might be 

empte to accept so obvious, so simple a social solution. I might have 
one it, you might have done it; the Mayor or the muffin-man might 

aVC | i? ne on ly person on this earth I can think of, who probably 

o not have done it, is the private inquiry agent whom Bruce had 

JUSt Cn S*g ed at five pounds a week, and who'hadn’t yet had any of his 
money. ; 

th 16 ^ ecr ^? r y was silent for a moment; then he snorted and said: “If 
1 H °kcr in the letter, we’d certainly better see whether it’s a for- 
gery. or really, we don t know that the whole tale isn’t as false as a 
orgery. The fellow admits himself that the disappearance of his hunch- 
a ^*y ?, iant uttcr, y incredible and inexplicable. * 

admits S ’th' SaiC ^ at ^ er Brown: " w fi at * a b° ut Muggleton. He 

“All^ U same ’ insisted Taylor, his nostrils vibrant with excitement, 
tall 1 C Sam£ ? * on § and c ^ e s fi ort °f i f ‘ s that he can’t prove that his 
fo m i t ” C SCar ^ CVCr ex ' sted or does ex ist; and every single fact 

_ un y tl le p 0 li ce an j ^ w j tnesses p roves h e Jogj not ex j $t 

°» at er Brown. There is only one way in which you can justify 



656 THE FATHER BROWN STORIES 

this little scallywag you seem to be so fond of. And that is by producing 
his Imaginary Man. And that is exactly what you can’t do. 

By the way, said the priest, absentmindedly, “I suppose you come 
from the hotel where Bruce has rooms, Mr. Taylor?” " 

Taylor looked a little taken aback, and seemed almost to stammer. 

Well, he always did have those rooms; and they’re practically his. I 
haven’t actually seen him there this time.” 

C t T ™ 

I suppose you motored down with him,” observed Brown; "or did 
you both come by train?” 

I came by train and brought the luggage,” said the secretary impa¬ 
tiently. Something kept him, I suppose. I haven’t actually seen him 
since he Jeft Yorkshire on his own a week or two ago.” 

So it seems, said the priest very softly, “that if Muggleton wasn’t 
the last to see Bruce by the wild sea-waves, you were the last to see him, 
on the equally wild Yorkshire moors.” 

Taylor had turned quite white, but he forced his grating voice to com¬ 
posure: “I never said Muggleton didn’t see Bruce on the pier.” 

No; and why didn’t you?” asked Father Brown. “If he made up one 
man on the pier, why shouldn’t he make up two men on the pier? Of 
course we do know that Bruce did exist; but we don’t seem to know 
what has happened to him for several weeks. Perhaps he was left behind 
in Yorkshire.” 

The rather strident voice of the secretary rose almost to a scream. All 
his veneer of society suavity seemed to have vanished. 

“You’re simply shuffling! You’re simply shirking! You’re trying 
to drag in mad insinuations about me, simply because you can t answer 
my question.” 

“Let me see,” said Father Brown reminiscently. “What was your 
question?” 

“You know well enough what it was; and you know you’re damned 
well stumped by it. Where is the man with the scarf? Who has seen him? 
Whoever heard of him or spoke of him, except that little liar of yours? 

If you want to convince us, you must produce him. If he ever existed, 
he may be hiding in the Hebrides or off to Callao. But you’ve got to 
produce him, though I know he doesn’t exist. Well then! Where is he? 

“I rather think he is over there,” said Father Brown, peering and 
blinking towards the nearer waves that washed round the iron pillars 
of the pier; where the two figures of the agent and the old fisher and 
preacher were still dark against the green glow of the water. ‘I mean 
in that sort of net thing that’s tossing about in the sea.” 

With whatever bewilderment, Inspector Grinstead took the upper 
hand again with a Hash, and strode down the beach. 

“Do you mean to say,” he cried, “that the murderer’s body is in the 
old boy’s net?” 
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Brown nodded as he to lowed down the shingly slope - and 

even as they moved, little Muggleton the agent turned and began to 

dimb the same shore, his mere dark outline a pantomime of amazement 
and discovery. 

It s true, for all we said, he gasped. “The murderer did try to swim 

ashore and was drowned, of course, in that weather. Or else he did really 

commit suicide. Anyhow, he drifted dead into Old Brimstone’s fishing- 

net, and thats what the old maniac meant when he said he fished for 
dead men. 

1 he Inspector ran down the shore with an agility that outstripped 
them all, and was heard shouting out orders. In a few moments the 
rishermen and a few bystanders, assisted by the policemen, had hauled 
the net into shore, and rolled it with its burden on to the wet sands that 
stih reflected the sunset. The secretary looked at what lay on the sands 

'V" 1 j e v ' or .^ s du on lips. For what lay on the sands was indeed 

t e ^ a gigantic man in rags, witii huge shoulders somewhat 

umpe and bonv eagle face; and a great red ragged woollen scarf or 

sprawled along the sunset sands like a great stam of blood. 

nt ay or was staring not at the gory scarf or the fabulous stature, but 

ace * his own face was a conflict of incredulity and suspicion. 

. . 1 . e ns P cctor instantly turned to Muggleton with a new air of 
civility. 00 

This certainly confirms your story,” he said. And until he heard 
e tone of those words, Muggleton had never guessed how almost 
!' !IJ ’• c 1 <L us stor ) had been disbelieved. Nobody had believed him 

Nobody but Father Brown. 

Therefore, seeing Father Brown edging away from the group, he made 
a movement to depart in his company; but even then he was brought 
1^ raI - Kr s 1(> rt b\ the discovery that the priest was once more being 
rawn away by the deadly attractions oi the funny little automatic 
mac ames. He even saw the -reverend gentleman fumbling for a penny, 
e stopped, however, with the penny poised in his finger and thumb, 

!f CrCtary s b oke ^ or t ^ lc ^ ast t i me i 11 his loud discordant voice, 
k 1 n 1 su PP ose wc ma y ^cld, ,, he said, ‘‘that the monstrous and im- 
‘‘M j argCS a ?» ainst me are als o at an end.” 

y dear sir, said the priest, “I never made any charges against you. 
ni not such a fool as to suppose you were likely to murder your master 

All l° r ^ ^^ t ^ len come d° wu here to fool about with his luggage, 
said was that I could make out a better case against you than you 

were making out so vigorously against poor Mr. Muggleton. All the 

same, if you really want to learn the truth about this business (and I 

assure you the truth isn’t generally grasped yet), [ can give you a hint 

even rom your own affairs. It is rather a rum and significant thing that 

• -Bruce the millionaire had been unknown to all his usual haunts and 
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habits for weeks before he was really killed. As you seem to be a promis¬ 
ing amateur detective, I advise you to work on that line.” 

“What do you mean?” asked Taylor sharply. 

But he got no answer out of Father Brown, who was once more 
completely concentrated on jiggling the litde handle of the machine, that 
made one doll jump out and then another doll jump after it. 

“Father Brown,” said Muggleton, his old annoyance faintly reviving: 
“Will you tell me why you like that fool thing so much?” 

“For one reason,” replied the priest, peering closely into the glass 
puppet-show. “Because it contains the secret of this tragedy.” 

Then he suddenly straightened himself and looked quite seriously 
at his companion. 

“I knew all along,” he said, “that you were telling the truth and the 
opposite of the truth.” 

Muggleton could only stare at a return of all the riddles. 

“It’s quite simple,” added the priest, lowering his voice. “That corpse 
with the scarlet scarf over there is the corpse of Braham Bruce the million¬ 
aire. There won’t be any other.” 

“But the two men-” began Muggleton, and his mouth fell open. 

“Your description of the two men was quite admirably vivid,” said 
Father Brown. “I assure you I’m not at all likely to forget it. If I may say 
so, you have a literary talent; perhaps journalism would give you more 
scope than detection. I believe I remember practically each point about 
each person. Only, you see, queerly enough, each point affected you in 
one way and me in exactly the opposite way. Let’s begin with the first 
you mentioned. You said that the first man you saw had an indescribable 
air of authority and dignity. And you said to yourself, ‘That’s the Trust 
Magnate, the great merchant prince, the ruler of markets.’ But when 
I heard about the air of dignity and authority, I said to myself, ‘That s 
the actor; everything about him is the actor.’ You don’t get that look 
by being President of the Chain Store Amalgamation Company. You 
get that look by being Hamlet’s Father’s Ghost, or Julius Caesar, or King 
Lear, and you never altogether lose it. You couldn’t see enough of his 
clothes to tell whether they were really seedy, but you saw a strip of fur 
and a sort of faintly fashionable cut; and I said to myself again, The actor. 
Next, before we go into details about the other man, notice one thing 
about him evidently absent from the first man. You said the second man 
was not only ragged but unshaven to the point of being bearded. Now 
we have all seen shabby actors, dirty actors, drunken actors, utterly 
disreputable actors. But such a thing as a scrub-bearded actor, in a job 
or even looking round for a job, has scarcely been seen in this world. 
On the other hand, shaving is often almost the first thing to go, with 
a gentleman or a wealthy eccentric who is really letting himself go to 
pieces. Now we have every reason to believe that your friend the 
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millionaire w a> letting hum-yil o to pieces. His letter was the letter of a 
111 • 1 * 1 d a Ire ;iu go 1 k to } )ieces. But it wasn t only negligence that 

made him look poor and shabby. Don’t you understand that the man 
was practically in hiding? that was why he didn’t go to his hotel; and 
no own secretary hadn \ seen him for weeks. He was a millionaire; but 
his \\ hole object was to be a completely disguised millionaire. Have you 
ever read The Woman in White’? Don’t you remember that the 
fashionable and luxurious Count Fosco, fleeing for his life before a secret 
society, was found stabbed ui the blue blouse of a common French 
workman? Then let us go back for a moment to the demeanour of these 
men. ^ You saw the first man calm and collected and you said to yourself, 
Thats the innocent victim ; though the innocent victim’s own letter 
wasn t at all calm and collected. 1 heard he was calm and collected; and 
I said to myself, ‘That’s the murderer.’ Why should he be anything else 
but calm and collected? He knew what he was going to do. He had 
made up his mind to do it for a long time; if he had ever had any hesita- 
| 01 runorw Ik had hardened himself against them before he came on 

me scene—in his case, we might say, on the stage. He wasn’t likely to 
ave any particular stage-fright. He didn’t pull out his pistol and wave it 

y ke? He kept it in his pocket till he wanted it; very 

likely he fired from his pocket. The other man fidgeted with his pistol 
because he was as nervous as a cat, and very probably had never had a 
pistol before. He did it for the same reason that he rolled his eyes; and I 
remember that, even in your own unconscious evidence, it is particularly 
stated that he rolled them backwards. In fact, he was looking behind him. 

tact, he was not the pursuer but the pursued. But because you hap- 
pene to see the first man first, you couldn’t help thinking of the other 
man as coining up behind him. In mere mathematics and mechanics 

ea ?“ i wa *, rumiin g after the other—just like the others.” 

^ hat others? inquired the dazed detective. 

. t i ^y> these, cried Father Brown, striking the automatic machine 
i 1 i ^ wooden spade, which had incongruously remained in his 

^an t roughout these murderous mysteries. “These little clockwork 
aolls that chase each other round and round for ever. Let us call them 

. ’ ^ r * t ^ ec *’ a ft er the colour of their coats. I happened to 

start oft with Mr. Blue, and so the children said that Mr. Red was runni* 

wiA MrR d^ ^ W ° U ^ ^ aVC 1°°^ exactly the contrary if I had started 

Th S> 10 See> sa ^ Muggleton; “and I suppose all the rest fits in. 

e amuy likeness, of course, cuts both ways, and they never saw the 
murderer leaving the pier_” 

never looked for the murderer leaving the pier,” said the other. 
°Uk ^ ^ them to look for a quiet clean-shaven gentleman in an 

a an coat. All the mystery of his vanishing revolved on your descrip- 
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tion of a hulking fellow in a red neckcloth. But the simple truth was that 
die actor in the astrakhan coat murdered the millionaire with the red rag, 
and there is the poor fellow’s body. It’s just like the red and blue dolls; 
only, because you saw one first, you guessed wrong about which was 
red with vengeance and which was blue with funk.” 

At this point two or three children began to straggle across the sands, 
and the priest waved them to him with the wooden spade, theatrically 
tapping the automatic machine. Muggleton guessed that it was mainly 
to prevent their straying towards the horrible heap on the shore. 

‘‘One more penny left in the world,” said Father Brown, “and then we 
must go home to tea. Do you know, Doris, I radier like those revolving 
games, that just go round and round like the Mulberry-Bush. After all, 
God made all the suns and stars to play Mulberry-Bush. But those other 
games, where one must catch up with another, where runners are rivals 
and run neck and neck and outstrip each other; well—much nastier things 
seem to happen. I like to think of Mr. Red and Mr. Blue always jumping 
with undiminished spirits; all free and equal; and never hurting each 
other. ‘Fond lover, never, never, wilt thou kiss—or kill.’ Happy, happy 
Mr. Red! 

“He cannot change; though thou hast not thy bliss, 

For ever wilt thou jump; and he be Blue.” 

Reciting this remarkable quotation from Keats, with some emotion, 
Father Brown tucked the little spade under one arm, and giving a hand 
to two of the children, stumped solemnly up the beach to tea. 


VI 

THE CRIME OF THE COMMUNIST 

Three men came out from under the low-browed Tudor arch in the 
mellow facade of Mandeville College, into the strong evening sunlight of 
a summer day which seemed as if it would never end; and in that sunlight 
they saw something that blasted like lightning; well-fitted to be the shock 
of their lives. 

Even before they had realized anything in the way of a catastrophe, 
they were conscious of a contrast. They themselves, in a curious quiet 
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way, were quite harmonious with their surroundings. Though the 
Tudor arches that ran like a cloister round the College gardens had been 
built tour hundred years ago, at that moment when the Gothic fell from 
heaven and >owed, or almost crouched, over the cosier chambers of 

■ " ; "-i-m and the Revival of Learning—though they themselves were in 

modern clothes (that is in clothes whose ugliness would have amazed any 
7 four _centunes) yet something in the spirit of the place made them 
. at °” e ' J he . g ard cns had been tended so carefully as to achieve the final 
numph of looking careless; the very flowers seemed beautiful by accident 
hke elegant weeds; and the modern costumes had at least any picturesque¬ 
ness that can be produced by being untidy. The first of the three, a tall 
bald, bearded maypole of a man, was a familiar figure in the Quad in 
cap and gown; the gown slipped off one of his sloping shoulders. The 
secon was very square-shouldered, short and compact, with a rather 
jo y grin, commonly clad in a jacket, with his gown over liis arm The 
third was even shorter and much shabbier, in black clerical clothes. But 

itmocnl ^7 > SUKable tG Mandevillc College; and the indescribable 

-cd into It and they faded into it; which is there regarded as most fitting 
lI * 5 70 men seated on garden chairs by a little table were a sort of 

b ack and yet they glittered from head to heel, from their burnished top- 
7 C< , t,,e ' r Perfectiy polished boots. It was dimly felt as an outrage that 

anybody shouHb. so „ell-d ressc d in the well-bred freedom of Mande- 

an AmrrSn The »^ y CXCUSC was that the y were foreigners. One was 
■snarl-1 • l ’ 4 nu Mtc> na,re °amed Hake, dressed in the spotlessly and 
qparklingly gentlemanly manner known only to the rich of New York 

o«re°dw;„ ^ “r ,heie ,hin S s th = »» astrakhan 

of prear r whiskers),was a German Count 

Themv^^U-b 6 paft °. f whose name was Von Zimmem. 

therp Tb ^ ° Pdlls L stor y.’ however, is not the mystery of why they were 
"r . were there for the reason that commonly explains the meet- 

monev the y P ro P osecl to g ive the College some 

Cier? 7 ^ ad cor j? e m support of a plan supported by several finan- 

magnates of many countries, for founding a new Chair of 

that ri 3t Mandevide Code g e - They had inspected the College with 

excent th SS A C ° nS ^ entlOU j S ! ghtSeeing of which no sons of Eve are capable 
thHHoK Ame f 1 I can 1 and the German. And now they were resting from 

Tb,. ,i? UrS 3n , d ookin g solemnly at the College gardens. So far so good. 

salutation**!! r Cr m 7’ Wh ° had alread y met them » passed with a vague 
clerical cloth 1 ^ °^ lem SCo PP cd; the smallest of the three, in the black 

‘S'ofdro “ml;-' 1 ' 11 " th ' “ ° U &i8h "" e,i rabWt ’ don '' lilre 
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Good God! Who could? ejaculated the tall man, who happened to 
be the Master of Mandeville. At least we have some rich men who don’t 
go about dressed up like tailors* dummies/* 

“Yes/* hissed the little cleric, “that*s what I mean. Like tailors* 
dummies.** 

Why, what do you mean? asked the shorter of the other men, 
sharply. 

I mean they re like horrible waxworks/’ said the cleric in a faint voice. 
“I mean they don’t move. Why don’t they move?” 

Suddenly starting out of his dim retirement, he darted across the garden 
and touched the German Baron on the elbow. The German Baron fell 
over, chair and all, and the trousered legs that stuck uo in the air were as 
stiff as the legs of the chair. 

Mr. Gideon P. Hake continued to gaze at the College gardens with 
glassy eyes; but the parallel of a waxwork confirmed the impression that 
they were like eyes made of glass. Somehow the rich sunlight and the 
coloured garden increased the creepy impression of a stiffly dressed doll; 
a marionette on an Italian stage. The small man in black, who was a 
priest named Brown, tentatively touched the millionaire on the shoulder, 
and the millionaire fell sideways, but horribly all of a piece, like something 
carved in wood. 

“Rigor mortis /* said Father Brown, ”and so soon. But it does vary a 
good deal.” 

The reason the first three men had joined the other two men so late 
(not to say too late) will best be understood by noting what had happened 
just inside the buildi n g, behind the Tudor archway, but a short time before 
they came out. They had all dined together in Hall, at the High Table; 
but the two foreign philanthropists, slaves of duty in the matter of seeing 
everything, had solemnly gone back to the chapel, of which one cloister 
and a staircase remained unexamined; promising to rejoin the rest in the 
garden, to examine as earnestly the College cigars. The rest, in a more 
reverent and right-minded spirit, had adjourned as usual to the long 
narrow oak table, round which the after-dinner wine had circulated, for 
all anybody knew, ever since the College had been founded in the 
Middle Ages by Sir John Mandeville, for the encouragement of telling 
stories. The Master, with the big fair beard and the bald brow, took the 
head of the table, and the squat man in the square jacket sat on his left; 
for he was the Bursar or business man of the College. Next to him, on that 
side of the table, sat a queer-looking man with what could only be called 
a crooked face; for its dark tufts of moustache and eyebrow, slanting 
at contrary angles, made a sort of zig-zag, as if half his face were puckered 
or paralysed. His name was Byles; he was the lecturer in Roman History, 
and his political opinions were founded on those of Coriolanus, not to 
mention Tarquinius Superbus. This tart Toryism, and rabidly reactionary 
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view of all current problems was not altogether unknown among the 
more old-fashioned sort of dons; but in the case of Byles there was a 
suggestion that it was a result rather than a cause of his acerbity More 
than one sharp observer had received the impression that there was 

something really wrong with Byles; that some secret or some great mis- 
fortune had embittered him; as if that half-withered face had really been 
7J lke a , st °™- st ncken tree. Beyond him again sat Father Brown 

bland, with eyes that were sleepy and perhaps a little sly. It was well 
known that this natural philosopher regarded the other philosophers, of a 
more classical tradition, very much as old fogies. On the other side of the 

~ 3 t , e ’°5T J f e Fathe , r ? r °T’. was a very swarthy and silent young man, 

, . ac P omte d beard > introduced because somebody had insisted 

lcvsk ^r \ ^rn! 1 ^. Persia ” : °PP°site the sinister Byles was a very mild- 

^ a head like an egg. Opposite the Bursar, 

, e n 8 bt band °^, tbe Master, was an empty chair; and there were 

many there who were glad to see it empty. 

1 don’t know whether Craken is coming,” said the Master, not 

lananid f n ‘j rv0us at the chair, which contrasted with the usual 

guid freedom of his demeanour. “I believe in giving people a lot of 

ope myse , but I confess I ve reached the point of being glad when he is 
here merely because he isn’t anywhere else ” 8 8 

“« NCV n r l W Y h . at he tl be U P to next >” said ^ Bursar cheerfully 
especially when he’s instructing the young.” Y ’ 

ahr.mt- I 5m f . eUow > but fier y of course,” said the Master, with a rather 

abrupt relapse into reserve. 

dnnV rcW ° r ^ S f C an< ^ abo brilliant,” growled old Byles, “but I 

Guv Fawkes’” ** buniaJ ta M Craken can figure as a real 

"ft (w °uU join a physical force revolution, if there 

<‘W/ n e ’i asked the Bursar smilin g- 

full of nd thl 'j ks he x y ould /’ said B y les sharply. “Told a whole hall 
Clr« \x/ er g r f duates the other day that nothing now could avert the 

and ir AM . urnm g mto a rea ^ war » with killing in the streets of the town; 

of the w^rkTg-cSs” ° ng “ “ Communism ^ thc ^otory 

bv ^ ar l” ?l used the Master > with a sort of distaste mellowed 

derstand all this about the Class War. When I was young, Socialism 
“ ’kPi 0 ^ t0 mean “ying that there are no classes.” 

sour relish^ ^ ° f Socialists are no class .” said Byles with 

Of course, you’d be more against them than I should ” said vk- 
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Master thoughtfully, “but I suppose my Socialism is almost as old- 

fashioned as your Toryism* Wonder what our young friends really 

think. What do you think, Baker?” he said abruptly to the Bursar on his 
left. 

“Oh, I don't think, as the vulgar saying is,” said the Bursar laughing. 

You must remember I'm a very vulgar person. I'm not a thinker. I'm 
only a business man; and as a business man I think it’s all bosh. You can't 
make men equal and it s damned bad business to pay them equal; especially 
a lot of them not worth paying for at all. Whatever it is, you've got to 
take the practical way out, because it's the only way out. It's not our 
fault if nature made everything a scramble.” 

I agree with you there, said the Professor of Chemistry, speaking 
with a lisp that seemed childish in so large a man, “Communism pretends 
to be oh so modern; but it is not. Throw-back to the superstitions of 
monks and primitive tribes. A scientific government, with a really 
ethical responsibility to posterity, would be always looking for the line 
of promise and progress; not levelling and flattening it all back into the 
mud again. Socialism is sentimentalism; and more dangerous than a 
pestilence, for in that at least the fittest would survive.” 

The Master smiled a little sadly. “You know you and I will never feel 
quite the same about differences of opinion. Didn't somebody say up 
here, about walking with a friend by the river, ‘Not differing much, 
except in opinion.' Isn't that the motto of a university? To have hun¬ 
dreds of opinions and not be opinionated. If people fall here, it's by 
what they are, not what they think. Perhaps I'm a relic of the eighteenth 
century; but I incline to the old sentimental heresy, ‘For forms of faith 
let graceless zealots fight; he can't be wrong whose life is in the right.' 
What do you think about that, Father Brown?” 

He glanced a little mischievously across at the priest and was mildly 
startled. For he had always found the priest very cheerful and amiable 
and easy to get on with; and his round face was mostly solid with good 
humour. But for some reason the priest’s face at this moment was 
knotted with a frown much more sombre than any the company had ever 
seen on it; so that for an instant that commonplace countenance actually 
looked darker and more ominous than the haggard face of Byles. An 
instant later the cloud seemed to have passed; but Father Brown still 
spoke with a certain sobriety and firmness. 

“I don't believe in that, anyhow,” he said shortly. “How can his life 
be in the right, if his whole view of life is wrong? That's a modem 
muddle that arose because people didn't know how much views of life 
can differ. Baptists and Methodists knew they didn't differ very much 
in morality; but then they didn't differ very much in religion or philo¬ 
sophy. It's quite different when you pass from the Baptists to the Ana¬ 
baptists; or from the Theosophists to the Thugs. Heresy always does 
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affect morality, if its heretical enough. I suppose a man may honestly 

believe that thieving isn’t wrong. But what’s the good of saying that he 
honestly believes in dishonesty?” 

, ,. Da ™ ed Sood, said Byles with a ferocious contortion of feature 
believed by many to be meant for a friendly smile. “And that’s why 
I object to having a Chair of Theoretical Thieving in this College/’ 

Well, you re all very down on Communism, of course,” said the 
Master, with a sigh. “But do you really think there’s so much of it to be 

down on? Are any of your heresies really big enough to be dan¬ 
gerous? 

“I think they have grown so big,” said Father Brown gravely, “that 
in some circles they are already taken for granted. They are actually 
unconscious. That is, without conscience/’ 

^ j Cnd Byles, “will be the ruin of this country.” 

The end will be something worse,” said Father Brown. 

«,Alf n S j°l ° r , sl Z ra P id[ y alon g the panelled wall opposite, as 
swiftly followed by die figure that had flung it; a tall but stooping figure 

with a vague outline like a bird of prey; accentuated by the Fact that its 

sudden appearance and swift passage were like those of a bird startled and 

ying rom a bush. It was only the figure of a long-limbed, high-shoul- 

", " ian Wlth long drooping moustaches, in fact, familiar enough to 
them all; but something in the twilight and candlelight and the flying and 
strea ing shadow connected it strangely with the priest’s unconscious 
wor s o omen; for all the world, as if those words had indeed been an 
augury, m the old Roman sense; and the sign of it the flight of a bird. 

erhaps Mr. Byles might have given a lecture on such Roman augury; 
and especially on drat bird of ill-omen. 

1 he tall man shot along the wall like his own shadow until he sank into 

. tr Pty C • t F , 0n „ the Masters ri g !lt > and looked across at the Bursar 
ST rCSt Wlth 1 l oUo , w and cavernous eyes. His hanging hair and mous- 

heen kl/if ltC ^ lr ’ ^ ut ^ 1S e y es were so deep-set that they might have 
_ . . , c ‘ . ver yone knew, or could guess, who the newcomer was; but 

an incident instantly followed that sufficiendy illuminated the situation. 

I ie rotessor of Roman History rose stiffly to his feet and stalked out of 
.11 ° m .’ in , lcatul S w hh litd c finesse his feelings about sitting at the same 

th ' P'ofeor of Theoretical Thieving, otherwise the Com! 
mumst, Mr. .Craken. 

g/? 16 ^ aster °J Mandeville covered the awkward situation with nervous 
jL ^ as defendmg you, or some aspects of you, my dear Craken,” 

Aftn n r 1 am sure you would find me quite indefensible, 

verv t /° r 8 ct diat the old Socialist friends of my youth had a 

in ?! .nn,' ldCa L 0 „ &aternit y and comradeship. William Morris put it all 
“Cntence, Fellowsliip is heaven; and lack of fellowship is hell. ” 

0ns 35 Democrats; see headline,” said Mr. Craken rather disagreeably 
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And is Hard-Case Hake going to dedicate the new Commercial Chair 
to the memory of William Morris?” 

Well, said the Master, still maintaining a desperate geniality, “I 
L say, in a sense, that all our Chairs are Chairs of good- 

Yes, that s the academic version of the Morris maxim,” growled 
Craken., “ ‘A Fellowship is heaven; and lack of a Fellowship is hell/ ” 

Don’t be so cross, Craken,” interposed the Bursar briskly. “Take 
some port. Tenby, pass the port to Mr. Craken.” 

Oh well, 1 11 have a glass,” said the Communist Professor a litde less 
ungraciously. I really came down here to have a smoke in the garden. 
Then I looked out of the window and saw your two precious milli onaire 
were actually blooming in the garden; fresh, innocent buds. After all, 
it might be worth while to give them a bit of my mind.” 

The Master had risen under cover of his last conventional cordiality, 
and was only too glad to leave the Bursar to do his best with the Wild 
Man. Others had risen, and the groups at the table had begun to break 
up; and the Bursar and Mr. Craken were left more or less alone at the 
end of the long table. Only Father Brown continued to sit staring into 
vacancy with a rather cloudy expression. 

“Oh, as to that, said the Bursar. "I'm pretty tired of them myself, to 
tell the truth; I ve been with them the best part of a day going into facts 
and figures and all the business of this new Professorship. But look here, 
Craken,’ and he leaned across the table and spoke with a sort of soft 
emphasis, “you really needn’t cut up so rough about this new Professor¬ 
ship. It doesn’t really interfere with your subject. You’re the only Pro¬ 
fessor of Political Economy at Manaeville and, though I don’t pretend 
to agree with your notions, everybody knows you’ve got a European 
reputation. This is a special subject they call Applied Economics. Well, 
even to-day, as I told you, I’ve had a hell of a lot of Applied Economics. 

In other words, I’ve had to talk business with two business men. Would 


nope we may 
fellowship. ” 


you particularly want to do that? Would you envy it? Would you 
stand it? Isn’t that evidence enough that there is a separate subject and 
may well be a separate Chair?” 

“Good God,” cried Craken with the intense invocation of the atheist. 
“Do you think I don’t want to apply Economics? Only, when we apply 
it, you call it red ruin and anarchy; and when you apply it, I take the 
liberty of calling it exploitation. If only you fellows would apply 
Economics, it’s just possible that people might get something to eat. We 
are the practical people; and that s why you’re afraid of us. That’s why 
you have to get two greasy Capitalists to start another Lectureship; just 
because I’ve let the cat out of the bag.” 

“Rather a wild cat, wasn’t it,” said the Bursar smiling, “that you let 
out of die bag?” 
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And rather a gold-bag, wasn’t it,” said Craken, “that you are tying 
the cat up in again?” 1 ° 

“Well 1 don’t suppose we shall ever agree about all that,” said the 

other. But those fellows have come out of their chapel into the garden; 

3)id 1 ! you want to have your smoke there, you’d better come.” He 

watched with some amusement his companion fumbling in all his 

pockets till he produced a pipe, and then, gazing at it with an abstracted 

air, Craken rose to In feet, but even in doing so, seemed to be feeling all 

over himself again. Mr. Baker the Bursar ended the controversy with a 

happy laugh of reconciliation. “You are the practical people, and you 

will blow up the town with dynamite. Only you’ll probably forget die 

dynamite, as I bet you’ve forgotten the tobacco. Never mind, take a fill 

o mine. Matches? He threw a 1 obacco-pouch and its accessories across 

e table; to be caugh t by Mr. Craken with that dexterity never forgotten 

by a cricketer, even when he adopts opinions generally regarded as not 

cricket. The two men rose together; but Baker could not forbear remark- 

c re y ou really the only practical people? Isn’t there anything to be 

, 1 1 K 1 f [ Ii t! Economics, that remembers to carry a tobacco- 
pouch as well as a pipe?” 

1 j n f°°ked at him with smouldering eyes; and said at last, after 
slowly draining the last of his wine: 

1 1 s “ lere s another sort of practicality. I dare say I do forget 

etails and so on. What I want you to understand is this”—he auto¬ 
mata y returned the pouch; but his eyes were far away and jet-burning, 
a most terrible because the inside of our intellect has changed, because 
we re y have a new idea of right, we shall do things you think really 
„^ nd they will be very practical.” 

»i CS ’ ? aid f adl fr Brown, suddenly coming out of his trance. “That’s 
exactly what I said. 

^nJ°°iot e< * A CT ? SS at Craken with a glassy and rather ghastly smile, 

Craken and I are in complete agreement.” 


Craken and I are in complete agreement.” 

1 ’ f'h Baker, Craken is going out to smoke a pipe with 

p u ocrats, but I doubt whether it will be a pipe of peace.” 

Ha Him a J_* 1 1 t « x IT i 


the 


it , , ' --- uu d j.»cacc. 

6 ^^4 r r e Z abru P rl Y anc ^ ca ^ e( ^ to an aged attendant in the back- 
f j 1m * ^deville was one of the last of the very old-fashioned Colleges* 

n 1 l VC ^ ra l cn . was one °P ^e first of the Communists; before the 
vor eV 1 S,m uj°~^ a y* That reminds me/* the Bursar was saying, “as 
nif round your peace pipe, we must send out the cigars to 

gnests. If they’re smokers they must be longing for a 
P V or ^ ve been nosing about in the chapel since feeding-time * 

their" e ?. P !° ded , a sava ^ e >ning laugh. “Oh, I’ll take them 
B lr ^ arS ’ said ‘ 1 m only a proletarian.” 

5. cr and ® r °wn and the attendant were all witnesses to the fact that 

ommumst strode fiiH/Miclw into ___:ii* 
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aires; but nothing more was seen or heard of them until, as is already 
recorded, Father Brown found them dead in their chairs. 

It was agreed that the Master and the priest should remain to guard the 
scene of tragedy, while the Bursar, younger and more rapid in his move¬ 
ments, ran off to fetch doctors and policemen. Father Brown approached 
the table on which one of the cigars had burned itself away all but an 
inch or two; the other had dropped from the hand and been dashed out 
into dying sparks on the crazy-pavement. The Master of Mandeville 
sat down rather shakily on a sufficiently distant seat and buried his bald 
brow in his hands. Then he looked up at first rather wearily; and then 
he looked very startled indeed and broke the stillness of the garden with 
a word like a small explosion of horror. 

There was a certain quality about Father Brown which might some¬ 
times be called blood-curdling. He always thought about what he was 
doing and never about whether it was done; he would do the most ugly 
or horrible or undignified or dirty things as calmly as a surgeon. There 
was a certain blank, in his simple mind, of all those things commonly 
associated with being superstitious or sentimental. He sat down on the 
chair from which the corpse had fallen, picked up the cigar the corpse 
had partially smoked, carefully detached die ash, examined the butt-end 
and then stuck it in his mouth and lit it. It looked like some obscene and 
grotesque antic in derision of the dead; and it seemed to him to be the 
most ordinary common sense. A cloud floated upwards like the smoke 
of some savage sacrifice and idolatry; but to Father Brown it appeared a 
perfectly self-evident fact that the only way to find out what a cigar is 
like is to smoke it. Nor did it lessen the horror for his old friend, the 
Master of Mandeville, to have a dim but shrewd guess that Father Brown 
was, upon the possibilities of the case, risking his own life. 

No; I think that’s all right/’ said the priest, putting the stump down 
again. “Jolly good cigars. Your cigars. Not American or German. I 
don’t think there’s anything odd about the cigar itself; but they’d better 
take care of the ashes. These men were poisoned somehow with the sort 
of stuff that stiffens the body quickly .... By the way, there goes some¬ 
body who knows more about it than we do.” 

The Master sat up with a curiously uncomfortable jolt; for indeed the 
large shadow which had fallen across the pathway preceded a figure 
which, however heavy, was almost as soft-footed as a shadow. Professor 
Wadham, eminent occupant of the Chair of Chemistry, always moved 
very quietly in spite of his size, and there was nothing odd about his 
strolling in the garden; yet there seemed something unnaturally neat in 
his appearing at the exact moment when chemistry was mentioned. 

Professor Wadham prided himself on his quietude; some would say his 
insensibility. He did not turn a hair on his flattened flaxen head, but stood 
looking down at the dead men with a shade of something like indifference 
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on his large froglike face Only when he looked at the cigar-ash which 
the ones, bad preserved he touchedwith one finger; then he seemed ,0 
stand even stiller than before; but in the shadow of his face his eyes for 

?oIS%rhTd ed t0 f S T C °f te , lesc °P icalJ y ^ke one of his own micro- 
noEg H H d ilAy rCahzcd ° r rec °g^d something; but he said 

Mast< d ° n £ kUOW WllCrC any ° ne 15 t0 m this business,” said the 

I should begin said Fatlier Brown, “by asking where these un- 
fortunate men had been most of the time to-day.” 

w ,, Cy WerC , I ? ' ss J n g fbout in my laboratory for a good rime,” said 
am, speaking for the first time. “Baker often comes t 
chat and this time he brought his two patrons to inspect mv , 

ut think they went everywhere; real tourists. I know'they went to 
the chapel and even into the tunnel under the crypt, where you have to 

fo0d UleLk " — 
with “.„ni eSSO » of ^Chemistry murmured a cheinical formula beginning 

XT, closi " 8 Us eyci - but 

fed? ™ 

surgeon who " c ? otkes and shrewd doglike face of a police- 

firsf to arriv 7 f 1 fh had ff met i “ the P °° rer parts of the town ' He was 

urst to arrive of the official contingent. 

witliinearcW “f Said 7 Master to die priest, before die doctor was 

about r n ’ • m i USt know something. Did you mean what you said 
about Commmiism bemg a real danger and leading to crime?” 

the soreJof lt 7 Br ° Wn Swilm S rather grimly, “I have ready noriced 

this if a Co ° me ^°rnmunist ways and influences; and, in one sense, 

«.Jr, Communist crime. 

thine at onr^V 'Si** A J a5ter * “Then I must go off and see to some- 
Th^ M «■ * J? authorities I’ll be back in ten minutes.” 

the i a van i s h e d into one of the Tudor archways at just about 

recoeni»7c W T. en ^ P°bce-doctor had reached the table and cheerfully 

sh Br0WI V, ° n 1116 latter ’ S su S8 esUon ^at they should 

glanro - t ,-u L C ^bh. Dr. Blake threw one sharp and doubtful 

a more re C 18> and seemingly somnolent chemist, who occupied 

and whar He was dul y “formed of the Professor’s identity. 

ad so far been gathered of the Professor’s evidence; and listened 
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to it silently while conducting a preliminary examination of the dead 

bodies. Naturally, he seemed more concentrated on the actual corpses 

than on the hearsay evidence, until one detail suddenly distracted him 
entirely from the science of anatomy. 

What did the Professor say he was working at?” he inquired. 

Father Brown patiently repeated the chemical formula he did not 
understand. 


a 


a 


What? snapped Dr. Blake, like a pistol-shot. “Gosh! This is pretty 
frightful!” ^ 

Because it’s poison?” inquired Father Brown. 

Because it’s piffle,” replied Dr. Blake. “It's simply nonsense. The 
Professor is quite a famous chemist. Why is a famous chemist deliberately 
talking nonsense?” 

“Well, I think I know that one,” answered Father Brown mildly. 
“He is talking nonsense, because he is telling lies. He is concealing some¬ 
thing; and he wanted specially to conceal it from these two men and their 
representatives.” 

The doctor lifted his eyes from the two men and looked across at the 
almost unnaturally immobile figure of the great chemist. He might 
almost have been asleep; a garden butterfly had settled upon him and 
seemed to turn his stillness into that of a stone idol. The large folds of 
his froghke face reminded the doctor of the hanging skins of a rhinoceros. 

“Yes, said Father Brown, in a very low voice. “He is a wicked man. 

“God damn it all!” cried the doctor, suddenly moved to his very depths. 
“Do you mean that a great scientific man like that deals in murder? 

“Fastidious critics would have complained of his dealing in murder, 
said the priest dispassionately. “I don’t say I’m very fond of peo 
dealing in murder in that way myself. But what's much more to the 
point—I’m sure that these poor fellows were among his fastidious critics. 

“You mean they found his secret and he silenced them?” said Blake 
frowning. “But what in hell was his secret? How could a man murder 
on a large scale in a pi ace like this?” 

“I have told you his secret,” said the priest. “It is a secret of the soul. 
He is a bad man. For heaven’s sake don t fancy I say that because he and 
I are of opposite schools or traditions. I have a crowd of scientific friends; 
and most of them are heroically disinterested. Even of the most sceptical, 

1 would only say they are rather irrationally disinterested. But now and 
then you do get a man who is a materialist, in the sense of a beast. I 

repeat he’s a bad man. Much worse than-” And Father Brown 

seemed to hesitate for a word. 

“You mean much worse than the Communist?” suggested the other. 

“No; I mean much worse than the murderer,” said Father Brown. 

He got to his feet in an abstracted manner; and hardly realized that Ins 
companion was staring at him. 
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y<>U mK “’" “ ked BW “ « >«. "that this Wadham is the 

s5 r S? » 

des^ratej aiid hac the excuses of sudden rage and despair.” 

after all?” ^ ^ doCt ° r ’ <d ° y0U mean il was the Communist 

It was at this very moment, appropriately enough that the nolic 
case a ba a m Car d d ^ an . ann P™ cem “t that seemfd’to conclude the 

almost Jr * 7 Capt r re i d the cnminal - Indeed, they had captured him 

ilS thC aCtiVi r ° f Ctaken ^ Communist during 

Ln^f “n't hl ? ; ^ found Ae arr «t thoroughly justife g d For a 

nan was found that he was actually carrytng a box of poisoned matches. 
oT", “ 0mC "‘., Fal!ler Brown heard the word •'matches,” he jumped 

from his seat as d a match had been lighted under him. J P 

clear/-' “ '***’ ” ,th “ !ort of umversal radiance, “and now it’s all 

jZtr. m "j by n U f lelr? ” landed the Master of Mande- 

dte pornn ^fi f V” °wn ofScialisn. to match 

torious armv “n° officlak now occupymg die College like a vic- 

against CrJter is dearF” “ Can y0U afe “"""“d " 0W th a< the case 

J F raltcn j s beared," said Father Brown firmly, “and the 

Sd rfmi who' U aW u y ' D ° y °“ really Wi "' Craken is 

he had ne^rToT, Ti ,'h P f d U '' MaS “- with th e troubled expression 

voumrlf xxrU *j l r f ^5 sensation occurred. But it was vou 
For that mar Jit wal fanadCS W ‘Jr ^ P n . ncp P ks ma y do wicked things. 

hr 1 " B'own laughed in a rather shamefaced inanner. 
seem to < bealwav 1>01n i-’- h ' Said ' "'c'TP 0 ^ 1 OW£ you aU “ apology. I 

“lokest” ™ V , j U u m ?. a m ' K of thhrgs with my silly hide joke!” 

a (fimS’fePJ iCSt - C r Ubb , in8 * bcad - ‘^hen 1 talked about 

ced about two or three tunes even to^lay. It is a Communis, ha£ 
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by no means confined to Communists. It is the extraordinary habit of 
so many men, especially Englishmen, of putting other peopled match¬ 
boxes in their pockets without remembering to return them. Of course, 
it seems an awfully silly little trifle to talk about. But it does happen to 
be the way the crime was committed.” 

“It sounds to me quite crazy,” said the doctor. 

“Well, if almost any man may forget to return matches, you can bet 
your boots that Craken would forget to return them. So the poisoner 
who had prepared the matches got rid of them on to Craken, by the 
simple process of lending them and not getting them back. A really 
admirable way of shedding responsibility; because Craken liimself would 
be perfectly unable to imagine where he had got them from. But when 
he used them quite innocently to light the cigars he offered to our two 
visitors, he was caught in an obvious trap; one of those too obvious traps. 
He was the bold bad Revolutionist murdering two millionaires,” 

Well, who else would want to murder them?” growled the doctor. 
Ah, who indeed? replied the priest; and his voice changed to much 
greater gravity. “There we come to the other thing I told you; and 
that, let me tell you, was not a joke. I told you that heresies and false 
doctrines had become common and conversational; that everybody was 
used to them; that nobody really noticed them. Did you think I meant 
Communism when I said that? Why, it was just the other way. You 
were all as nervous as cats about Communism; and you watched Craken 
like a wolf. Of course. Communism is a heresy; but it isn’t a heresy that 
you people take for granted. It is Capitalism you take for granted; or 
rather the vices of Capitalism disguised as a dead Darwinism. Do you 
recall what you were all saying in the Common Room, about life being 
only a scramble, and nature demanding the survival of the fittest, and 
how it doesn’t matter whether the poor are paid justly or not? Why, 
that is the heresy that you have grown accustomed to, my friends; and it s 
every bit as much a heresy as Communism. That’s the anti-Christian 
morality or immorality that you take quite naturally. And thats the 
immorality that has made a man a murderer to-day.” 

“What man?” cried the Master, and his voice cracked with a sudden 
weakness. 

“Let me approach it another way,” said the priest placidly. You all 
talk as if Craken ran away; but he didn’t. When the two men toppled 
over, he ran down the street, summoned the doctor merely by shouting 
through the window, and shortly afterwards was trying to summon 
the police. That was how he was arrested. But doesn’t it strike you, now 
one comes to think of it, that Mr. Baker the Bursar is rather a long time 
looking for the police?” 

“What is he doing then?” asked the Master sharply. 9 

“I fancy he’s destroying papers; or perhaps ransacking these men s 


THE CRIME OF THE COMMUNIST <573 

rooms to see they haven’t left us a letter. Or it may have something to 

do with our friend Wadham. Where does he come in? That is really 

very simple and a sort oi joke too. Mr. Wadham is experimenting h 

P°“ om J or t,ie ne3 “ war; and has something of which a whiff of flame 

will stiffen a man dead. Of course, he had nothing to do with killing 

these men; but he did conceal his chemical secret for a very simple reason 

One of them was a Puritan Yankee and the other a cosmopolitan lew’ 

and those two types are often fanatical Pacifists. They would have called 

it planning murder and probably refused to help the College. But Baker 

was a friend of Wadham and it was easy for him to dip matches in the 
new material. r 

Another peculiarity of the little priest was that his mind was all of a 
piece, and he was unconscious of many incongruities; he would change 
the note of his talk from something quite public to something quite 
private, without any particular embarrassment. On this occasion he 
made most of the company stare with mystification, by beginning to 

to rbr°f 0nC , Pm01 ! W t Cn he had j, ust been taking to ten; quite indifferent 
about taCt that 0lJy the ° nC COud bave any notion of what he was talking 

I m sorry if I misled you, doctor, by that maundering metaphysical 

ST” the «f of: Ik apologetically. "Of coui it had 
nothing to do with the murder; but the truth is I’d forgotten all about the 

of vJL ° r cu m rT Cnt ‘ (° r g° tten everything, you see, but a sort 

the flowers like some blind monster of the Stone Age. And I was thinking 

irrelevant n J onstrous » b ke men of stone; but it was all 

„ ? - g bad mside has very little to do with committing crimes 

. • C ' , 6 Y-j rSt i cr * m * nab bave committed no crimes. The practical 
L, l \ wb y dld tbe practical criminal commit this crime. Why did 

T f the Bursar want to kill these men? That’s all that concerns us now. 

ne answer is the answer to the question I’ve asked twice. Where were 

B ^ Se f , meI i most , of the time, apart from nosing in chapels or laboratories? 

Bursar 6 '° UrSarS 0wn account . they were talking business with the 

imJ/° W> res P cct to the dead, I do not exactly grovel before the 

C e , Ct °. c lcsc two financiers. Their views on economics and ethics 
vie 6 C n Cn an< ^ beardess - Their views on Peace were tosh. Their 
staivE ° n j °[ l Were evcu more deplorable. But one thing they did under- 
tn ^ ’ 3nd , at Was business - And it took them a remarkably short time 
„ tscover that the business man in charge of the funds of tliis College 

unlJ a , S r dlcr -. 9 r sbab 1 sa y* a true follower of the doctrine of the 

««y 1 ed stru ggle for life and the survival of the fittest.” 

ou mean they were going to expose him and he killed them before 
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they could speak,” said the doctor frowning. “There are a lot of details 
I don’t understand.” 

(< “There are some details I’m not sure of myself,” said the priest frankly. 
“I suspect all that business of candles underground had something to 
do with abstracting the millionaires own matches, or perhaps making 
sure they had no matches. But I’m sure of the main gesture, the gay and 
careless gesture of Baker tossing his matches to the careless Craken. 
That gesture was the murderous blow.” 

“There’s one thing I don’t understand,” said the Inspector. “How 
did Baker know that Craken wouldn’t light up himself then and there 
at the table and become an unwanted corpse?” 

The face of Father Brown became almost heavy with reproach; and 
his voice had a sort of mournful yet generous warmth in it. 

“Well, hang it all,” he said, “he was only an atheist.” 

I m afraid I don t know what you mean,” said the Inspector, politely. 

“He only wanted to abolish God,” explained Father Brown in a tem¬ 
perate and reasonable tone. “He only wanted to destroy the Ten Com¬ 
mandments and root up all the religion and civilization that had made 
him, and wash out all the common sense of ownership and honesty; 
and let his culture and his country be flattened out by savages from the 
ends of the earth. That’s all he wanted. You have no right to accuse him 
of anything beyond that. Hang it all, everybody draws the line some¬ 
where ! And you come here and calmly suggest that a Mandeville Man of 
the old generation (for Craken was of the old generation, whatever his 
views) would have begun to smoke, or even strike a match, while he was 
still drinking the College Port, of the vintage of *o8—no, no; men are 
not so utterly without laws and limits as all that! I was there; I saw him; 
he had not finished his wine, and you ask me why he did not smokel 
No such anarchic question has ever shaken the arches of Mandeville 
College. . . . Funny place, Mandeville College. Funny place, Oxford. 
Funny place, England.” 

“But you haven’t anything particular to do with Oxford?” asked the 
doctor curiously. 

“1 have to do with England,’ said Father Brown. “I come from there. 
And the funniest thing of all is that even if you love it and belong to it, 
you still can’t make head or tail of it.” 
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a A 7S- BR0WN alw ? y$ d ? cllared that he solved this problem in his sleep 
And thu was true, though in rather an odd fashion; because it occurred 

at a tune when has sleep was rather disturbed. It was disturbed very early 

ftfu b y the hammering that began in the huge building or 

half-building, that was in process of erection opposite to his rooms! a 
colossal pile of flats still mostly covered with scaffolding and with boards 
announcing Messrs. Swindon & Sand as the builders and owners The 
hammering was renewed at regular intervals and was easily recognizable- 

S r d ° n ! P £dlfed - — new American 

lr 1 ! netrabthty and permanent comfort (as described in the 
tools n' had '°j be dlm P cd L down « eertain points with heavy 

from it; saying that it always woke him up in time for the very earliest 

AfSr 5 eret0re s °meth.ng almost in the nature of a Carillon. 

l be , sa,d > n wa * almost as Poetic that Christians should be 

riomw? d b) I h r m T S aS by be 5 s - As a fact - however, the building opera- 

hke a cloud over the half-built skyscraper the possibility of a Labouf 
crisis, wbch (die newspapers doggedly insisted on describing as a Strike 
As a matter of fact, if ever it happened, it would be a Lockout. But he 
worried a good deal about whether it would happen. And it might 

became lt may go on for ever, or because it may stop at any minute. 

UP at the edifi matter i °f ■^ fancy >” said Fath er Brown, staring 
Zo I WUh hlS ? J whsh s P e « a ^. “I rather wish it would 

un P ‘ h ^1 h ° USeS W ° uld , St °P while the y sti11 have the scaffolding 
so fresh 3 P u% 1 u at r° USeS are ever fmish ed. They look 

hbtoa 8 mmb^ e $Un: and a ^ S ° ° ftCn 0nly finishes a house by tur nfng 
a ^ h wK d / Way 4 fr0n i ^ ° bje , Ct ° fhis SCrutiny * he nearly ran into 

stancesWs bU u- S J uffi ^ ie l ? dy to re g ard him (in the circum- 

'. , s som ething of a bird of ill-omen. Mr. Mastyk was a sauat 

heavcf SqU T head ^ looked hardl y European, dressed with a 
Brown had seen him lately talking ^ T 3 ? Zed dut 
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and he did not like it. This man Mastyk was the head of an organiza¬ 
tion rather new in English industrial politics; produced by extremes 
at both ends; a definite army of non-Union and largely alien labour 
hired out in gangs to various firms; and he was obviously hovering 
about in the hope of hiring it out to this one. In short, he might negotiate 
some way of out-manoeuvring the Trade Union and flooding the works 
with blacklegs. Father Brown had been drawn into some of the debates, 
being in some sense called in on both sides. And as the Capitalists all 
reported that, to their positive knowledge, he was a Bolshevist; and as 
the Bolshevists all testified that he was a reactionary rigidly attached 
to bourgeois ideologies, it may be inferred that he talked a certain amount 
of sense without any appreciable effect on anybody. The news brought 
by Mr. Mastyk, however, was calculated to jerk everybody out of the 
ordinary rut of the dispute. 

“They want you to go over there at once,” said Mr. Mastyk, in awk¬ 
wardly accented English. “There is a threat to murder.” 

Father Brown followed his guide in silence up several stairways and 
ladders to a platform of the unfinished building, on which were grouped 
die more or less familiar figures of die heads of the building business. 
They included even what had once been the head of it; though the head 
had been for some time rather a head in the clouds. It was at least a head 


in a coronet, that hid it from human sight like a cloud. Lord Stanes, in 
other words, had not only retired from the business but been caught up 


into the House of Lords and disappeared. His rare reappearances were 
languid and somewhat dreary; but this one, in conjunction with that of 
Mastyk, seemed none the less menacing. Lord Stanes was a lean, long¬ 
headed, hollow-eyed man with very faint fair hair fading into baldness; 
and he was the most evasive person the priest had ever met. He was un- 

1 1 f * 1 J f 

rivalled in the true Oxford talent of saying, “No doubt you re right, so 
as to sound like, “No doubt you think you’re right,” or of merely re¬ 
marking, “You think so?” so as to imply the acid addition, “You would. 
But Father Brown fancied that the man was not merely bored but faintly 
embittered, though whether at being called down from Olympus to 
control such trade squabbles, or merely at not being really any longer m 


control of them, it was difficult to guess. 

On the whole, Father Brown rather preferred the more bourgeois 
group of partners, Sir Hubert Sand and his nephew Henry; though he 
doubted privately whether they really had very many ideologies. True, 
Sir Hubert Sand had obtained considerable celebrity in the newspapers; 
both as a patron of sport and as a patriot in many crises during and after 
the Great War. He had won notable distinction in France, for a man of 
his years, and had afterwards been featured as a triumphant captain oj 
industry overcoming difficulties among the munition-workers. He had 
been called a Strong Man; but that was not his fault. He was in fact a 
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heavy, he: Englishman; a great swimmer; a good squire; an admi¬ 

rable amateur colonel. Indeed, something that can only be called a 
military make-up pervaded his appearance. He was growing stout, but he 
t t.pi. his shoulders set back; his curly hair and moustache were still brown 
while the colours of his face were already somewhat withered ZTd7. 
His nephew was a burly youth of the pushing, or rather shouldering, sort 
with a relatively small head thrust out on a thick neck, as if he went at 
things with his head down; a gesture somehow rendered rather quaint 

and boyish by the pince-nez that were balanced on Ins pugnacious pug- 
nose * 

Father Brown had looked at all these things before; and at that moment 

everybody was looking at something entirely new. In the centre of the 

wood-work there was nailed up a large loose flapping piece of paper on 

which something was scrawled in crude and almost crazy capital letters, 

as if the writer were either almost illiterate or were affecting or parodying 

illiteracy. The words actually ran: “The Council of the Workers warns 

Hubert Sand that he will lower wages and lock out workmen at his 

peril. If the notices go out to-morrow, he will be dead by the justice of 
the people. 

Lord Stanes was just stepping back from his examination of the paper, 

and, looking across at his partner, he said with rather a curious intona¬ 
tion: 

Well, it s you they want to murder. Evidently I’m not considered 
worth murdering.” 

One of those still electric shocks of fancy that sometimes thrilled Father 
Brown s mind in an almost meaningless way shot through him at that 
particular mstant. He had a queer notion that the man who was speaking 
could not now be murdered, because he was already dead It was he 
cheerfully admitted, a perfectly senseless idea. But there was something 
that always gave him the creeps about the cold disenchanted detachment 

thC C fn ,0r F rmer; about his cadaverous colour and inhospitable 

eyes. The fellow he thought in the same perverse mood, “has green 
eyes and looks as if he had green blood.” 

Anyhow, it was certain that Sir Hubert Sand had not got green blood. 
His blood, which was red enough in every sense, was creeping up into 
his withered or weather-beaten cheeks with all the warm fullness of life 
that belongs to the natural and innocent indignation of the good-natured. 

In all my life, he said, in a strong voice and yet shakily, “I have 

SUch a tbin 8 said or d °ne about me. I may have differed_ 

W^ e ean none of us differ about this,” struck in his nephew im- 
petuously. I ve tried to get on with them, but this is a bit too thick.” 


men 
(< 


You don t really think,” began Father Brown, “that your work- 
say we may have differed,” said old Sand, still a little tremulously, 
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God knows I never liked the idea of threatening English workmen 
with cheaper labour_ 

We none of us liked it, said the young- man, “but if I know you, 

uncle, this has about settled it ” 7 

Then aiter a pause he added, “I suppose, as you say, we did disagree 
about details; but as to real policy_” 

My dear fellow, said his uncle, comfortably. “I hoped there would 
never be any real disagreement.” From which anybody who under- 
stands the English nation may rightly infer that there had been very con¬ 
siderable disagreement. Indeed the uncle and nephew differed almost as 
much as an Englishman and an American. The uncle had the English 
i eal of getting outside the business, and setting up a sort of an alibi as a 
country gentleman. The nephew had the American ideal of getting inside 
the business, of getting inside the very mechanism like a mechanic. And, 
indeed, he had worked with most of the mechanics and was familiar 
with most of the processes and tricks of the trade. And he was American 
again, in the fact that he did this partly as an employer to keep his men up 
to the mark, but in some vague way also as an equal, or at least with a 
pride in showing himself also as a worker. For this reason he had often 
appeared almost as a representative of the workers, on technical points 
which were a hundred miles away from his uncle’s popular eminence in 
politics or sport. The memory of those many occasions, when young 
Henry had practically come out of the workshop in his shirt-sleeves, to 
demand some concession about the conditions of the work, lent a peculiar 
force and even violence to his present reaction the other way. 

Well, they ve damned-well locked themselves out this rime/* he cried. 
After a threat like that there’s simply nothing left but to defy them. 
There s nothing left but to sack them all now; instanter; on the spot. 
Otherwise we’ll be the laughing-stock of the world.” 

Old Sand frowned with equal indignation, but began slowly: “I shall 
be very much criticized-” 

“Criticized!” cried the young man shrilly. “Criticized if you defy a 
threat of murder! Have you any notion how you’ll be criticized if you 
don’t defy it? Won’t you enjoy the headlines? ‘Great Capitalist Ter¬ 
rorized’—‘Employer Yields to Murder Threat.’ ” 

“Particularly,” said Lord Stanes, with something faindv unpleasant in 
his tone. “Particularly when he has been in so many headlines already as 
‘The Strong Man of Steel-Building.’ ” 

Sand had gone very red again and his voice came thickly from under 
his thick moustache. “Of course you’re right there. If these brutes think 
I’m afraid-” 

At this point there was an interruption in the conversation of the 
group; and a slim young man came towards them swiftly. The first 
notable thing about him was that he was one of those whom men, and 
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women too, think are just a little too nice-looking to look nice. He had 
beautiful dark curly hair and a silken moustache and he spoke like a 
gentleman, but with almost too refined and exactly modulated an accent. 

J 11 ™ at once » Rupert Rae, the secretary of Sir 
Hubert, whom he had often seen pottering about in Sir Hubert’s house- 

^^ ever Wltb suc ^ impatience in his movements or such a wrinkle on 

I m sorry, sir,” he said to his employer, “but there’s a man been 
hanging about over there. I’ve done my best to get rid of him. He’s 
o ^ y got a letter, but he swears he must give it to you personally ” 

You mean he went first to my house?” said Sand, glancing swi 
at his secretary. I suppose you’ve been there all the morning.” 

Yes, sir, said Mr. Rupert Rae. 

,, J h f e was a short silence; and then Sir Hubert Sand curtly intimated 
that the man had better be brought along; and the man duly appeared. 

o o y, not even the least fastidious lady, would have said that the 
newcomer was too mce-iooking. He had very large ears and a face like 

F=X g ’n “ Star . ed b , Ct ° r ? Wlth an almost ghastly fixity, which 

fern nr A *° Wn a . ttri ^ ute( ^ to havmg a glass eye. In fact, his fancy was 
tempted to equip the man with two glass eyes; with so glassy a stare did 

he contemplate the company. But the priest’s experience, as distinct 
m his fancy, was able to suggest several natural causes for that un¬ 
natural waxwork glare; one of them being an abuse of the divine gift of 
crmented liquor. The man was short and shabby and carried a large 
w er lat in one hand and a large sealed letter in the other. 

“ ubert Sand looked at him; and then said quiedy enough, but in a 

of hk fe i SOmehoW se f. m ? d curiousl y smal] . coming out of die fullness 

-eSlll^tT ^ ( ° T ,^ * etter; and looked around apolo- 

' l . y ’ ™. lth P° lsed ^mger, before nppmg it open and reading it. When 

little harshly-^ StUflfed “ mt ° ^ mside P ocket md said hastily and a 

u U PP 0Se ^ dlls ^“mess is over, as you say. No more negotia- 
I <;U|P 0SSlb C nOW; We ' pay the wages they want anyhow. But 

generally 3 ^ 1 C ° ^° U a ^ a ^ 1 ' Henry, about—about winding things up 

Dre ^ j gbt> SaJ , d ^ enr y- a ^ sulkily perhaps, as if he would have 

l.i u° WUld U P b y ^^IP- ‘I shaU be up in number 188 
Th Uncb ’ ^ 0t to k»°w how far they’ve got up there. ' 

anrl 1 man Wlt j 1 ^ 8 lass e y e - if it was a glass eye, stumped stiffly away: 
C.11 e , e y c °f Father Brown (which was by no means a glass eye) 

an j j^ Cd blm thoughtfully as he threaded his way through the ladders 
and disappeared into the street. 
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It was on the following morning that Father Brown had the unusual 
experience of over-sleeping himself; or at least of starting from sleep 
v ith a subjective conviction that he must be late* This v^as partly due to 
his remembering, as a man may remember a dream, the fact of having 
been half-awakened at a more regular hour and fallen asleep again; a 
common enough occurrence with most of us, but a very uncommon 
occurrence with Father Brown. And he was afterwards oddly convinced, 
with that mystic side of him which was normally turned away from the 
world, that in that detached dark islet of dreamland, between the two 
wakings, there lay like buried treasure the truth of this tale. 

As it was, he jumped up with great promptitude, plunged into his 
clothes, seized his big knobby umbrella and bustled out into the street, 
where the bleak white morning was breaking like splintered ice about 
the huge black building facing him. He was surprised to find that the 
streets shone almost empty in the cold crystalline fight; the very look of 
it told him it could hardly be so late as he had feared. Then suddenly the 
stillness was cloven by the arrowlike swiftness of a long grey car which 
halted before the big deserted flats. Lord Stanes unfolded himself from 
within and approached the door carrying (rather languidly) two large 
suitcases. At the same moment the door opened, and somebody seemed 
to step back instead of stepping out into the street. Stanes called twice to 
the man within, before that person seemed to complete his original 
gesture by coming out on to the doorstep; then the two held a brief 
colloquy, ending in the nobleman carrying his suitcases upstairs, and the 
other coming out into full daylight and revealing the heavy shoulders 
and peering head of young Henry Sand. 

Father Brown made no more of this rather odd meeting, until two 
days later the young man drove up in his own car, and implored the priest 
to enter it. “Something awful has happened/* he said, “and I*d rather 
talk to you than Stanes. You know Stanes arrived the other day with 
some mad idea of camping in one of the flats that*s just finished. Thats 
why I had to go there early and open the door to him. But all that will 
keep. I want you to come up to my uncle’s place at once.** 

“Is he ill?** inquired the priest quickly, 

“I think he*s dead,** answered the nephew. 

“What do you mean by saying you think he*s dead?* 

Brown a little briskly. “Have you got a doctor?** 

“No,** answered the other. “I haven’t got a doctor or a patient either. 

*.. It*s no good calling in doctors to examine the body; because the body 
has run away. But I’m afraid I know where it has run to .. . the truth 
we kept it dark for two days; but he’s disappeared.** 

“Wouldn’t it be better/* said Facher Brown mildly, “if you told 


asked Father 


me 

L iliilUA J y ** J v — - -- 

what has really happened from the beginning?” 

“I know,” answered Henry Sand; “it*s an infernal shame to talk 
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flippantly like this about the poor old boy; but people get like that when 
ey re rattled. I m not much good at hiding things; the long and the 

short , ' U I ^ 7 w f 1 U ’ I , won c tel1 y° u tlle lon g of it now. It’s what some 
people would call rather a long shot; shooting suspicions at random and 

so on. ^But the shot of it is that my unfortunate uncle has committed 


fhey were by this time skimming along in the car through the last 
fringes of the town and the first fringes of the forest and park beyond if 
uie lodge gates of Sir Hubert Sand’s small estate were about half a mile 
tarther on amid the thickening throng of the beeches. The estate consisted 
chieny ot a small park and a large ornamental garden, which descended 
in terraces of a certain classical pomp to the very edge of the chief river of 
the district As soon as they arrived at the house, Henry took the priest 
somewhat hastily through the old Georgian rooms and out upon the other 
side; where they silently descended the slope, a rather steep slope em¬ 
banked with flowers, from which they could see the pale river spread 
out before them almost as flat as in a bird’s-eye view. They were just 
turning the comer of the path under an enormous classical urn crowned 
with a somewhat incongruous garland of geraniums, when Father Brown 
saw a movement in the bushes and thin trees just below him, that seemed 
as as a movement of startled birds. 

In the tangle of thin trees by the river two figures seemed to divide or 
scatter; one of them glided swiftly into the shadows and the other came 
torward to face them; bringing them to a halt and an abrupt and rather 
unaccountable silence. Then Henry Sand said in his heavy way: “I think 
you know Father Brown . . . Lady Sand” 

Father Brown did know her; but at that moment he might almost have 
said that he did not know her. The pallor and constriction of her face 
was jke a mask of tragedy; she was much younger than her husband, but 
at tiat moment she looked somehow older than everything in that old 
ouse and garden. And the priest remembered, with a subconscious thrill, 

* S i WaS 1IK ^ CC ^ older m type and lineage and was the true possessor 
0 e pkee* For her own family had owned it as impoverished aristo¬ 
crats, before she had restored its fortunes by marrying a successful 
usiness man. As she stood there, she might have been a family picture, 
or even a family ghost. Her pale face was of that pointed yet oval type 
seen in some old pictures of Mary Queen ot Scots; and its expression 
^almost to go beyond the natural unnaturalness of a situation, in 
w ch her husband had vanished under suspicion of suicide. Father 
rown, with the same subconscious movement of the mind, wondered 
Wo it was with whom she had been talking among the trees. 

suppose you know all this dreadful news/’ she said, with a comfort- 
ess composure. ‘Poor Hubert must have broken down under all this 
revo utionary persecution, and been just maddened into taking his own 
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life I don’t know whether you can do anything; or whether these horrible 
Boisneviks can be made responsible for hounding him to deadi.” 

“I am terribly distressed. Lady Sand,” said Father Brown. “And still, 
I must own, a little bewildered. You speak of persecution; do you 

think that anybody could hound him to death merely by pinning up that 
paper on the wall?” 

‘I fancy,” answered the lady, with a darkening brow, “that there 
were other persecutions besides the paper.” 

It shows what mistakes one may make,” said the priest sadly. “I 

never should have thought he would be so illogical as to die in order to 
avoid death.” 

I know, she answered, gazing at him gravely. “I should never have 
believed it, if it hadn't been written with his own hand.” 

What? cried Father Brown, with a little jump like a rabbit that has 
been shot at. 

Yes, said Lady Sand calmly. “He left a confession of suicide; so I 
fear there is no doubt about it. And she passed on up the slope alone, 
with all the inviolable isolation of the family ghost. 

The spectacles of Father Brown were turned in mute inquiry to the 
eyeglasses of Mr. Henry Sand. And the latter gentleman, after an instant’s 
hesitation, spoke again in his rather blind and plunging fashion: “Yes, you 
see, it seems pretty clear now what he did. He was always a great swim¬ 
mer and used to come down in his dressing-gown every morning for a 
dip in the river. Well, he came down as usual, and left his dressing-gown 
on the bank; it's lying there still. But he also left a message saying he 
was going for his last swim and then death, or something like that.” 

Where did he leave the message?” asked Father Brown. 

He scrawled it on that tree there, overhanging the water, 1 suppose 
the last thing he took hold of; just below where the dressing-gown’s 
lying. Come and see for yourself.” 

Father Brown ran down the last short slope to the shore and peered 
under the hanging tree, whose plumes were almost dipping in the stream. 
Sure enough, he saw on the smooth bark the words scratched con¬ 
spicuously and unmistakably: “One more swim and then drowning. 
Good-bye. Hubert Sand,” Father Brown’s gaze travelled slowly up the 
bank till it rested on a gorgeous rag of raiment, all red and yellow with 
gilded tassels. It was the dressing-gown and the priest picked it up and 
began to turn it over. Almost as he did so he was conscious that a figure 
had flashed across his field of vision; a tall dark figure that slipped from 
one clump of trees to another, as if following the trail of the vanishing 
lady. He had little doubt that it was the companion from whom she had 
lately parted. He had still less doubt that it was the dead man’s secretary, 
Mr. Rupert Rae. 

“Of course, it might be a final after-thought to leave the message. 
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said Father Brown, without looking up, his eye riveted on the red and 
gold garment. We ve all heard of love-messages written on trees; and 
I suppose there might be death-messages written on trees too.” 

Well, he wouldn t have any. Min > m the pockets of his dressing-gown, 

I suppose, said young Sand. “And a man might naturally scratch his 
message on a tree if he had no pens, ink or paper.” 

“Sounds like French exercises,” said the priest dismally. “But I wasn’t 

thinking of that. Then, after a silence, he said in a rather altered voice: 

To tell the truth, I was t h i nking whether a man might not naturally 

scratch his message on a tree, even if he had stacks of pens, and quarts of 
ink, and reams of paper.” 

Henry was looking at him with a rather startled air, his eyeglasses 

crooked on his pug nose. “And what do you mean by that?” he asked 
sharply. 

Well,” said Father Brown slowly, “I don’t exactly mean that postmen 
will carry letters in the form of logs, or that you will ever drop a line 
to a fnend by putting a postage stamp on a pinetree. It would have to 
oe a particular sort oi position—in fact, it would have to be a particular 
sort °f person, who really preferred this sort of arboreal correspondence. 
But, given the position and the person, I repeat what I said. He would 
still write on a tree, as the song says, if all the world were paper and all 
the sea were ink; if that river flowed with everlasting ink or all these 
woods were a forest of quills and fountain-pens.” 

K was evident that Sand felt something creepy about the priest’s fanciful 

imagery; whether because he found it incomprehensible or because he 
was beginning to comprehend. 

You see, said Father Brown, turning the dressing-gown over slowly 

s P°^ e .’ a man hn’t expected to write his very best handwriting 
when he chips it on a tree. And if the man were not the man, if I make 
myself clear- Hullo!” 


He was looking down at the red dressing-gown, and it seemed for the 
moment as if some of the red had come off on his finger; but both the 
faces turned towards it were already a shade paler. 

Blood! said Father Brown; and for the instant there was a deadly 
stillness save for the melodious noises of the river. 

Henry Sand cleared his throat and nose with noises that were by no 
means melodious. Then he said rather hoarsely: “Whose blood?” 

Oh, mine,” said Father Brown; but he did not smile. 

A moment after he said: “There was a pin in this tiling and I pricked 
myself. But I don’t think you quite appreciate the point... the point of 
phi, I do”; and he sucked his finger like a child. 

You see,” he said after another silence, “the gown was folded up and 
pinned together; nobody could have unfolded it—at least without 
scratching himself. In plain words, Hubert Sand never wore this dressing- 
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gown. Any more than Hubert Sand ever wrote on that tree. Or drowned 
himself in that river.” 

The pince-nez tilted on Henry’s inquiring nose fell off with a click; but 
he was otherwise motionless, as if rigid with surprise. 

“Which brings us back,” went on Father Brown cheerfully, “to some¬ 
body’s taste for writing his private correspondence on trees, like Hiawatha 
and his picture-writing. Sand had all the time there was, before drowning 
himself. Why didn’t he leave a note for his wife like a sane man? Or, 
shall we say.... Why didn’t the Other Man leave a note for the wife like 
a sane man? Because he would have had to forge the husband’s hand¬ 
writing; always a tricky thing now that experts are so nosey about it. But 
nobody can be expected to imitate even his own handwriting, let alone 
somebody else’s, when he carves capital letters in the bark of a tree. This 
is not a suicide, Mr. Sand. If it’s anything at all, it’s a murder.” 

The bracken and bushes of the undergrowth snapped and crackled as 
the big young man rose out of them like a leviathan, and stood lowering, 
with his thick neck thrust forward. 

“I’m no good at hiding things,” he said, “and I half-suspected something 
like this—expected it, you might say, for a long time. To tell the truth, 

I could hardly be civil to the fellow—-to either of them, for that matter.” 

“What exactly do you mean?” asked the priest, looking him gravely 
full in the face. 

“I mean,” said Henry Sand, “that you have shown me the murder and 
I think I could show you the murderers.” 

Father Brown was silent and the other went on rather jerkily. 

“You said people sometimes wrote love-messages on trees. Well, as 
a fact, there are some of them on that tree; there are two sort of mono¬ 
grams twisted together up there under the leaves—I suppose you know 
that Lady Sand was the heiress of this place long before she married; 
and she knew that damned dandy of a secretary even in those days. I 
guess they used to meet here and write their vows upon the trysting-tree. 
They seem to have used the trysting-tree for another purpose later on. 
Sentiment, no doubt, or economy.” 

“They must be very horrible people,” said Father Brown. 

“Haven’t there been any horrible people in history or the police-news? 
demanded Sand with some excitement. “Haven’t there been lovers who 
made love seem more horrible than hate? Don’t you know about 
Both well and all the bloody legends of such lovers?” 

“I know the legend of Both well,” answered die priest. “I also know it 
to be quite legendary. But of course it’s true that husbands have been 
sometimes put away like that. By the way, where was he put away? I 
mean, where did they hide the body?” 

“I suppose they drowned him, or threw him in the water when he was 
dead,” snorted the young man impatiendy. 
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Father Brown bl nked thoughtfully and then said: “A river is a good 

place to hide an imaginary body. It’s a rotten bad place to hide a real one. 

I mean, it s easy to say you’ve thrown it in, because it might be washed 

away to sea. But if you really did throw it m, it’s about a hundred to one 

it wouldn t; the chances of it going ashore somewhere are enormous. I 

think they must have had a better scheme for hiding the body than that— 

O' the body would have been found by now. And if there were any marks 
of violence-” 1 

“i Mother hiding the body,” said Henry, with some irritation; 
haven t we witness enough in the writing on their own devilish tree?” 

, e bod y is the c h>ef witness in every murder,” answered die other 

The hiding of the body, nine rimes out of ten, is the practical problem 
to be solved.” r 

There was a silence; and Father Brown continued to turn over the red 

^ressing-gown and spread it out on the shining grass of the sunny shore; 

he did not look up. But, ior some rime past he had been conscious that 

uil< v ' 10 c landscape had been changed for him by the presence of a third 
party; standing as still as a statue in the garden. 

By the way,” he said, lowering his voice, “how do you explain that 
little guy with the glass eye, who brought your poor uncle a letter yester¬ 
day. ^ It seemed to me he was entirely altered by reading it; that’s why I 

v J asn 1 Sur p r ised at the suicide, when I diought it was a suicide. That 

chap was a rather low-down private detective, or I’m much mistaken.” 

Why, said Henry in a hesitating manner, “why, he might have 

een—husbands do sometimes put on detectives in domestic tragedies 

, tins, don’t diey? I suppose he’d got the proofs of their intrieue- 
and so they-” ° ’ 

- s b° u ldn t talk too loud,” said Father Brown, “because your detective 
is detecting us at this moment, from about a yard beyond those bushes.” 

They looked up, and sure enough the goblin with the glass eye was 
ixing them with that disagreeable optic, looking all the more grotesque 
or standing among the white and waxen blooms of the classical garden. 
Henry Sand scrambled to his feet again with a rapidity that seemed 
rtathlcss lor one of his bulk, and asked the man very angrily and abruptly 
what he was doing, at the same time telling him to clear out at once. 

p b ? rd Stanes,” sa id the goblin of the garden, “would be much obliged 
it Father Brown would come up to the house and speak to him.” 

Henry Sand turned away furiously; but die priest put down his fury to 
the dislike that was known to exist between him and the nobleman in 
question. As they mounted the slope, Father Brown paused a moment as 
it tracing patterns on the smooth tree-trunk, glanced upwards once at the 
darker and more hidden hieroglyph said to be a record of romance; and 
then stared at the wider and more sprawling letters of die confession, or 
supposed confession of suicide. 


686 


THE FATHER BROWN STORIES 

“Do those letters remind you of anything?” he asked. And when his 
sulky companion shook his head, he added: 

“They remind me of the writing on that placard that threatened him 
with the vengeance of the strikers.” 


“This is the hardest riddle and the queerest tale I have ever tackled,” 
said Father Brown, a month later, as he sat opposite Lord Stanes in the 
recently furnished apartment of No. 188, the end flat which was the last 
to be finished before the interregnum of the industrial dispute and the 
transfer of work from the Trade Union. It was comfortably furnished; 
and Lord Stanes was presiding over grog and cigars, when the priest 
made his confession with a grimace. Lord Stanes had become rather 
surprisingly friendly, in a cool and casual way. 

“I know that is saying a good deal, with your record,” said Stanes, “but 
certainly the detectives, including our seductive friend with the glass eye, 
don’t seem at all able to see the solution.” 


Father Brown laid down his cigar and said carefully: 

“It isn’t that they can’t see the solution. It is that they can’t see the 
problem.” 

“Indeed,” said the other, “perhaps I can’t see the problem either.” 

“The problem is unlike all other problems, for this reason,” said Father 
Brown. “It seems as if the criminal deliberately did two different things, 
either of which might have been successful; but which, when done to¬ 
gether, codld only defeat each other. I am assuming, what I firmly 
believe, that die same murderer pinned up the proclamation threatening 
a sort of Bolshevik murder, and also wrote on the tree confessing to an 
ordinary suicide. Now you may say it is after all possible that the pro¬ 
clamation was a proletarian proclamation; that some extremist workmen 
wanted to kill their employer, and killed him. Even if that were true, it 
would still stick at the mystery of why they left, or why anybody left, a 
contrary trail of private self-destruction. But it certainly isn’t true. None 
of these workmen, however bitter, would have done a thing like that. I 
know them pretty well; I know their leaders quite well. To suppose that 
people like Tom Bruce or Hogan would assassinate somebody they could 
go for in the newspapers, and damage in all sorts of different ways, is the 
sort of psychology that sensible people call lunacy. No; there was some¬ 
body, who was not an indignant workman, who first played the part of an 
indignant workman, and then played the part of a suicidal employer 
But, in the name of wonder, why? If he thought he could pass it off 
smoothly as a suicide, why did he first spoil it all by publishing a threat 
of murder? You might say it was an after-thought to fix up the suicide 
story, as less provocative than the murder story. But it wasn t less 
provocative after the murder story. He must have known he had already 
turned our thoughts towards murder, when it should have been his whole 
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4 c to keep our thoughts away from it. fit was an after-thought, it 

was the after-thought of a very thoughtless person. And I have a notion 

h iat t) 1 as assassin is a very thoughtful person. Can you make anything of it?” 

"No; but I see what you mean,” sajd Stanes, “by saying that I didn’t 

even see the problem. It isn’t merely who killed Sand; it’s why anybody 

should accuse somebody else of killing Sand and then accuse Sand of 
killing himself.” 

Father Brown s face was knotted and the cigar was clenched in his 
teeth; the end of it glowed and darkened rhythmically like the signal of 
some burning pulse of the brain. Then he spoke as if to himself: 

We ve got to follow very closely and very clearly, it’s like separating 
threads of thought from each other; something like this. Because the 
murder charge really rather spoilt the suicide charge, he wouldn’t nor¬ 
mally have made the murder charge. But he did make it; so he had some 

0 ler r y a ^ 011 iur making it. It was so strong a reason that perhaps it 
reconciled him even to weakening his other line of defence: that it was a 
suicide. In other words, the murder charge wasn’t really a murder charge. 

mean he wasn t using it as a murder charge; he wasn’t doing it so as to 
sniit to somebody else the guilt of murder; he was doing it for some other 
extraordinary reason of his own. His plan had to contain a proclamation 
t Sand would be murdered; whether it threw suspicion on other people 

° r t^k p>? me ^ 0W or ot ^ ier mere proclamation itself was necessary. 

x smoked and smouldered away with the same volcanic concentration 
or ti\ c minutes before he spoke again. 

What could a murderous proclamation do, besides suggesting that 
the stokers were the murderers? What did it do? One thing is obvious; 

|t inevitably did the opposite of what it said. It told Sand not to lock out 
1 S men » an d it was perhaps the only thing in the world that would really 
ve made him do it. You ve got to think of the sort of man and the sort 

^ . . a man has been called a Strong Man in our silly 

sensational newspapers, when he is fondly regarded as a Sportsman by 

e most distinguished asses in England, he simply can’t back down 

t£u$e he is threatened with a pistol. It would be like walking about 

h l°°U 3 W ^ lltc ^ eat ^ er stuck in his absurd white hat. It would 

5 K A* 1111161 l< ^°^ or oneself, which every man not a down- 

ri g t dastard does really prefer to life. And Sand wasn’t a dastard; he was 

courageous; he was also impulsive. It acted instandy like a charm; his 
nep ew, who had been more or less mixed up widi the workmen, cried 

the threat must be absolutely and instandy defied.” 
said Lord Stanes, “I noticed that.” They looked at each other 
or an instant, and then Stanes added carelessly: “So you think the thing 

c criminal rcaUy wanted was-” 

he Lock-out!” cried the priest energetically. “The Strike or what- 
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ever you call it; the cessation of work, anyhow. He wanted the work to 
stop at once; perhaps the black-legs to come in at once; certainly the 
Trade Unionists to go out at once. That is what he really wanted; God 
knows why. And he brought that off, I think, really without bothering 
much about its other implication of the existence of Bolshevist assassins. 
But then . , . then I think something went wrong. I’m only guessing and 
groping very slowly here; but the only explanation I can think of is that 
something began to draw attention to the real seat of the trouble; to the 
reason, whatever it was, of his wanting to bring the building to a halt. 
And then belatedly, desperately, and rather inconsistently, he tried to lay 
the other trail that led to the river, simply and solely because it led away 
from the flats.” 

He looked up through his moonlike spectacles, absorbing all the 
quality of the background and furniture; the restrained luxury of a quiet 
man of the world; and contrasting it with the two suitcases with which its 
occupant had arrived so recently in a newly-finished and quite unfurnished 
flat. Then he said rather abruptly: 

“In short, the murderer was frightened of something or somebody in 
the flats. By the way, why did you come to live in the flats?. . . Also by. 
the way, young Henry told me you made an early appointment with him 
when you moved in. Is that true?” 

“Not in the least,” said Stanes, “I got the key from his uncle the night 
before. I’ve no notion why Henry came here that morning.” 

“Ah,” said Father Brown, “then I think I have some notion of why he 
came. ... I thought you startled him by coming in just when he was 
coming out.” 

“And yet,” said Stanes, looking across with a glitter in his grey-green 
eyes, “you do rather think that I also am a mystery.” 

“I think you are two mysteries,” said Father Brown. “The first is 
why you originally retired from Sand’s business. The second is why you 
have since come back to live in Sand’s buildings.” 

Stanes smoked reflectively, knocked out his ash, and rang a bell on the 
table before him. “If you’ll excuse me,” he said, “I will summon two 
more to the council. Jackson, the little detective you know of, will answer 
the bell; and I’ve asked Henry Sand to come in a little later. 

Father Brown rose from his seat, walked across the room and looked 

down frowning into the fire-place. 

“Meanwhile,” continued Stanes, “I don’t mind answering both your 
questions. I left the Sand business because I was sure there was some 
hanky-panky in it and somebody was pinching all the money. I came 
back to it, and took this flat, because I wanted to watch for the real truth 
about old Sand’s death—on the spot.” 

Father Brown faced round as the detective entered the room; he stood 
staring at the hearthrug and repeated: “On the spot.” 
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Mr. Jackson will tell you/* said Stanes, “that Sir Hubert commissioned 
hin^ ro find out who was the thief robbing the firm; and he brought a 
note of his discoveries the day betore old Hubert disappeared/' 

Yes, said Father Brown, “and I know now where he disappeared to. 
1 know where the body is.” 

^ Do you mean-?” began his host hastily. 

It is here, said Father Brown, and stamped on the hearthrug. “Here, 
under the elegant Persian rug in this cosy and comfortable room.” 


^Where in the world did you find that?” 
1 just remembered.” said Father Bro 


sleep. 


>1 


just remembered,” said Father Brown, ‘‘that I found it in my 


He closed his eyes as if trying to picture a dream, and went on 
dreamily: 

This is a murder story turning on the problem of How to Hide the 
Body; and I found it in my sleep, i was always woken up every morning 
by hammering from this building. On that morning I half-woke up, 
went to sleep again and woke once more, expecting to find it late; but it 

Why? Because there had been hammering that morning, though 
the usual work had stopped; short, hurried hammering in the small 
tours before dawn. Automatically a man sleeping stirs at such a fa miliar 

sou ™' ® ut he goes to sleep again, because the usual sound is not at the 
usual hour. Now why did a certain secret criminal want all the work to 
cease suddenly; and only new workers come in? Because, if the old 
workers had come in next day, they would have found a new piece of 
Vv ork done in the night. The old workers would have known where they 
c t off; and they would have found the whole flooring of this room 
f ea y n ^ e d down. Nailed down by a man who knew how to do it; 

a 8°°d deal with the workmen and learned their ways.” 
s he spoke, die door was pushed open and a head poked in with a 

•,. u . stu ^8 motion; a small head at the end of a thick neck and a face that 
bunked at them through glasses. 

Henry Sand said, observed Father Brown, staring at the ceiling, “chat 
e was no good at hiding things. But I think he did himself an injustice.” 
™nry turned and moved swiftly away down the corridor. 
e not only hid his thefts from the firm quite successfully for years,” 
went on the priest with an air of abstraction, “but when his uncle dis¬ 
covered them, he hid his uncle’s corpse in an entirely new and original 
manner. b 

At the same instant Stanes again rang a bell, with a long strident steady 
and the little man with the glass eye was propelled or shot along 
the corridor after the fugitive, with something of the rotatory motion of 
a mechanical figure in a zoetrope. At the same moment, Father Brown 
looked out of the window, leaning over a small balcony, and saw five or 
six men start from behind bushes and railings in the street below and 
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spread out equally mechanically like a fan or net; opening out after the 
fugitive who had shot like a bullet out of the front door. Father Brown 
saw only the pattern of the story; which had never strayed from that 
room; where Henry had strangled Hubert and hid his body under im¬ 
penetrable flooring, stopping the whole work on the building to do it 
A pm-prick had started his own suspicions; but only to tell him he had 
been led down the long loop of a lie. The point of the pin was that it was 
pointless. 

He fancied he understood Stanes at last, and he liked to collect queer 
people who were difficult to understand. He realized that this tired 
gendeman, whom he had once accused of having green blood, had indeed 
a sort of cold green flame of conscientiousness or conventional honour, 
that had made him first shift out of a shady business, and then feel ashamed 
of having shifted it on to others; and come back as a bored laborious 
detective; pitching his camp on the very spot where the corpse had been 
buried; so that the murderer, finding him sniffing so near the corpse, had 
wildly staged the alternative drama of the dressing-gown and the drowned 
man. All that was plain enough, but, before he withdrew his head from 
the night air and the stars, Father Brown threw one glance upwards at the 
vast black bulk of the cyclopean building heaved far up into the night, 
and remembered Egypt and Babylon, and all that is at once eternal and 
ephemeral in the work of man. 

“I was right in what I said first of all,” he said. “It reminds one of 
Coppee’s poem about the Pharaoh and the Pyramid. This house is 
supposed to be a hundred houses; and yet the whole mountain of building 
is only one man’s tomb.” 
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This queer incident, in some ways perhaps the queerest of the many that 
came his way, happened to Father Brown at the time when his Frenc^ 
friend Flambeau had retired from the profession of crime and ba 
entered with great energy and success on the profession of crime investi¬ 
gator. It happened that both as a thief and a thief-taker, Flambeau ha 
rather specialized in the matter of jewel thefts, on which he was admittc 
to be an expert, both in the matter of identifying jewels and the equa y 
practical matter of identifying jewel-thieves. And it was in connection 
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perhaps even more valuable in its mere materials, but possessing also 
another sort of value. A world-famous reliquary, supposed to contain a 
relic of St. Dorothy the martyr, was to be delivered at the Catholic 
monastery in a cathedral town; and one of the most famous of inter¬ 
national jewel-thieves was supposed to have an eye on it; or rather pre¬ 
sumably on the gold and rubies of its setting, rather than its purely 
hagiological importance. Perhaps there was something in this association 
of ideas which made Flambeau feel that the priest would be a particularly 
appropriate companion in his adventure; but anyhow, he descended on 
him, breathing fire and ambition and very voluble about his plans for 
preventing the theft. 

Flambeau indeed bestrode the priest’s hearth gigantically and in the 
old swaggering musketeer attitude, twirling his great moustaches. 

“You can’t,” he cried, referring to the sixty-mile road to Casterbury. 
“You can’t allow a profane robbery like that to happen under your very 


nose. 


The relic was not to reach the monastery till the evening; and there was 
no need for its defenders to arrive earlier; for indeed a motor-journey 
would take them the greater part of the day. Moreover, Father Brown 
casually remarked that there was an inn on the road, at which he would 
prefer to lunch, as he had been already asked to look in there as soon as 

was convenient. , 

As they drove along through a densely wooded but sparsely inhabited 

landscape, in which inns and all other buildings seemed to grow rarer and 

rarer, die daylight began to take on the character of a stormy twilight 

even’in the heat of noon; and dark purple clouds gadiered over the dark 

grey forests. As is common under the lurid quietude of that kind of light, 

what colour there was in the landscape gained a sort of secredve glow 

which is not found in objects under the full sunlight; and ragged red 

leaves or golden or orange fungi seemed to burn with a dark fire of their 

own. Under such a half-light they came to a break in the woods like a 

great rent in a grey wall, and saw beyond, standing above the gap, the 

tall and rather outlandish-looking inn that bore die name of the Green 

Dragon. , < 

The two old companions had often arrived together at mns and otn 

human habitations, and found a somewhat singular state of things there; 

but the si ^ns of singularity had seldom manifested themselves so ear y. 

For while*their car was still some hundreds of yards from the dark green 

door, which matched the dark green shutters of the high and narrow 

building, the door was thrown open widi violence and a woman wi 

a wild mop of red hair rushed to meet them, as if she were ready to boar 

the car in full career. Flambeau brought the car to a standstill, but almost 

before he had done so, she thrust her white and tragic face into the 

window, crying: 



THE INSOLUBLE PROBLEM 



“Are you Father Brown?” and then almost in the same breath; 1 who 
is this man?” 


"This gentleman’s name is Flambeau,” said Father Brown in a tranquil 
manner, “and what can I do for you?” 

Come into the inn,” she said, with extraordinary abruptness even 
under the < ircumstances. There s been a murder done.” 


They got out of the car in silence and followed her to the dark green 

door which opened inwards on a sort of dark green alley, formed of stakes 

and wooden pillars, wreath J. w uh vine and ivy, showing square leaves 

of black and red and many sombre colours. This again led through an 

inner door into a sort of large parlour hung with rusty trophies of 

Cavalier ai ms, of which the furniture seemed to be antiquated and also in 

great confusion, like the inside of a lumber-room. I hey were quite 

starded for the moment; for it seemed as if one large piece of lumber rose 

moved towards them; so dusty and shabby and ungainly was the 

man vs ho thus abandoned what seemeu like a state of permanent im¬ 
mobility. 


Strangely enough, the man seemed to have a certain agility of polite¬ 
ness, when once he did move; even if it suggested the wooden joints of 
a courdy step-ladder or an obsequious towel-horse. Both Flambeau and 
Father Brown felt that they had hardly ever clapped eyes on a man 
who was so difficult to place. He was not what is called a gendeman; 
yet he had something of the dusty refinement of a scholar; there was 
something faindy disreputable or declasse about him; and yet the smell 
of hnn was rather bookish dian Bohemian. He was thin and pale, with a 
pointed nose and a dark pointed beard; his brow was bald, but his hair 
behind long and lank and stringy; and the expression of his eyes was 
almost entirely masked by a pair of blue spectacles. Father Brown felt 
that he had met something of the sort somewhere, and a long time ago; 
but he could no longer put a name to it. The lumber he sat among was 

argely literary lumber; especially bundles of seventeenth-century 
pamphlets. 7 

Do I understand the lady to say,” asked Flambeau gravely, “that 
there is a murder here?” 5 7 


rhe lady nodded her red ragged head rather impatiently; except for 
those flaming elf-locks she had lost some of her look of wildness; her 
dark dress was of a certain dignity and neatness; her features were strong 
and handsome; and there was something about her suggesting that 
double strength of body and mind which makes women powerful, 
particularly in contrast with men like the man in blue spectacles. Never¬ 
theless, it was he who gave the only articulate answer, intervening with a 
certain antic gallantry. 

It is true that my unfortunate sister-in-law,” he explained, “has almost 
s moment suffered a most appalling shock which we should all have 
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desired to spare her. I only wish that I myself had made the discovery 
and suffered only the further distress of bringing the terrible news. 
Unfortunately it was Mrs. Flood herself who found her aged grand¬ 
father, long sick and bedridden in this hotel, actually dead in the garden; 
in circumstances which point only too plainly to violence and assault. 
Curious circumstances, I may say, very curious circumstances indeed.” 
And he coughed slightly, as if apologizing for them. 

Flambeau bowed to the lady and expressed his sincere sympathies; 
then he said to the man: “I think you said, sir, that you are Mrs. Flood’s 
brother-in-law.” 

“I am Dr. Oscar Flood,” replied the other. “My brother, this lady’s 
husband, is at present away on the Continent on business, and she is 
running the hotel. Her grandfather was partially paralysed and very far 
advanced in years. He was never known to leave his bedroom; so that 
really these extraordinary circumstances . . .” 

“Have you sent for a doctor or the police?” asked Flambeau. 

“Yes,” replied Dr. Flood, “we rang up after making the dreadful dis- 
covery; but they can hardly be here for some hours. This roadhouse 
stands so very remote. It is only used by people going to Casterbury or 
even beyond. So we thought we might ask for your valuable assistance 
until--” 

“If we are to be of any assistance/’ said Father Brown, interrupting in 
too abstracted a manner to seem uncivil, “I should say we had better 
go and look at the circumstances at once.” 

He stepped almost mechanically towards the door; and almost ran into 
a man who was shouldering his way in; a big, heavy young man with 
dark hair unbrushed and untidy, who would nevertheless have been rather 
handsome save for a slight disfigurement of one eye, which gave him 
rather a sinister appearance. 

“What the devil are you doing?” he blurted out, “telling every Tom, 
Dick and Harry—at least you ought to wait for the police.” 

“I will be answerable to the police,” said Flambeau with a certain 
magnificence, and a sudden air of having taken command of everything- 
He advanced to the doorway, and as he was much bigger than the big 
young man, and his moustacles were as formidable as the horns or a 
Spanish bull, the big young man backed before him and had an in¬ 
consequent air of being thrown out and left behind, as the group swept 
out into the garden and up the flagged path towards the mulberry planta¬ 
tion. Only Flambeau heard the little priest say to the doctor: “He doesn t 

seem to love us really, does he? By the way, who is he?’ 

“His name is Dunn,” said the doctor, with a certain restraint of maimer. 
“My sister-in-law gave him the job of managing the garden, because e 
lost an eye in the War.” r , 

As they went through the mulberry bushes, the landscape of 
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garden presented that rich yet ominous effect which is found when the 

land is actually brighter than the sky. In the broken sunlight from behind 

the tree-tops in front of them stood up like pale green flames against 

a sky steadily blackening with storm, through every shade of purple and 

vtolet. The same light struck strips of the lawn and garden beds; and 

whatever it illuminated seemed more mysteriously sombre and secret 

tor the hght. The garden bed was dotted with tulips that looked like 

ops of dark blood, and some of which one might have sworn were 

truly black; and the line ended appropriately with a tulip tree; which 

rather Brown was disposed, if pardy by some confusedmemory, to 

identify with what is commonly called the Judas tree. What assisted the 

associadon was the fact diat there was hanging from one of the branches, 

hke a dried fruit, the dry, thin body of an old man, with a long beard 
that wagged grotesquely in the wind. 

There lay on it something more than the horror of darkness, the horror 
sunlight; for the fitful sun painted tree and man in gay colours like a 
stage property; the tree was in flower and the corpse was hung with a 
faded peacock-green dressing-gown, and wore on its wagging head a 
,, a'let smokmg-cap. Also it had red bedroom-slippers, one of which had 

fallen off and lay on the grass like a blot of blood. 

But neither Flambeau or Father Brown was looking at these things as 

25 a The J.r er r U° J h st ; inug , at l a stran g e object that seemed to stick out 

perceived to be the black but rather rusty iron hilt of a seventeenth- 
century sword, which had completely transfixed the body. They both 
ivmaHtal almost motionless as they gazed at it; until the restless Dr. 

«TT/L eemeC ^!° £ row c l LUte uupatient with their stolidity. 

hat puzzles me most,” he said, nervously snapping his fingers “is 
the actua! state of the body. And yet it has given mean idea alrefdy ” 

Flambeau had stepped up to the tree and was studying the sword-hilt 
that the priesfm she ^ ^ *° mC ° dd “ W “ at tliat ver y instant 

He was just in time to see the red head of Mrs. Flood at the remote end 

» idenSHho' 7 ** d,ac toZf m“' ““ 

who vanished, leasing behind him only the d)SgStL”Se‘Thm 
the woman turned and began ,0 walk towirdfthem Z» *e gjd “ ‘ 

Lot^md AeTan^ c^ ^ of & 

JtatefSSlZei^bo'Th^t Mo “dSS*, a6 °” ^ 
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“No,” said the doctor with precision. “That is the very tragic accident 
My sister-in-law was in the pantry, which is a sort of out-house on the 
other side; this man Dunn was in the kitchen-garden, which is also in 
that direction; and I myself was poking about among the books, in a 
room just behind the one you found me in. There are two female servants, 
but one had gone to the post and the other was in the attic.” 

And were any of these people,” asked Flambeau, very quietly, “I 
say any of these people, at all on bad terms with the poor old gentleman?” 

He was the object of almost universal affection,” replied the doctor 
solemnly. “If there were any misunderstandings, they were mild and of 
a sort common in modem times. The old man was attached to the old 
religious habits; and perhaps his daughter and son-in-law had rather 
wider views. All that can have had nothing to do with a ghastly and 
fantastic assassination like this.” 

“It depends on how wide the modern views were,” said Father Brown, 
“or how narrow.” 


At this moment they heard Mrs. Flood hallooing across the garden 
as she came, and calling her brother-in-law to her with a certain im¬ 
patience. He hurried towards her and was soon out of earshot; but as 
he went he waved his hand apologetically and then pointed with a long 
finger to the ground. 

“You will find the footprints very intriguing,” he said; with the same 
strange air, as of a funereal showman. 

The two amateur detectives looked across at each other. “I find several 
other things intriguing,” said Flambeau. 

“Oh, yes,” said the priest, staring rather foolishly at the grass. 

“I was wondering,” said Flambeau, “why they should hang a man by 
the neck till he was dead, and then take the trouble to stick him with a 
sword.” 


“And I was wondering,” said Father Brown, “why they should kill a 
man with a sword thrust through his heart, and then take the trouble to 
hang him by the neck.” 

“Oh, you are simply being contrary,” protested his friend. I can see 
at a glance that they didn’t stab him alive. The bodv would have bled 
more and the wound wouldn’t have closed like that.’ 

“And I could see at a glance,” said Father Brown, peering up very 
awkwardly, with his short stature and short sight, “that they dion t 
hang him alive. If you’ll look at the knot in the noose, you will see it s 
tied 90 clumsily that a twist of rope holds it away from the neck, so that 
it Wouldn’t throttle a man at all. He was dead before they put the rope on 
him; and he was dead before they put the sword in him. And how was 
he really killed?” 

“I think,” remarked the other, “that we’d better go back to the house 
and have a look at his bedroom—and other things.” 
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“So w e will,” said Father Brown. “But among other things perhaps 

we had better have a look at these footprints. Better begin at the other 

' ! 7 1 lln ; ’ n ow - Well, there are no footprints on the paved 
path as there might be; but then again there mightn’t be. Well, here is 

the lawn just under his bedroom window. And here are his footprints 
plain enough. r 

He blinked ominously at the footprints; and then began carefully 

retracing his path towards the tree, every now and then ducking in an 

undignified manner to look at something on the ground. Eventually he 

FC u irn r C( ’’ ’ hi am beau and said in a chatty manner: 

Well, do you know the story that is written there very plainly? 
Though it s not exactly a plain story.” V y ‘ 

“I wouldn’t be content to call it plain,” said Flambeau “I 
it quite ugly. ’ 

Well, said Father Brown, “the story that is stamped quite plainly 

on the earth, with exact moulds of the old man’s slippers, is this The 

aged paralytic leapt from the window and ran down the beds parallel to 

the path, quite eager for all the fun of being strangled and sobbed; so 

eager that he hopped on one leg out of sheer lightheartedness; and even 
occasionally turned cart-wheels_ n 

^ t0 P.l !:,C ed Fkmbeau, angrily. “What the hell is all this hellish 
pantomime? 

Father Brown merely raised his eyebrows and gestured mildly towards 
the hieroglyphs m the dust. About half the way there’s only the mark 

itself!” S ipper ’ and m SOme P laces 1116 mark °f 3 hand planted all by 

'Couldn’c he have limped and then fallen?” asked Flambeau. 

Father Brown shook his head. “At least he’d have tried to use his hands 

Sr/ of mv kfa? nr dboW \ in f t,in f "P- are no other marb 
there of any kmd. Of course the flagged path is quite near, and there are 

no marks on that; though there might be on the soil between the cracks* 
it s a crazy pavement. craexs. 

A nf P1 G °U hS ? ^ P f eme , nt; a craz Y garden; and a crazy storyl” 
And Flambeau looked gloomily across the gloomy and storm-stricken 

: : n ’ aCr0 ^ W J lch the cr 1 ° ] oked patchwork paths did indeed give a 
queer aptness to the quaint old English adjective S 

And now, said Father Brown, “let us go up and look at his room ” 
Tliey went in by a door not far from the bedroom window; and The 
priest paused a moment to look at an ordinary garden broomstick for 
sweeping up leaves that was leaning against the wall. “Do you see that?” 

It s a broomstick,” said Flambeau, with solid irony. 7 * ? 

in plot." Fath “ Br0W " ; “ dK bl “ nd " 'Vc seen 

They mounted the suirs ind entered the old man’s bedroom: and a 
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glance at it made fairly clear the main facts, both about the foundation 
and disunion of the family. Father Brown had felt from the first that he 
was in what was, or had been, a Catholic household; but was, at least 
partly, inhabited by lapsed or very loose Catholics. The pictures and 
images in the grandfather’s room made it clear that what positive piety 
remained had been practically confined to him; and that his kindred had, 
for some reason or other, gone Pagan. But he agreed that this was a hope¬ 
lessly inadequate explanation even of an ordinary murder; let alone such 
a very extraordinary murder as this. “Hang it all,” he muttered, “the 
murder is really the least extra-ordinary part of it.” And even as he used 
the chance phrase, a slow light began to dawn upon his face. 

Flambeau had seated himself on a chair by the little table which stood 
beside the dead man’s bed. He was frowning thoughtfully at three or 
four white pills or pellets that lay in a small tray beside a bottle of water. 

“The murderer or murderess,” said Flambeau, “had some incompre¬ 
hensible reason or other for wanting us to think the dead man was 
strangled or stabbed or both. He was not strangled or stabbed or any¬ 
thing of the kind. Why did they want to suggest it? The most logical 
explanation is that he died in some particular way which would, in itself, 
suggest a connection with some particular person. Suppose, for instance, 
he was poisoned. And suppose somebody is involved who would 
naturally look more like a poisoner than anybody else.” 

“After all,” said Father Brown softly, “our friend in the blue spectacles 
is a doctor.” 


“I’m going to examine these pills pretty carefully,” went on Flambeau. 
“1 don’t want to lose them, though. They look as if they were soluble 
in water.” >( 

“It may take you some time to do anything scientific with them,” said 
the priest, “and the police doctor may be here before that. So I should 
certainly advise you not to lose them. That is, if you are going to wait 
for the police doctor.” 

“I am going to stay here till I have solved this problem,” said Flambeau. 
“Then you will stay here for ever,” said Father Brown, looking 
calmly out of the window. “I don’t think I shall stay in this room, 

anyhow.” , 

“Do you mean that I shan’t solve the problem?” asked his friend. 

“Why shouldn’t I solve the problem?” 

“Because it isn’t soluble in water. No, nor in blood,” said the priest; 
and he went down the dark stairs into the darkening garden. There he 

saw again what he had already seen from the window. 

The heat and weight and obscurity of the thunderous sky seemed to 
be pressing yet more closely on the landscape; the clouds had conquere 
die sun which, above, in a narrowing clearance, stood up paler than the 
moon. There was a thrill of thunder in the air, but now no more stirring 
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of wind or breeze; and even the colours of the garden seemec! onlv like 

richer shades of darkness. But one colour still glowed witl a certain 

dusky vividness; and that was the red hair of the woman of that house, 

who was standing with a sort of rigidity, staring, with her hands thrust 

up into her hair. That scene of eclipse, with something deeper in his own 

doubts about its significance, brought to the surface the memory of 

haunting and mystical lines; and he found himself murmuring: “A secret 

spot, as savage and enchanted as e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted 

by woman wailing for her demon lover.” His muttering became more 

agitated. Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us sinners . . . that’s 

what it is; that’s terribly like what it is; woman wailing for her demon lover" 

He was hesitant and almost shaky as he approached the woman; but 

lie sp<ike with his common composure. He was gazing at her very steadily, 

as e told her earnestly that she must not be morbid because oi the mere 

accidental accessories of the tragedy, with all their mad ugliness. ‘‘The 

1 iuuic mi your grandfather’s room were truer to him than that ugly 

picairt that we saw, he said gravely. “Something tells me he was a 

good man; and it does not matter what his murderers did with his 
body. 

- am slc - his holy pictures and statues!” she said, turning her 
head away. “Why don’t they defend themselves, if they are what you 
say they are? But rioters can knock off the Blessed Virgin’s head and 
nothing happens to them. Oh, what’s the good? You can’t blame us, 
you daren t blame us, if we’ve found out that Man is stronger than God ” 

Surely, said Father Brown very gently, “it is not generous to make 
even God s patience with us a point against Him.” 

God may be patient and Man impatient,” she answered, “and suppose 
we like the impatience better. You call it sacrilege; but you can’t stop it ” 
Father Brown gave a curious little jump. “Sacrilege!” he said; and 
suddenly turned back to the doorway with a new brisk air of decision. 
At the same moment Flambeau appeared in the doorway, pale with 
excitement, with a screw of paper in his hands. Father Brown had 
aheady opened his mouth to speak, but his impetuous friend spoke before 


“I’m on the track at last!” cried Flambeau. “These pills look the same 
but they re really different. And do you know that, at the very moment 
I spotted them, that one-eyed brute of a gardener thrust his white face 
into the room; and he was carrying a horse-pistol. I knocked it out of his 
hand and threw him down the stairs, but I begin to understand every- 
thmg If I stay here another hour or two, I shall finish my job.” 

Then you will not finish it,” said the priest, with a ring in his voice 
very rare in him indeed. “We shall not stay here another hour. We shall 
not stay here another minute. We must leave this place at once!” 

What! cried the astounded Flambeau. “Just when we are getting 
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near the truth! Why, you can tell that we’re getting near the truth 
because they are afraid of us.” 

Father Brown looked at him with a stony and inscrutable face, and said: 

“They are not afraid of us when we are here. They will only be afraid 
of us when we are not here.” 

They had both become conscious that the rather fidgety figure of Dr. 
Flood was hovering in the lurid haze; now it precipitated itself forward 
with the wildest gestures. 

“Stop! Listen!” cried the agitated doctor. “I have discovered the 
truth!” 

“Then you can explain it to your own police,” said Father Brown, 
briefly. “They ought to be coming soon. But we must be going.” 

The doctor seemed thrown into a whirlpool of emotions, eventually 
rising to the surface again with a despairing cry. He spread out his arms 
like a cross, barring their way. 

“Be it so!” he cried. “I will not deceive you now, by saying I have 
discovered the truth. I will only confess the truth.” 

“Then you can confess it to your own priest,” said Father Brown, and 
strode towards the garden gate, followed by his staring friend. Before he 
reached the gate, another figure had rushed athwart him like the wind; 
and Dunn the gardener was shouting at him some unintelligible derision 
at detectives who were running away from their job. Then the priest 
ducked just in time to dodge a blow from the horse-pistol, wielded like 
a club. But Dunn was just not in time to dodge a blow from the fist of 
Flambeau, which was like the club of Hercules. The two left Mr. Dunn 
spread flat behind them on the path, and, passing out of the gate, went 
out and got into their car in silence. Flambeau only asked one brief 
question and Father Brown only answered: “Casterbury. 

At last, after a long silence, the priest observed: “I could almost believe 
the storm belonged only to that garden, and came out of a storm in the 
soul.” 

“My friend,” said Flambeau, “I have known you a long time, and when 
you show certain signs of certainty, I follow your lead. But I hope you 
are not going to tell me that you took me away from that fascinating job, 

because you did not like the atmosphere.” 

“Well, it was certainly a terrible atmosphere,” replied Father Brovm, 
calmly. “Dreadful and passionate and oppressive. And the most dreadful 

thing about it was this—that there was no hate in it at all. 

“Somebody,” suggested Flambeau, “seems to have had a slight dislike 

of grandpapa.” . , 

“Nobody had any dislike of anybody,” said Father Brown with a 

groan. “That was the dreadful thing in that darkness. It was love. 

“Curious way of expressing love—to strangle somebody and 
him with a sword,” observed the other* 
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“It was love,” repeated the priest, “and it filled the house with terror.” 

Don t tell me, protested Flambeau, that that beautiful woman is in 
love with that spider in spectacles.” 

“No ” said Father Brown and groaned again. “She is in love with 
her husband. It is ghastly.” 

It is a state of things that I have often heard you recommend,” 
replied Flambeau. “You cannot call that lawless love.” 

Not lawless in that sense, answered Father Brown; then he turned 
sharply on his elbow and spoke with a new warmth: “Do you think I 
don t know that tlx- love ot a man and a woman was die first command 
ot God and is.glorious for ever? Are you one of those idiots who think 
we don t admire love and marriage? Do I need to be told of the Garden 
ot Eden or the wine of Cana? It is just because the strength in the thing 
was the strength oi God, that it rages with that awful energy even when 
it breaks loose from God. When the Garden becomes a jungle, but still a 
g onous jungle; when the second fermentation turns the wine of Cana 
mto the vinegar of Calvary. Do you diink I don’t know all that?” 

m sure you do, said Flambeau, “but I don’t yet know much about 
my problem of the murder.” 

“The murder cannot be solved,” said Father Brown. 

And why not?” demanded his friend. 

Because there is no murder to solve,” said Father Brown. 

Flambeau was silent with sheer surprise; and it was his friend who 
resumed m a quiet tone: 

111 tell you a curious thing. I talked with that woman when she was 

wild with grief; bin she never said anything about the murder. She never 

mentioned murder, or even alluded to murder. What she did mention 
repeatedly was sacrilege. 

Then, with another jerk of verbal disconnection, he added: “Have vou 
ever heard of Tiger Tyrone?” y 

Haven t I! cried Flambeau. “Why, that’s the very man who’s 
supposed to be after the rehquary, and whom I’ve been commissioned 
specially to circumvent. He s the most violent and daring gangster who 
ever visited this country; Irish, of course, but the sort that goes quite 
crazily anti-clerical Perhaps he’s dabbled in a little diabolism in these 
secret societies; anyhow, he has a macabre taste for playing all sorts of 
wild tnck that 00k wickeder than they are. Otherwise he's not the 
wickedest, he seldom kills, and never for cruelty; but he loves doim? 
anything to shock people, especially his own people; robbing churchef 

or digging up skeletons or what not.” fe enurenes 

before/'’” ““ ^ Br ° Wn * “* aU ^ *“* 1 0U g ht t0 hav ^ «n » all long 

“I don’t see how we could have seen anything, after only an hour’, 
investigation, said the detective defensively. ^ 
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“I ought to have seen it before there was anything to investigate,” said 
the^ priest. I ought to have known it before you arrived this morning.” 

What on earth do you mean?” 

“It only shows how wrong voices sound on the telephone," said Father 
Brown reflectively. I heard all three stages of the thing this morning; 
and I thought they were trifles. First, a woman rang me up and asked me 
to go to that inn as soon as possible. What did that mean? Of course it 
meant that the old grandfather was dying. Then she rang up to say that I 
needn t go, after all. What did that mean? Of course it meant that the 
old grandfather was dead. He had died quite peaceably in his bed; 
probably heart failure from sheer old age. And then she rang up a third 

time and said I was to go, after all. V/hat did that mean? Ah, that is 
rather more interesting!" 

He went on after a moment’s pause: “Tiger Tyrone, whose wife 
worships him, took hold of one of his mad ideas, and yet it was a crafty 
idea, too. He had just heard that you were tracking him down, that you 
knew him and his methods and were coming to save the reliquary; he 
may have heard that I have sometimes been of some assistance. He wanted 
to stop us on the road; and his trick for doing it was to stage a murder. 

It was a pretty horrible thing to do; but it wasn’t a murder. Probably he 
bullied his wife with an air of brutal common sense, saying he could only 
escape penal servitude by using a dead body that couldn’t suffer anything 
from such use. Anyhow, his wife would do anything for him; but she 
felt all the unnatural hideousness of that hanging masquerade; and that’s 
why she talked about sacrilege. She was thinking of the desecration of the 
relic; but also of the desecration of the death-bed. The brother’s one of 
those shoddy ‘scientific’ rebels who tinker with dud bombs; an idealist 
run to seed. But he’s devoted to Tiger; and so is the gardener. Perhaps it’s 
a point in his favour that so many people seem devoted to him. 

“There was one little point that set me guessing very early. Among 
the old books the doctor was turning over, was a bundle of seventeenth- 
century pamphlets; and I caught one tide: True Declaration of the Trial 
and Execution of My Lord Stafford. Now Stafford was executed in the 
Popish Plot business, which began with one of history’s detective stories; 
the death of Sir Edmund Berry Godfrey. Godfrey was found dead in a 
ditch, and part of the mystery was that he had marks of strangulation, but 
was also transfixed with his own sword. I thought, at once that somebody 
in the house might have got the idea from here. But he couldn’t have 
wanted it as a way of committing a murder. He can only have wanted 
it as a way of creating a mystery. Then I saw that this applied to all the 
other outrageous details. They were devilish enough; but it wasn t mere 
devilry; there was a rag of excuse; because they had to make the mystery 
as contradictory and complicated as possible, to make sure that we should 
be a long time solving it—or rather seeing through it. So they dragged 
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chc poor old man off his deathbed and made the corpse hop and turn 
cartwheels and do everything that it couldn’t have done. They had to give 
us an Insoluble Problem. They swept their own tracks off the path, 
leaving the broom. Fortunately we did see through it in time.” 

Y°u saw through it in time, said Flambeau. “I might have lingered a 

< 5 1 ,°?, ger °y er ^ trad they left, sprinkled with assorted pills ” 

Well, anyhow, we got away,” said Father Brown, comfortabfy. 

t, I presume, said Flambeau, is the reason I am driv ;,j 
at this rate along the road to Casterbury.” 

That night in the monastery and church at Casterbury there were 
events calculated to stagger monastic seclusion. The relic uary of St. 

oro y, in a casket gorgeous with gold and rubies, was temporarily 
placed in a side room near the chapel of the monastery, to be brought in 
with a procession for a special service at the end of Benediction. It was 
guarded for the moment by one monk, who watched it in a tense and 
vigilant manner; for he and his brethren knew all about the shadow of 
peril rrom die prowling of Tiger Tyrone. Thus it was that the monk 
as on his feet tn a Hash, when he saw one of the low-latticed windows 
beginning to open and a dark object crawling like a black serpent through 
the crack. Rushing across, he gripped it and found it was the arm and 
sleeve of a man, terminating with a handsome cuff and a smart dark-grey 
glove Laying hold of u, he shouted for help, and even as be did so l 
• nan dai u d into the room through the door behind his back and snatched 
the- cas/.et he had left behind him on the table. Almost at the same instant, 

holding away in h,s and he ! ‘°° d 

JvT T ?T P 'u yed trick before ' but to 1116 monk « was a 

tricb were°not natC y ’ t** ^ ° nC pCfSOn t0 whom Tiger’s 

^ches, gigantically framed in the doorwayf at the very moment when 
each mher^f C<> by * j Flambcau and Tl g« Tyrone looked at 

^ y ey “ “ d eXChan6 ' d SOmcdl, "« thjl 

ifanwhil' Father Brown had slipped into the chapel, to say a prayer 

Wfag than otherwise, and, ,0 kII the truth, he was not by any means 
S, ” Mr - f Tyronc “ d hs <fcpl°rable family; but radtet more 

background for a fierier red; a red like red-hot coals: the roh£ oTd* 
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reliquary; the roses of St. Dorothy. And he had again a thought to throw 
back to the strange events of that day, and the woman who had shuddered 
at the sacrilege she had helped. After all, he thought, St. Dorothy also 
had a Pagan lover; but he had not dominated her or destroyed her faith. 
She had died free and for the truth; and then had sent him roses from 
Paradise. . . . 

He raised his eyes and saw through the veil of incense smoke and of 
twinkling lights that Benediction was drawing to its end while the 
procession waited. The sense of accumulated riches of time and tradition 
pressed past him like a crowd moving in rank after rank, through unend¬ 
ing centuries; and high above them all, like a garland of unfading flames, 
like the sun of our mortal midnight, the great monstrance blazed against 
the darkness of the vaulted shadows, as it blazed against the black enigma 
of the universe. For some are convinced that this enigma also is an 
Insoluble Problem. And others have equal certitude that it has but one 
solution. 



the vampire of the village 

At the twist of a path in the hills, where two poplars stood up like 
pyramids dwarfing the tiny village of Potter’s Pond, a mere huddle of 
houses there once walked a man in a costume of a very conspicuous 
cut and colour wearing a vivid magenta coat and a white hat tilted upon 

whisker f0SlJ ^ Cnded W “ h 3 SOrt of B y r °nic flourish of 

The riddle of why he was wearing clothes of such fantastic antiquity 

even swagger, was but one 
of hi! f! any rl dd eS tha lL Were e ^ entua,l y solved ^ solving the mystery 

dawn or been blown away upon the wind of morning. S 

It was only about a week afterwards that his body was found a quarter 

!ead a in? ^ T* the Stee P rock ™« a terraced garden 

J U P to.a gaunt.and shuttered house called The Grange. Just before 

ling with some bystanders, and especially abusing their vilhgfas “a 
extreme^na 11 C ** 1 andU WaS su ,PP osed that he had aroused some 

"ack bt a!he CUdgel - ^ ft ^ ^ ^h the noZ oZ 

and taquciI t£turaed a J 

f rr d t a« 

mnmates Mulberry in apt allusion to something rich and frdw about U 

oft S«or he SP h U !l ^ S T eWhat P° rt -whiy ^d ponderous exterior 

able seme wMrh 1 * !J d T ? Z$ real, y 3 man of vcr y cemark- 

he C “ nSldered that he showed in consulting a little 

Sonera T n i- Z Se . acc 3 uaintance he had made over a poisoning 

of a patient 8 bil K P " eSt WaS Slttul S opposite to him, with the air 

and thc doc,or wai £Xplamm8 at 

p j 0311110 / a 8 rcc w,[ h the gentleman in the magenta coat that Potter’s 
Pond !S only a wretched little hamlet. But it is certainly a very remote 

c uded village, so that it seems quite outlandish, like a village of a 
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hundred years ago. The spinsters are really spinsters—damn it, you could 
almost imagine you saw them spin. The ladies are not just ladies. They 
are gentlewomen; and their chemist is not a chemist, but an apothecary; 
pronounced potecary. They do just admit the existence of an ordinary 
doctor like myself to assist the apothecary. But I am considered rather a 
juvenile innovation, because I am only fifty-seven years old and have 
only been in the county for twenty-eight years. The solicitor looks as 
if he had known it for twenty-eight thousand years. Then there is the old 
Admiral, who is just like a Dickens illustration; with a house full of cut¬ 
lasses and cuttle-fish and equipped with a telescope/ * 

“I suppose,” said Father Brown, “there are always a certain number of 
Admirals washed up on the shore. But I never understood why they get 
stranded so far inland.” 

“Certainly no dead-alive place in the depths of the country is complete 
without one of these little creatures,” said the doctor. “And then, of 
course, there is the proper sort of clergyman; Tory and High Church in 
a dusty fashion dating from Archbishop Laud; more of an old woman 
than any of the old women. He's a white-haired studious old bird, more 
easily shocked than the spinsters. Indeed, the gentlewomen, though 
Puritan in their principles, are sometimes pretty plain in their speech; as 
the real Puritans were. Once or twice I have known old Miss Carstairs- 
Carew use expressions as lively as anything in the Bible. The dear old 
clergyman is assiduous in reading the Bible; but I almost fancy he shuts 
his eyes when he comes to those words. Well, you know I'm not par¬ 
ticularly modem. I don’t enjoy this jazzing and joy-riding of the Bright 
Young Things-” 

“The Bright Young Things don’t enjoy it,” said Father Brown. 
“That is the real tragedy.” 

“But I am naturally rather more in touch with the world than the 
people in this prehistoric village,” pursued the doctor. “And I had 
reached a point when I almost welcomed the Great Scandal. 

“Don’t say the Bright Young Things have found Potter’s Pond after 

all,” observed the priest, smiling. . « 

“Oh, even our scandal is on old-established melodramatic lines. Nee 
I say that the clergyman’s son promises to be our problem? It would be 
almost irregular, if the clergyman’s son were quite regular. So far as 
can see, he is very mildly and almost feebly irregular. He was first seen 
drinking ale outside the Blue Lion. Only it seems he is a poet, which in 

those parts is next door to being a poacher.” , 

“Surely,” said Father Brown, “even in Potter’s Pond that cannot 

the Great Scandal.” , 

“No,” replied the doctor gravely. “The Great Scandal began _ * 

In the house called The Grange, situated at the extreme end o c 
Grove, there lives a lady. A Lonely Lady. She calls herself 
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Maltravers (that is how we put it); but she only came a year or two ago 

jjd nobody knows anything about her. ‘I can t think why she wants to 
live here, said Miss Carstairs-Carew; we do not visit her. '* 

‘‘Perhaps that’s why she wants to live there,” said Father Brown. 

< Well, her seclusion is considered suspicious. She annoys them by 

being good-looking and even what is called good style. And all the young 
men are warned against her as a vamp.” 

Fcople wlv> io.e .ni then' chanty generally lose all their logic,” re¬ 
marked Father Brown. “It’s rather ridiculous to complain that she keeps 

herself to herself; and then accuse her of vamping the whole male 
population.” 

That is true, said the doctor. And yet she is really rather a puzzling 

person. I saw her and found her intriguing; one of those brown women, 
long and elegant and beautifully ugly, if you know what 1 mean. She is 

rat , an , d thou gh young enough certainly gives me an impression 

ot what they call—well, experience. What the old ladies call a Past.” 

1 the old ladies having been bom this very minute,” observed 

ather Brown. I think I can assume she is supposed to have vamped 
the parson s son. r 

Y es ’ an< ^ *t seems to be a very awful problem to the poor old parson. 
She is supposed to be a widow.’ 

lathe; brown s face had a flash and spasm of his rare irritation. “She 

is supposed to be a widow, as the parson’s son is supposed to be the 

parson s son, and the solicitor is supposed to be a solicitor and you are 

supposed to be a doctor. Why in thunder shouldn’t she be a widow? 

Have they one speck of prima facie evidence for doubting that she is what 
she says she is? 

Dr. Mulborough abruptly squared his broad shoulders and sat up 

Of course you re right again,” he said. “But we haven’t come to the 
scandal yet. Well, the scandal is that she is a widow.” 

Oh, said Father Brown; and his face altered and he said something 
soft and taint, that might almost have been “My God!” 

sa '^ doctor, “they have made one discovery about 
Mrs. Maltravers. She is an actress.” 

I fancied so, said Father Brown. "Never mind why. I had another 
fancy about her, that would seem even more irrelevant. ’ 

^1 t ^ at * ns ^ nt was scan dal enough that she was an actress. 

1 he dear old clergyman of course is heartbroken, to think that his white 

flairs should be brought in sorrow to the grave by an actress and ad¬ 
venturess. The spinsters shriek in chorus. The Admiral admits he has 
sometimes been to a theatre in town; but objects to such things in what 

kab on audit. Well,of course I've no particular objections of that 
kind Thts actress b certainly a lady, if a bit of a Dark Lady, in the manner 
ot the Sonnets; the young man is very much in love with her; and I a£ 
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no doubt a sentimental old fool in having a sneaking sympathy with the 
misguided youth who is sneaking round the Moated Grange; and I 
was getting into quite a pastoral frame of mind about this idyll, when 
suddenly the thunderbolt fell. And I, who am the only person who ever 
had any sympathy with these people, am sent down to be the messenger 
of doom.” 

“Yes,” said Father Brown, “and why were you sent down?” 

The doctor answered with a sort of groan: 

“Mrs. Maltravers is not only a widow, but she is the widow of Mr. 
Maltravers.” 

“It sounds a shocking revelation, as you state it,” acknowledged the 
priest seriously. 

“And Mr. Maltravers,” continued his medical friend, “was the man 
who was apparently murdered in this very village a year or two ago; 
supposed to have been bashed on the head by one of the simple villagers. 

“I remember you told me,” said Father Brown. “The doctor, or some 
doctor, said he had probably died of being clubbed on the head with a 
cudgel.” 

Dr. Mulborough was silent for a moment in frowning embarrassment, 
and then said curtly: 

“Dog doesn't eat dog, and doctors don't bite doctors, not even when 
they are mad doctors. I shouldn't care to cast any reflection on my 
eminent predecessor in Potter’s Pond, if I could avoid it; but I know you 
are really safe for secrets. And, speaking in confidence, my eminent 
predecessor at Potter’s Pond was a blasted fool; a drunken old humbug 
and absolutely incompetent. I was asked, originally by the Chief 
Constable of the County (for I’ve lived a long time in the county, though 
only recently in the village), to look into the whole business; the deposi¬ 
tions and reports of the inquest and so on. And there simply isn t any 
question about it. Maltravers may have been hit on the head; he was a 
strolling actor passing through the place; and Potter’s Pond probab y 
thinks it is all in the natural order that such people should be hit on 
head. But whoever hit him on the head did not kill him; it is simp y 
impossible for the injury, as described, to do more than knock mm out 
for a few hours. But lately I have managed to turn up some other tacts 

bearing on the matter; and the result of it is pretty grim. 

He sat louring at the landscape as it slid past the window, and then sai 

more curtly: , • 

“I am coming down here, and asking your help, because there s go g 

to be an exhumation. There is very strong suspicion of poison. 

“And hen » we are at the station,” said Father Brown cheerfully* 
suppose your idea is that poisoning the poor man would naturally 

among the household duties of his wife.” . 

“Well, there never seems to have been anyone else here who had any 
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particular connect]-m with him, replied Mulborough, as they alighted 
^ roni i: 1 ^ n * "At least there is one queer old crony of his, a broken- 
uown actor - hanging around; but the police and the local solicitor seem 
convinced he is an unbalanced busybody; with some idde fixe about a 
quarrel with an actor who was his enemy; but who certainly wasn’t 

Maltravers. A wandering accident, I should say, and certainly nothing to 
' " i' ii the problem of the poison.” 

Father Brown had heard the story. But he knew that he never knew 
a story until he knew the characters in the story. I le spent the next two 

°f.“5^ * n E°* n g the rounds, on one polite excuse or another to 
visit the chief actors of the drama. His first interview with the mysterious 
widow was brief but bright. He brought away from it at least two facts; 
one that Mrs. Maltravers sometimes talked in a way which the Victorian 
vi age would call cynical; and, second, that like not a few actresses she 
happened to belong to his own religious communion. 

He was not so illogical (nor so unorthodox) as to infer from this alone 
that she was innocent of the alleged crime. He was well aware that his 
old religious communion could boast of several distinguished poisoners. 
But he had no difficulty in understanding its connection, in this sort of 
case, with a certain intellectual liberty which these Puritans would call 
laxity; and which would certainly seem to this parochial patch of an 
older England to be almost cosmopolitan. Anyhow, he was sure she 
could count for a great deal, whether for good or evil. Her brown eves 

and C ratW 1° ^ POUU her eni g matic m outh, humorous 

poetical son, whatever they might be, were planted pretty deep. P 

nn * l Pa T S PO f C u so " hlmse,f > interviewed amid vast village scandal 
on a bench outside the Blue Lion, gave an impression of pure sulks 

Hurrel Horner, son of the Rev. Samuel Horner, was a square-buS 

young man in a pale grey suit with a touch of something arty in a pale 

s reen tie, otherwise mainly notable for a mane of auburn hair and a 

permanent scowl. But Father Brown had a way with him in getting 

W °rd‘ Abou < general scandalmongering in the village, the y3 

his own. He referred bitterly to alleged past flirtations between tlj 
Pu " U *5 J^ SS , Ca 7 ta u ,S ' CarCW and Mr - Carver the solicitor. He even 

the acquaintance of Mrs. Maltravers. But when he came to spe^k of hh 
own father, whether out of an acid decenev or nimr ftr L ‘ 1 • ^ 

W “wd| d ri, P f ° r Sf " C u’ h j snapped °“* “'f'W wordl'’ 1 ™ S “ gCr 

gi/ pain,eJ ? d - 

me« h cr yourself, and you know s^snoT Bu^e 
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He won’t even see her in the street or look at her out of a window. An 
actress would pollute his house and even his holy presence. If he is called 
a Puritan he says he’s proud to be a Puritan/’ 

“Your father,” said Father Brown, “is entitled to have his views 
respected, whatever they are; they are not views I understand very well 
myself. But I agree he is not entitled to lay down the law about a lady 
he has never seen and then refuse even to look at her, to see if he is right. 
That is illogical.” 

“That’s his very stdffest point,” replied the youth. Not even one 
momentary meeting. Of course, he thunders against my other theatrical 

tastes as well.” 

Father Brown swiftly followed up the new opening, and learnt much 
that he wanted to know. The alleged poetry, which was such a blot on 
the young man’s character, was almost entirely dramatic poetry. He had 
written tragedies in verse which had been admired by good judges. He 
was no mere stage-struck fool; indeed he was no fool of any kind. He 
had some really original ideas about acting Shakespeare; it was easy to 
understand his having been dazzled and delighted by finding the brilliant 
lady at the Grange. And even the priest’s intellectual sympathy so far 
mellowed the rebel of Potter s Pond that at their parting he actually 


smiled. , * 

It was that smile which suddenly revealed to Father Brown that the 

young man was really miserable. So long as he frowned, it might we 

nnlv cn llcc- hnt when he smiled it was somehow a more real 


revelation of sorrow. , . ., . 

Something continued to haunt the priest about that interview wi 

poet. An inner instinct certified that the sturdy young man was eaten 
from within, by some grief greater even than the conventional story o 
conventional parents being obstacles to the course of true love, t wa 
the more so, because there were not any obvious alternative causes, 
boy was already rather a literary and dramatic success, his ^ « 

be said to be booming. Nor did he drink or dissipate his well-earne 
wealth. His notorious revels at the Blue Lion reduced themselves to 
glass of light ale; and he seemed to be rather careful with his mi ^ 

Father Brown thought of another possible complication 
with Hurrel’s large resources and small expenditure, an 


^The conversation of Miss Carstairs-Carew, on whom h e called next, 

was certainly calculated to paint the parson s son in the “ w hich 
But as it was devoted to blasting him with all the special vices “ 

Father Brown was quite certain the young man did not > . 

it down to a common combination of Puritamsrn and gossip. ij 

though lofty, was quite gracious, however, and offered the visitor » 

glass of port-wine and a slice of seed-cake, in the manner o every 
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I i ,ef0r J e he m ‘ inaged t0 CSCa P c from a serm °n on 

the general decay of morals and manners. 

, H ' s !h ; l P ort ° f , cal1 was very much of a contrast; for he disapDearerl 
down a dark and dirty alley, where Miss Carstairs-Carew would have 

5 y a -^ gh an u cle , clamaror y voice in an attic. . . . From rhis 

ment by a very excited man with a blue chin and a black frock-co^ 
faded to bottle-green, who was shouting argumentatively: 

He aid not disappear! Maltravers never disappeared! He appeared- 
he appeared dead and I ve appeared alive. But where’s all the resfof the 
company Where s that man, that monster, who deliberately stole my 
lines crabbed my best scenes and ruined my career? I was the finest 
Tubal that ever trod the boards. He acted Shylock-he didn’t need to ^r 
muc n i or tliat. And so with the greatest opportunity of my whole career 
I could show you press-cuttings on my renderings of Fortinbras_” 

I ^ mte SUr ? <r the y, were splendid and very well-deserved ” easoed 
.".V nt le P" est - 1 understood the company had left the village before 

hurry down the street again. 5 ™ ne Began to 

He was to act Polonius,” continued the unquenchable orator behind 
Father Brown suodenly stopped dead. 

I 2 h ’” h f, Said ver Y slowly, “he was to act Polonius.” 

That villain Hankin!” shrieked the actor. “Follow his trail. Follow 

or that. Follow him—find him; and may the curses-” But the priest 

was again hurrying away down the street. C pn<St 

j 7 r Cb , T re pr ° saic and P erha P s m ore practical interviews f 0 | 
lowed this melodramatic scene. First the priest went into the bank where' 

proper call on the aged and amiable clergyman. Here aM i n P a ll ^ 
tw^oTde h F ^ 7 ^ Unaltered and seemingly unalterable; a touclTo^ 

lament over the increasing disregard of Sunday; but til with a flavour of 
^Thfcle^vMn W ' tl '° ll ,‘ lit,ie ^nemems and fadad luxuries. 

litinTalnt mg f f CVe k fything Was a!most to ° Perfect, tnd that he was 
7 n g a century before his time. Only on one point the amiable old 

Enedlh Tw* im ° 3117 further amiabillt y* hc meekly but firmly 

nom of ^piedation and thanT^ ^ ° f p0rt Wth cx P r «' 

pp eaation and thanks; and went off to meet his friend the doctor 
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by appointment at the corner of the street; whence they were to go to¬ 
gether to the offices of Mr, Carver, the solicitor. 

“I suppose you’ve gone the dreary round,” began the doctor, “and 
found it a very dull village,” 

Father Brown’s reply was sharp and almost shrill. 

“Don’t call your village dull. I assure you it’s a very extraordinary 
village indeed.” 

“I’ve been dealing with the only extraordinary thing that ever hap¬ 
pened here, I should think,” observed Dr. Mulborough. “And even 
that happened to somebody from outside. I may tell you they managed 
the exhumation quietly last night; and I did the autopsy this morning. 
In plain words we’ve been digging up a corpse that’s simply stuffed with 
poison.” 

“A corpse stuffed with poison,” repeated Father Brown rather ab¬ 
sently. “Believe me, your village contains something much more 
extraordinary than that.’ 

There was abrupt silence, followed by the equally abrupt pulling of 
the antiquated bell-pull in the porch of the solicitor’s house; and they 
were soon brought into the presence of that legal gentleman, who pre¬ 
sented them in turn to a white-haired, yellow-faced gentleman with a 

scar, who appeared to be the Admiral. 

By this time the atmosphere of the village had sunk almost into the 
subconsciousness of the little priest; but he was conscious that the lawyer 
was indeed the sort of lawyer to be the adviser of people like Miss 
Carstairs-Carew. But though he was an archaic old bird, he seemed 
something more than a fossil. Perhaps it was the uniformity of the back¬ 
ground; but the priest had again the curious feeling that he himself was 
transplanted back into the early nineteenth century, rather than that the 
solicitor had survived into the early twentieth. His collar and cravat 
contrived to look almost like a stock as he settled his long chin into them, 
but they were clean as well as clean-cut; and there was even something 
about him of a very dry old dandy. In short, he was what is called we 

preserved, even if partly by being petrified. 

The lawyer and the Admiral, and even the doctor, showed some 
surprise on finding that Father Brown was rather disposed to defen 
the parson’s son against the local lamentations on behalf of the par 


son. . ury * 

“I thought our young friend rather attractive, myself, he said. 

a good talker and I should guess a good poet; and Mrs. Maltravers, w o 

is serious about that at least, says he’s quite a good actor. 

“Indeed,” said the lawyer. “Potter s Pond, outside Airs. Maltravers, 

is rather more inclined to ask if he is a good son. 

“He is a good son,” said Father Brown. “That s the extraordinary 

thing.” 
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“Danik it all,” said the Admiral. “Do you mean he’s re 
of his father? 

t , T ¥ P rlest hesitated. Then he said, “I’m not quite so sure about that. 
That s the other extraordinary thing.” 

What the devil do you mean?” demanded the sailor with nautical 

tamTv 



1 mean ” said Father Brown, "that the son still speaks of his father in 
a hard nnforgrvtng way; but he seems after all to have done more than 
S Uty y him. I had a talk with the bank manager, and as we were 

inquiring in confidence into a serious crime, under authority from the 
1 ™!?’ • J ^ ^ aCtS ' The old cler gY ma n has retired from parish 

which is pretty pagan, as goes to church at all, goes to Dutton-Abbot’ 

hip ^ T f ? d ?, an has no P rivate means > but the son is earn- 
g good money, and the old man is well looked after. He gave me some 

! -y of absolutely first-class vintage; I saw rows of dusty old bottles of it; 

and I left him sitting down to a little lunch quite recherche in an old- 

■ushioned style. It must be done on the young man’s money " 

Quite a model son, said Carver with a slight sneer 

and'ttm S’” "° <1M “ ‘ f rCVoIvin S » ridd1 ' rfl* own; 

A model son. But rather a mechanical model/’ 

a letter whir!// *\ ^ rk br ° Ught in a " U P Stam P ed letter for ^ lawyer; 
As i. fell soar,. Sw "c^“crowded Sffc 

SyXCd 1 ! 0 ^ RBger3ld '' “ de 3 «- 

It s that melodramatic actor that’s always pestering us,” he said “He’s 

which can t have anything to do with the case. We all refuse to see him 

“"Yes ’’llrF/h /° ^ Him; and the -ys he W’ ’ 

he’s mad But of ^ °^ n ’ PUrS - ng L HpS thou S htfull y- “I should say 

“A? , cnc L d Carver sh a r ply. “Right about what?” § . 
p j.1 p Ut 1 S connect ed with the old theatrical company ” said 

he insulted their village. It’s extraordinary what coroners can get X en 
canV u eve ’ and J° ur | la l ,sts ' of course, are quite incredibly credulous Thev 

can t k n much about English rustics. I’m an English rustic myS 
Fnll; t, • gr< ? Wn, l r h 0ther turni P s - in Essex - Can you imagine an 

ke a man ln the tln y mediaeval repubHc of an Italian town? 
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Can you hear a jolly old gaffer saying, ‘Blood alone can wipe out one 
spot on the escutcheon of Potter’s Pond’? By St. George and the Dragon, 
I only wish they would! But, as a matter of fact, I have a more practical 
argument for the other notion,” 

He paused for a moment, as if collecting his thoughts, and then went 
on: 

“They misunderstood the meaning of those few last words poor 
Maltravers was heard to say. He wasn’t telling the villagers that the 
village was only a hamlet. He was talking to an actor; they were going 
to put on a performance in which Fitzgerald was to be Fortinbras, the 
unknown Hankin to be Polonius, and Maltravers, no doubt, the Prince 
of Denmark. Perhaps somebody else wanted the part or had views on 
the part; and Maltravers said angrily, ‘You’d be a miserable little Hamlet; 
that s all,” 

Dr. Mulborough was staring; he seemed to be digesting the suggestion 
slowly but without difficulty. At last he said, before the others could 
speak: 

“And what do you suggest that we should do now?” 

Father Brown arose rather abruptly; but he spoke civilly enough. 
“If these gentlemen will excuse us for a moment, I propose that you and 
I, doctor, should go round at once to the Horners. I know the parson 
and his son will both be there just now. And what I want to do, doctor, 
is this. Nobody in the village knows yet, I think, about your autopsy and 
its result. I want you simply to tell both the clergyman and his son, while 
they are there together, the exact fact of the case; that Maltravers died by 
poison and not by a blow.” 

Dr. Mulborough had reason to reconsider his incredulity when told 
that it was an extraordinary village. The scene which ensued, when he 
actually carried out the priest’s programme, was certainly of the sort in 

which a man, as the saying is, can hardly believe his eyes. 

The Rev. Samuel Horner was standing in his black cassock, which 
threw up the silver of his venerable head; his hand rested at the moment 
on the lectern at which he often stood to study the Scriptures, now 
possibly by accident only; but it gave him a greater look of authority. 
And opposite to him his mutinous son was sitting asprawl in a chair, 
smoking a cheap cigarette with an exceptionally heavy scowl; a live y 

picture of youthful impiety. ,. , i 

The old man courteously waved Father Brown to a seat, whicn 

took and sat there silent, staring blandly at the ceiling. But something 
made Mulborough feel that he could deliver his important news more 

impressively standing up. , 

i feel,” he said, “that you ought to be informed, as in some sense ^ 

spiritual father of this community, that one terrible tragedy in its 
has on a new significance; possibly even more terrible. You 
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recall the sad business of r lie death of Maltravers; who was adjudged to 

have been k lied with the blow of a stick, probably wielded by so; , 
rustic enemy. 7 

The clergyman made a gesture with a wavering hand. “God forbid,” 
he said, i hat I should say anything that might seem to palliate murderous 
violence in. any case. But when an actor brings his wickedness into this 
innocent village, he is challenging the judgment of God.” 

Perhaps, said the doctor gravely. “But anyhow it was not so that 
t e judgment fell. I have just been commissioned to conduct a post 
mortem on the body; and I can assure you, first, that the blow on the 

, , C0uic - IKt conceivably have caused the death; and, second, that the 

body was full of poison, which undoubtedly caused death.” 

i Hurrel Homer sent his cigarette flying and was on his feet with 

me lightness and swiftness of a cat. His leap landed him within a yard or 
so of the reading-desk. 

r} , J) r , C you c " ta,n 01 this? ” he S as P ed - “ Are y° u absolutely certain that 
that blow could not cause death?” 

Absolutely certain,” said the doctor. 

Well, said Hurrel, “I almost wish this one could.” 

In a flash, before anyone could move a finger, he had struck the parson 

blackTlfa^tTd o r‘ b ' daShi ' 18 him backwirds 1 

witktU** are you doing? cried Mul borough, shaken from head to foot 

mlt tt g r mcre sound of thc blow - " Fath “ 

ceiling at ^ Cr ® rown not stirred; he was still staring serenely at the 

wondTH doi before.” iaM ' he priCS ‘ pIaddly - ratber 

in sometvr' biir^^ l * know we tbongbt he was wronged 

combatant-_ 1 ” ° ^ C us f at b er ; to strike a clergyman and a non- 

saidtather”Broi“Hetstwl atlt“V \ clcr Sj rm J"” 
a r or dressed n P as a Cergy^tt Sih 

y«R. Now he knows he is free of the blackmail, he lets fly; and [ can” 
th« foe blackmailer is a poisone?TwdJ “l tk' M 7 K sttong , !Ui P ici »“ 

better ring up foe police” d “ lk ' Mulbocou S 1 >, you had 

They passed out of the room uninterrupted by the two others thr¬ 
one dazed and staggered, the other still blind andsnorting and Daiitin* 

ew human beings who have seen that face implacable. ^ 




THE FATHER BROWN STORIES 


716 


“He was right there/’ said Father Brown. “When an actor 
wickedness into this innocent village, he challenges the judg 
God.” 


brings his 
ment of 


“Well/’ said Father Brown, as he and the doctor again settled them¬ 
selves in a railway carriage standing in the station of Potter’s Pond. “As 
you say, it’s a strange story; but I don’t think it’s any longer a mystery 
story. Anyhow, the story seems to me to have been roughly this. Mal- 
travers came here, with part of his touring company; some of them went 
straight to Dutton-Abbot, where they were all presenting some melo¬ 
drama about the early nineteenth century; he himself happened to be 
hanging about in his stage dress, the very distinctive dress of a dandy of 
that time. Another character was an old-fashioned parson, whose dark 
dress was less distinctive and might pass as being merely old-fashioned. 
This part was taken by a man who mostly acted old men; had acted 
Shylock and was afterwards going to act Polonius. 

“A third figure in the drama was our dramatic poet, who was also a 
dramatic performer, and quarrelled with Maltravers about how to present 
Hamlet , but more about personal things, too. I think it likely that he 
was in love with Mrs. Maltravers even then; I don’t believe there was 
anything wrong with them; and I hope it may now be all right with 
them. But he may very well have resented Maltravers in his conjugal 
capacity; for Maltravers was a bully and likely to raise rows. In some 
such row they fought with sticks, and the poet hit Maltravers very hard 
on the head, and, in the light of the inquest, had every reason to suppose 


he had killed him. 

“A third person was present or privy to the incident, the man acting 
the old parson; and he proceeded to blackmail the alleged murderer, 
forcing from him the cost of his upkeep in some luxury as a retire 
clergyman. It was the obvious masquerade for such a man in such a 
place, simply to go on wearing his stage clothes as a retired clergyman* 
But he had his own reason for being a very retired clergyman. For the 
true story of Maltravers’ death was that he rolled into a deep undergrowt 
of bracken, gradually recovered, tried to walk towards a house, and was 
eventually overcome, not by the blow, but by the fact that the benevo enc 
clergyman had given him poison an hour before, probably in a glass o 
port. I was beginning to think so, when I drank a glass of the parson s 
port. It made me a little nervous. The police are working on that theory 
now; but whether they will be able to prove that part of the story, 
don’t know. They will have to find the exact motive; but it s o vio 
that this bunch of actors was buzzing with quarrels and Maltravfcrs wa> 

very much hated. . . >» 

“The police may prove something now they have got the suspioon, 

said Dr. Mulborough. “What I don’t understand is why you ever began 
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to suspect. Why in the world should you suspect that very blameless 
black-coated gentleman?” 

Father Brown smiled faintly. “I suppose in one sense,” he said, “it 
was a matter or special knowledge; almost a professional matter, but in a 
peculiar sense. You know our controversialists often complain that there 
is a great deal of ignorance about what our religion is really like. But it is 
really more curious than that. It is true, and it is not at all unnatural, 
that Englaii ' does not know much about the Church of Rome. But 
I gland does not know much about the Church of England. Not even 
as much as I do. You would be astonished at how little the average public 
grasps about the Anglican controversies; lots of them don’t really know 
what is meant by a High Churchman or a Low Churchman, even on the 
pai ticular points of practice, let alone the two theories of liistory and 
philosophy behind them. You can see this ignorance in any newspaper; 
in any mereiy popular novel or play. 

Now the first thing that struck me was that this venerable cleric 
had got the whole thing incredibly mixed up. No Anglican parson 
could be so wrong about every Anglican problem. He was supposed to 
be an old Tory High Churchman; and then he boasted of being a Puritan. 

A man like that might personally be rather Puritanical; but he would 
never call it being a Puritan. He professed a horror of the stage; he didn’t 
know that High Churchmen generally don’t have that special horror, 
though Low Churchmen do. He talked like a Puritan about the Sabbath; 
and then he had a crucifix in his room. He evidently had no notion of 
what a very pious parson ought to be, except that he ought to be very 
solemn and venerable and frown upon the pleasures of the world. 

All this time there was a subconscious notion running in my head; 
something I couldn t fix in my memory; and then it came to me sud¬ 
denly. This is a Stage Parson. That is exactly the vague venerable old 
fool who would be the nearest notion a popular playwright or play¬ 
actor of the old school had of any tiling so odd as a religious man.” 

“To say nothing of a physician of the old school,” said Mulborough 

good-humouredly, who does not set up to know much about being a 
religious man.” ° 

As a matter of fact, went on Father Brown, “there was a plainer and 
more glaring cause for suspicion. It concerned the Dark Lady of the 
Grange, who was supposed to be the Vampire of the Village I very 
early formed the impression that this black blot was rather''the bright 
spot of the village. She was treated as a mystery; but there was real) v 
nothing mysterious about her. She had come down here quite recently 
quite openly, under her own name, to help the new inquiries to be made 
about her own husband. He hadn’t treated her too well; but she had 
princip es, suggesting that sometliing was due to her married name and 
to common justice. For the same reason, she went to live in the house 
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outside which her husband had been found dead. The other innocent 
and straightforward case, besides the Vampire of the Village, was the 
Scandal of the Village, the parson’s profligate son. He also made no 
disguise of his profession or past connection with the acting world. 
That’s why I didn’t suspect him as I did the parson. But you’ll already 
have guessed a real and relevant reason for suspecting the parson.” 

Yes, I think I see, said the doctor, "that’s why you bring in the 
name of the actress.” 

"Yes, I mean his fanatical fixity about not seeing the actress,” remarked 
the priest. “But ne didn’t really object to seeing her. He objected to her 
seeing him.” 

“Yes, I see that,” assented the other. 

“If she had seen the Rev. Samuel Horner, she would instantly have 
recognized the very unreverend actor Hankin, disguised as a sham parson 
with a pretty bad character behind the disguise. Well, that is the whole 
of this simple village idyll, I think. But you will admit I kept my promise; 

I have shown you something in the village considerably more creepy than 
a corpse; even a corpse stuffed with poison. The black coat of a parson 
stuffed with a blackmailer is at least worth noticing and my live man is 
much deadlier than your dead one.” 

“Yes,” said the doctor, settling himself back comfortably in the 
cushions. “If it comes to a little cosy company on a railway journey, I 
should prefer the corpse.” 
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